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which she, as usual, raised to her lips. 
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CHAPTER? Ek 
PYRAMUS AND THISBE. 


Axsout the centre of the Faubourg Saint-Honoré, and 
at the back of one of the most distinguished-looking 
mansions in this rich neighbourhood, where the various 
hotels vie with each other for elegance of design and 
magnificence of construction, extended a large garden, 
whose widely-spreading chestnut-trees raised their heads 
above the walls high and solid as those of a rampart, 
scattering each spring a shower of delicate pink and 
white blossoms into the large stone vases placed at equal 
distances upon the two square pilasters, supporting an 
iron gate, curiously wrought, after the style and manner 
of the reign of Louis XIV. This noble entrance, how- 
ever, spite of its striking appearance and the graceful 
effect of the geraniums planted in the two vases, as they 
waved their variegated leaves in the wind, and charmed 
the eye with their scarlet bloom, had fallen into utter 
disuse from the period when the proprietors of the hotel 
(and many years had elapsed since then) had confined 
themselves to the possession of the hotel with its thick'y- 
planted courtyard, opening into the Faubourg Saint- 
ll. la 
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Honoré, and the garden shut in by this gate, which 
formerly communicated with a fine kitchen garden of 
about an acre in extent. But the demon of speculation 
having drawn a line, or, in other words, projected a street, 
at the extremity of this kitchen garden, and even before 
the foundations of the said street were dug, its name 
being duly affixed upon an iron plate at the corner of 
the situation chosen, it occurred to the then possessor 
of the hotel we are describing that a handsome. sum 
might be obtained’ for the ground now devoted to fruits 
and vegetables, for the purpose of adding it to the pro- 
jected street intended to form a great branch of com- 
munication with the Faubourg Saint-Honoré itself, one 
of the most important thoroughfares in the city of Paris. 

In matters of speculation, however, though “ man pro- 
poses,” yet money “ disposes.” From some such diffi- 
culty the newly-named street died almost in birth; and 
the purchaser of the “ kitchen garden,” having paid a 
high price for it, and being quite unable to find any 
one willing to take his bargain off his hands without a 
considerable loss, yet still clinging to the belief that at 
some future day he should obtain a sum for it that 
would repay him not only for his past outlay, but also 
the interest upon the capital locked up in his new acqui- 
sition, contented himself with letting the ground tem- 
porarily to some market. gardeners, at a yearly rent of 
500 francs. 

Thus,, then, as already stated, the iron gate leading 
into the kitchen garden: had been closed up and. left 
to the rust, which bade fair to destroy its hinges ere 
long ; while, to prevent the ignoble glances of the diggers 
and delvers of the ground from presuming to sully the 
aristocratical enclosure belonging to the hotel, the gate 
in question had been boarded up to a height of six feet. 
True, the planks were not so closely adjusted but: that 
a hasty peep might be obtained between their inter- 
stices; but the strict decorum and rigid propriety of the 
inhabitants of the hotel left no grounds for apprehending 
that advantage would be taken of that circumstance. 
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_ Horticulture seemed, however, to have been abandoned 

in the deserted kitchen garden; and where the most 
choice and delicate of fruits and vegetables once reared 
their heads, a scanty crop of lucerne alone bore evidence 
of its being deemed worthy of cultivation. A small, 
low door gave egress from the walled space we have been 
describing into the projected street; the ground having 
been abandoned as unproductive by its various renters, 
and had now fallen so completely in general estimation 
as to return not even a fraction of the poor ten shillings 
per cent. it had originally paid. 

Towards the hotel the chestnut-trees we have before 
mentioned rose high above the wall, without in any 
way affecting the growth of other luxuriant shrubs and 
flowers that eagerly pressed forward to fill up the vacant 
spaces, as though asserting their right to enjoy the boon 
of light, and air also. At one corner, where the foliage 
became so thick as almost to shut out'day, a large stone 
bench and sundry rustic seats indicated that this shel- 
tered spot was either in general favour or particular use 
by some inhabitant of the hotel, which was faintly dis- 
cernible through the dense mass of verdure that partially 
concealed it, though situated but a hundred paces off. 

Whoever had selected this retired portion of the grounds 
as the boundary of their walks, or scene of their medita- 
tive musings, was abundantly justified in their choice 
by the absence of all glare ; the cool, refreshing shade ; 
the screen it afforded from the scorching rays of the sun, 
that found/no entrance there even during the, burning 
days of hottest summer ; the incessant and melodious 
warbling of birds; and the entire removal from either 
the noise of the street or the bustle of the hotel. 

On the evening of one of the warmest days. spring 
had yet bestowed on the inhabitants of Paris, might be 
seen, negligently thrown upon the stone bench, a book, 
a parasol, and a work-basket, from which hung a partly- 
embroidered cambric handkerchief; while, at a little dis- 
tance from these articles, was a young female, standing 
close to the iron gate, endeavouring to discern some- 
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thing on the other side by means of the openings in 
the planks, whilst the earnestness of her attitude, and 
the fixed gaze with which she seemed to seek the object 
of her wishes, proved how much her feelings were in- 
terested in the matter. 

At that instant the little side door leading from the 
waste ground to the street was noiselessly opened, and 
a tall, powerful young man, dressed in a common gray 
blouse and velvet cap, but whose carefully-arranged 
hair, beard, and moustaches, all of the richest and 
glossiest black, but ill accorded with his plebeian attire, 
after casting a rapid glance around him in order to 
assure himself he was unobserved, entered by this door, 
and carefully closing and securing it after him, proceeded 
with a hurried step towards the iron gate. 

At the sight of him she expected—though probably 
not under such a costume—the female we have before 
mentioned started in terror, and was about to make a 
hasty retreat. But the eye of love had already seen, 
even through the narrow chinks of the wooden palisades, 
the movement of the white robe, and observed the flutter- 
ing of the blue sash fastened around the slender waist 
of his fair neighbour. Pressing his lips close to the 
envious planks that prevented his further progress, he 
exclaimed, “‘ Fear nothing, Valentine ; it is 1!” 

Again the timid girl found courage to return to the 
gate, saying, as she did so, ‘‘ And wherefore come you so 
late to-day ? It is almost the dinner hour, and I have 
been compelled to exercise my utmost skill to get rid 
of the incessant watchfulness of my mother-in-law, as 
well as the espionage of my maid, who, no doubt, is 
employed to report all I do and say. Nor has it cost 
me a little trouble to free myself from the troublesome 
society of my brother, under pretence of coming hither 
to work undisturbed at my embroidery, which, by the 
way, | am in no hurry to finish. So pray excuse your- 
self as well as you can for having made me wait, and, 
after that, tell me why I see you in so singular a dress 
that at first I did not recognize you.” 
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“Dearest Valentine!’’ said the young’ man, “ the 
difference between our respective stations makes me 
fear to offend you by speaking of my love; but yet 
I cannot find myself in your presence without longing 
to pour forth my soul, and to tell you how fondly I 
adore you. If it be but to carry away with me the 
recollection of such sweet moments, I could even bless, 
thank you for chiding me, for it leaves me a gleam 
of hope that, if not expecting me (and that indeed 
would be worse than vanity of me to suppose), at least 
I was in your thoughts. You asked me the cause of my 
being late, as also why I come thus disguised. I will 
candidly explain the reason of both, and I trust to your 
goodness to pardon me. But first let me tell you I 
have chosen a trade.’ 

“A trade! Oh, Maximilian, how can you jest at a 
time when we have such deep cause for uneasiness ?”’ 

“Heaven keep me from jesting with that which is 
far dearer to me than life itself! But listen to me, 
Valentine, and I will tell you all about it. Tired out 
with ranging fields and scaling walls, and seriously 
alarmed at the idea suggested by yourself, that if caught 
hovering about here your father would very likely have 
me sent to prison as a thief—a sort of thing not very 
desirable for an officer in the French army, whose con- 
tinual presence in a place where no warlike projects 
could be supposed to account for it might well create 
surprise— from a captain of Spahis I have become a 
gardener, and, consequently, adopted the costume of my 
calling.” 

“What excessive nonsense you talk, Maximilian !”’ 

‘‘ Nonsense! Pray do not call what I consider the 
wisest action of my life by such a name. Consider, by 
becoming a gardener I effectually screen our meetings 
from all suspicion or danger.” — 

‘““T beseech of you, Maximilian, to cease trifling, and 
tell me what you really mean.” 

“Simply, that having ascertained that the piece of 
ground on which I stand was to let, I made application 
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for it, was readily accepted by the proprietor, and am 
now master of this fine crop of lucerne! Think of that, 
Valentine! There is nothing now to prevent my build- 
ing myself a little hut on my plantation, and residing 
not twenty yards from you. Only imagine what happi- 
ness that would afford me. I can scarcely contain my- 
self, at the bare idea. Such felicity seems above all 
ptice—as a thing impossible and unattainable. But 
would you believe that I purchase all this delight, joy, 
and happiness, fer which I would cheerfully have sur- 
rendered ten years of my life, at the small cost of 500 
francs per annum, paid quarterly! Henceforth we have 
nothing to fear. I am on: my own ground, and) have 
an undoubted right to place a ladder against the wall, 
and to look over when I please, without having any 
apprehensions of being taken off by the police as a 
suspicious character. I may also enjoy the precious 
privilege of assuring you of my fond, faithful, and un- 
alterable affection, whenever you visit your favourite 
bower; unless, indeed, it offends your pride to listen 
to professions of love from the lips of a poor working- 
man clad in a blouse and cap.”’ 

A faint cry of mingled pleasure and surprise escaped 
from the lips of Valentine, who almost instantly said, 
in a saddened tone, as though some envious cloud dark- 
ened the joy which illumined her heart,— 

‘“ Alas! no, Maximilian, this must not be, for many 
reasons.. We should’ presume too much on our own 
strength, and, like others, perhaps be led astray by our 
blind confidence in each other’s prudence.” 

“How can you for an instant entertain so umworthy 
a thought, dear Valentine ? Have I not, from: the first 
blessed hour of our acquaintance, schooled all my words 
and actions to your sentiments and ideas? And you 
have, I am sure, the fullest confidence in my honour. 
When, you spoke to me of your experiencing a vague 
and indefinite sense of coming danger, I placed myself 
blindly and devotedly at your service, asking’ no other 
reward than the pleasure of being useful to you; and 
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have I ever since, by word or look, given you cause of 
regret, for having selected me from the numbers that 
would willingly have sacrificed their lives for you? You 
told me, my dear Valentine, that you were engaged to 
M. d’Epinay, and that your: father was resolved upon 
completing the match, and that from his will there was 
no appeal, as M: de Villefort was never known to change 
a determination once formed.) I kept in the background 
as) you wished, waiting not the decision of your heart 
or my own, but hoping Providence would graciously 
interpose in our behalf, and order events in our favour. 
But»what cared I for delays or difficulties so long:as my 
sweet Valentine confessed she loved me, and accepted 
my fervent. vows of unfailing ‘constancy? Blessed 
avowal! the very recollection of which can at all times 
taise me even from despair itself. To hear you repeat 
those enrapturing words from ¢ime to time is all I ask; 
and. to obtain that privilege I°would cheerfully endure 
even dowble my present disquietudes,” 

“ Ah, Maximilian, that is the very thing that makes 
you'so bold, and which renders me at once so happy 
and unhappy, that I frequently ask myself whether it 
is better for me to endure the harshness of my mother- 
in-law and her blind preference for her own child, or 
to be, as I now. am, insensible to any pleasure ‘save 
such as I find in these our meetings, so fraught with 
danger to both.” 

“To willinot admit that word,” returned the young 
man; “it is vat once cruel:and unjust. Is it possible 
to find a more submissive slave than myself? You 
have permitted me to converse with you from time to 
time, Valentine, but forbidden my ever following you 
im: your walks or elsewhere: have I not obeyed ?, And 
since I found means to enter this enclosure to exchange 
a few words with you through this door, to be close to 
you without being enabled to obtain a view of your 
dear features—I have even solicited to touch the tip of 
your glove’ through the small openings of the palisades— 
think you that at my age, and with my strength, this 
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wall that now parts us would keep me from your side 
one instant were it not that my respect for your wishes 
presents an impassable barrier ? Never has a complaint 
or a murmur of your rigour escaped me. I have been 
bound by my promises as rigidly as any knight of olden 
times. Come, come, dearest Valentine, confess that what 
I say is true, lest I be tempted to call you unjust.” 

“It is indeed most true,’ said Valentine, as she 
passed the end of her slender fingers through a small 
opening in the planks, thus permitting her lover to press 
his lips to the taper finger that almost instantly dis- 
appeared, ‘‘and you are a true and faithful friend; 
but still you acted from motives of self-interest, my 
dear Maximilian, for you well knew that from the 
moment in which you had manifested an opposite spirit 
all would have been ended between us. You promised 
to bestow on me the friendly affection of a brother— 
I, who have no friend but yourself upon earth, who am 
neglected and forgotten by my father, harassed and 
persecuted by my mother-in-law, and left to the sole 
companionship of a paralyzed and speechless old man, 
whose withered hand can no longer press mine, and 
whose eye alone converses with me, while, doubtless, 
however fixed, chilled his frame, there still lingers in his 
heart the warmest tenderness for his poor grandchild. 
Oh, how bitter a fate is mine to serve either as a victim 
or an enemy to all who are stronger than myself, while 
my only friend and supporter is but a living corpse! 
Indeed, indeed, Maximilian, I am very miserable, and 
you are right to love me for myself alone.” 

“Dear Valentine,’ replied the young man, deeply 
affected, “‘I will not say you are all I love in the world, 
for I dearly prize my sister.and brother-in-law; but my 
affection for them is calm and tranquil, in no manner 
resembling that I feel for you. At the mere thoughts 
of you my heart beats more quickly, my blood flows 
with increased rapidity through my veins, and my breast 
heaves with tumultuous emotions; but I solemnly 
promise you to restrain all this ardour, this fervour 
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and intensity of feeling, until you yourself shall require 
me to render them available in serving or assisting you. 
M. Franz is rot expected to return home for a year to 
come, I am told; in that time many favourable and 
unforeseen chances may befriend us. Let us, then, hore 
for the best—hope is so sweet a’comforter ! Meanwhile, 
Valentine, while reproaching me with selfishness, think 
a little what you have been to: me—the beautiful but 
cold resemblance of a marble Venus. What promise of 
future reward have you made me for all the submission 
and obedience I have evinced ? Nore whatever! What 
granted me? Scarcely more! You tell: me of M. Franz 
d’Epinay, your betrothed lover, and you shrink from 
the idea of being his wife; but tell me, Valentine, ‘is 
there ro other sorrow in your heart? You see me 
devoted to you, body and soul; my life and each warm 
drop that circles round my heart are consecrated to 
your service; you know full well that-my existence is 
bound up in yours—that were I to lose you I wou'd 
not outlive the hour of such crushing misery ; yet you 
speak with calmness of the prospect of your being ihe 
wife of another! Oh, Valentine, were I in your place, 
and did I feel conscious, as you co, of being worshipfed, 
adored, with such a love as mine, a hundred times at 
least should I have passed my hand between these iron 
bars, and said to poor Maximilian, ‘Take this hand, 
dearest Maximilian, and believe that, living or dead, I 
am yours—yours only, and for ever!’ ”’ 

The poor girl made no reply, but her lover could 
plainly hear her sobs and tears. 

A rapid change took place in the young man’s feelings. 

“Dearest, dearest Valentine !’’ exclaimed he, “ for- 
give me if I have offended you, and forget the words 
I spoke if they have unwittingly caused you pain.” 

“ No, Maximilian, I am not offended,” answered she ; 
‘‘but do you not see what a poor, helpless being 1 am, 
almost a stranger and an outcast in my father’s house, 
where even he is seldom seen; whose will has been 
thwaried, and spirits broken, from the age of ten years, 

Il. 16 
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beneath the iron rod»so sternly exercised over me; 
oppressed, mortified, and persecuted, day by day, hour 
by, hour, minute by minute. No-person has cared for, 
even. observed my sufferings, nor have I ever breathed 
one! word on the subject, save to yourself... Outwardly, 
and in:the eyes of the world, Iam surrounded by kind- 
ness and affection; but: the reverse is the case. The 
general remark is, “Oh, it cannot be expected that one 
of so stern a character as M.. Villefort could lavish the 
tenderness some. fathers: do on their daughters! ‘What 
though ‘she has lost her own mother at a tender age, 
she has had the happiness to find a: second mother in 
Madame de Villefort.’ The world, however, is mistaken ; 
my father abandons me from utter indifference, while 
my mother-in-law detests me with a hatred so much 
the more. terrible as it is veiled beneath a continual 
smile.”’ bi 

' “ Hate you, sweet Valentine !°’ exclaimed the-young 
man; ‘ how is.it possible for any one to do that ?” 

‘“ Alas!’ replied the weeping girl, “‘ 1 am obliged to 
own that my mother-in-law’s aversion to me arises from 
a very natural source—her .overweening love for her 
own child, my brother Edward.” 

“But why should it 2??? os 

“ Nay, I know not;) but though unwilling to: intro- 
duce’ money matters into our present conversation, I 
will just say thus much, that herextreme dislike to me 
has its origin in mercenary motives; and I much fear 
she envies me the fortune I already enjoy in right of 
my mother, and which will be: more: than doubled. at 
the death. of -Monsieur and Madaine Méran, whose sole 
heiress I. am. | Madame de? Villefort has: nothing of her 
own, and hates me for being so-richly endowed. Alas, 
how gladly would exchange the half of this wealth for 
the happiness of» at least sharing my- father’s love ! 
God knows, I would prefer sacrificing the whole, so that 
it-would obtain me a happy ‘and affectionate home.”’ 

“Poor Valentine !”’ - 

“oT seem to myself as though living a life of bondage, 
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yet at the same time am so conscious of my own weak- 
ness that I fear’ to break the restraint in which I am 
held, lest I fall utterly powerless and helpless. Then, 
too, my father is not a person whose ozders may be 
infringed with impunity. Protected as he is by his high 
position and firmly-established reputation for talent and 
unswerving integrity, no one could oppose him; he is 
all-powerful with even his king. You he would crush 
at a word, and myself he would cause to expire of terror 
at his feet. Dear Maximilian, believe me when I assure 
you that I attempt not to resist my father’s commands 
more on your account than my own; for, though I 
could willingly sacrifice myself, I would not peril your 
safety.’ 

“But wherefore, my sweet Valentine, do you persist 
in anticipating the worst, and in viewing everything 
through so gloomy a medium; why picture the future 
so fraught with evil ?” 

‘““ Because I judge it from the past.” 

“Stil, consider that although I may not be, strictly 
speaking, what is termed am illustrious match for you, 
I am, for many reasons, not altogether so much beneath 
your alliance. The days when such distinctions were so 
nicely weighed and considered no longer exist in France, 
and the first families of the monarchy have intermarried 
with those of the empire. The aristocracy of the lance 
has allied itself with the nobility of the cannon. Now 
I belong to this last-named class; and certainly my 
prospects of military preferment are most encouraging 
as well as certain. My fortune, though small, is free 
and unfettered, and the memory of my late father re- 
spected in our country, Valentine, as that of the most 
upright and honourable merchant of the city: I say 
our country, because: you were born not far from Mar- 
seilles.”’ Le 

“Name not Marseilles, I) beseech you, Maximilian ; 
that one word brings back my mother to my recollec- 
tion—my angel mother, who died too soon for myself 
and all. who knew her, but who, after watching over her 
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child during the brief period allotted to her in ‘this 
world, now I. fondly hope, and fully believe, contem- 
plates her with pitying tenderness from those realms 
of bliss to which her pure: spirit has flown. Ah, were 
she still living, we need fear nothing, Maximilian, for 
I would confide our love to her, and she would aid and 
protect us.’ 

‘“T fear, Valentine,” replied the lover, ““ that were she 
living I should never have had the happiness of knowing 
you; you would: then have! been too happy to have 
stooped from your grandeur to bestow a thought on a 
humble, obscure individual like myself.” 

‘Tt is you who are unkind, ay, and unjust too, now, 
Maximilian,” cried Valentine. “ But there is one.thing 
I wish to know.” 

‘And what is that ?”’ inquired the young man, per- 
ceiving that Valentine hesitated and seemed at a loss 
how to proceed. 

“Tell me truly, Maximilian, whether in former days, 
when our fathers dwelt at Marseilles, there ever existed 
any misunderstanding between them ? ”’ 

“Not that I am at all aware of,” replied the young 
man, “unless, indeed, any il-feeling might have arisen 
from their being of opposite parties—your father being, 
as you know, a zealous partisan of the Bourbons, while 
mine was who!ly devoted to the emperor; there could not 
possibly be any other difference between them. But now 
that I have answered your question to the best of my 
power and knowledge, tell me, dearest, why you ask ?” 

“T will,” replied his fair companion, “for it is but 
right you should know all... Then I must begin by 
referring to the day when your being made an officer 
of the Legion of Honour was publicly announced in the 
papers. We were all sitting in the apartments of my 
grandfather, M. Noirtier. M. Danglars was there also: 
you recollect M. Danglars, do you not, Maximilian, the 
banker, whose horses ran away with my mother-in-law 
aid little brother, and very nearly killed them ? While 
the rest of the company were discussing the approaching 


THE COUNT: OF :MONTE-CRISTO. 13 


marriage of Mademoiselle Danglars, I was occupied ‘in 
reading the paper aloud to my grandfather ; but when 
I came to the paragraph concerning you, although I 
had done nothing else but read it over to myself ail 
the morning (you know you had told me all about it the 
previous evening), I felt'so happy, and yet so nervous, 
at the idea of pronouncing your beloved name aloud 
and before so many people, that I really think I should 
have passed it over, but for the fear that my so doing 
might create suspicions as to the cause of my silence; 
so | summoned up all my courage, and read it as firmly 
and steadily as I could.” 

“Dear Valentine !”’ 

““ Well, would you believe it, directly my father caught 
the sound of your name, he turned round quite hastily, 
and, like a poor silly thing, I was so persuaded that 
every one must be as much affected as myself by the 
utterance of your name, that I was not surprised to see 
my father start, and almost tremble ; but I even thought 
(though that surely must have been a mistake) that 
M, Danglars underwent a similar emotion. 

“““Morrel, Morrel!’ cried my father, ‘stop a bit.’ Then 
knitting his brows into a deep frown, he added, ‘ Surely 
this cannot be one of the Morrel family who lived 
at Marseilles, and gave us so much trouble from their 
being such violent Bonapartists—I mean akout the 
year 1815 2?” 

““T fancy,’ replied M. Danglars, ‘that the individual 
alluded to in the journal mademoiselle is reading is the 
son of the large shipowner there.’ ”’ 

“Indeed!” answered Maximilian; “and what said 
your father then, Valentine ?”’ 

“Oh, such a dreadful thing, I dare not repeat it.” 

‘Nay, dearest !’’ said the young man, “ be not afraid 
to tell me—say, what was it ?”’ 

“« Ah,’ continued my father, still frowning severely, 
‘their idolized emperor treated these madmen as they 
deserved: he called them food for cannon, which was 
precisely all they were good for; and I am delighted 
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to see that the present government have adopted this 
salutary principle with all its pristine vigour: if Algiers 
were good for nothing but to furnish out the means of 
carrying so admirable an idea into practice, it would 
be an acquisition well worthy of struggling to obtain, 
though it certainly does cost France somewhat dear to 
assert its rights in that uncivilized country.’ ” 

‘‘ The sentiments expressed were somewhat unfeeling, 
I must confess,’’ said Maximilian; “‘ but do not let that 
tinge your fair cheek with the blush of shame, my gentle 
Valentine; for I can assure you that, although in a 
different way, my father was not a jot or tittle behind 
yours in the heat of his political expressions. “Why, 
said he, ‘ does not the emperor, who has devised so many 
clever and efficient modes of improving the art of war, 
not form a regiment of lawyers, judges, and legal practi- 
tioners, sending them in the hottest fire the enemy could 
maintain, and using them to save better men?’ You 
see, my sweet Valentine, that for mildness of expression 
and imaginative benefits, there is not much to choose 
between the language of either Royalist or Bonapartist. 
But what said M. Danglars to this burst of party spirit 
on the part of the procureur du roi ?”’ 

“Oh, he laughed, and in that singular manner so 
peculiar to himself, half malicious, half ferocious ; his 
smile even has always made me shudder, it has so 
very unnatural a look. He almost immediately rose and 
took his leave; then, for the first time, I observed the 
agitation of my grandfather, and I must tell you, Maxi- 
milian, that I am the only person capable of discern- 
ing emotion in the paralyzed frame of my poor afflicted 
relative. And I suspected that the conversation that 
had been carried on in his presence (for no-one ever 
cares to refrain from saying and doing what they like 
before the dear old man, without the smallest regard to 
his feelings) had made-a strong impression on his mind ; 
for, naturally enough, it must have pained him to hear 
the emperor he so devotedly loved and served spoken 
of in that depreciating manner,” 
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“ The name of M. Noirtier,”? interposed Maximilian, 
“is celebrated throughout Europe.» ‘He was a‘statesman 
of high standing; and I know not: whether you are 
aware, Valentine; that he took a leading part in every 
Bonapartean conspiracy set on foot during the restora- 
tion of the Bourbons.” 

“ Oh, Ihave often heard whispers of things that seem 
to me most strange—the father a Bonapartist, the son 
a Royalist ; what can have been the reason of so singular 
a difference in parties and politics ?»But:to resume my 
story. I turned towards my grandfather, as though to 
question him as to the cause of his emotion. | He looked 
expressively at the newspaper I had been’ reading. 

“ “What is, the matter, dear grandfather?’ said I; 
“are you pleased ? ’ 

. He gave me a sign in the affirmative. 

“ “With what my father said just now ?’ 

“ He returned a sign in the negative. 

“ “Perhaps you liked what M. Danglars remarked ?’ 

“ Another sign in the negative. 

“Oh, then, you were glad to hear that. M. Morrel 
(1. durst not pronounce the dear name of Maximihan) 
had been made an officer of the Legion of Honour—-was 
that it, dear grandpapa ?’ 

“ He signified assent in a way that convinced me he 
was more than glad—that he was delighted. Only think 
of the poor old man’s being so pleased to think that 
you, who were a perfect stranger to him, had been made 
an officer of the Legion of Honour! Perhaps, though, 
it was a mere whim on his part, for he is almost falling 
into a second childhood; but, for all that, I love him 
dearly, and pray that he may long be spared to me.” 

. “ How singular,”, murmured ‘Maximilian, “that your 
father should apparently hate the very mention of my 
name, while your grandfather, on the contrary—— Well, 
well, it is no use to endeavour to find a reason for these 
things. Strange, indeed; are the feelings brought into 
play by the action of party likes or'dislikes.”’ 

“ Hush !’’ cried Valentine suddenly ; ‘‘ conceal -your- 
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self! Go, go! Some one comes!” Maximilian leaped 
at one bound into his crop of lucerne, which he com- 
menced pulling up in the most pitiless manner, under 
the pretext of being occupied in weeding it. 

‘““ Mademoiselle, mademoiselle !’’ exclaimed a’ voice 
from behind the trees. ‘‘ Madame is searching for you 
everywhere ; there are visitors in the drawing-room.” 

“ Who is it?” inquired Valentine, much agitated ; 
‘are they ladies ?’”’ 

“Oh no, mademoiselle! I believe it is some grand 
prince, or a duke, or a king perhaps; stay, now I 
remember, they said he was the Count of Monte-Cristo, 
and that he wished particularly to see you.”’ 

““T will come directly,” said Valentine aloud. 

The name caused an electric shock to the individual 
on the other side of the iron gate, on whose ear the 
“TI will come!” of Valentine sounded the usual parting 
knell of all their interviews. 

“Now, then,” said Maximilian, as, tired with his un- 
usual employment, he stopped to rest himself by leaning 
on the handle of a spade he had taken care to furnish 
himself with, “would I give much to know how it comes 
about that the Count of Monte-Cristo is acquainted with 
M. de Villefort.” 


CHAET Rho. Ly) 
TOXICOLOGY. 


Ir was really the Count of Monte-Cristo who had just 
arrived at Madame de Villefort’s, for the purpose of 
returning the visit of the procureur du roi, and at this 
name, as may be easily imagined, the whole house was 
in confusion. 

Madame de Villefort, who was alone in her drawing- 
room when the count was announced, desired that her 
son might be brought thither instantly to renew his 
thanks to the count; and Edward, who heard nothing 
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and nobody talked of for two whole days but this great 
personage, made all possible haste to come to him, rot 
from obedience to his mother, not from any feeling of 
gratitude to the count, but from sheer curiosity, and 
that he might make some remark, by help of which he 
might find an opportunity for saying one of those small 
pettnesses which made his mother say,— 

“Oh, that sad child; but pray excuse him, he is 
really so clever.” 

After the first and usual civilities, the count inquired 
after M. de Villefort. 

“ My husband dines with the chancellor,” replied the 
young lady; ‘he has just gone, and I am sure he’ll be 
exceedingly sorry not to have had the pleasure of seeing 
you before he went.”’ 

Two visitors who were there when the count arrived, 
having gazed at him with all their eyes, retired after 
that reasonable delay which politeness admits and curi- 
osity requires. 

“Ah, what is your sister Valentine doing ?”’ inquired 
Madame de Villefort of Edward. “Tell some one to bid 
her come here, that I may have the honour of introduc- 
ing her to the count.” 

““You have a daughter, then, madame ?” inquired 
the count; ‘“‘ very young, I presume ?” 

‘The daughter of M. cde Villefort,” replied the young 
wife, ‘ by his first marriage, a fine, well-grown girl.” 

‘“ But melancholy,” interrupted Master Edward, snatch- 
ing the feathers out of the tail of a splendid paroquet 
that was screaming on its gilded perch, in order to make 
a plume for his hat. 

Madame de Villefort merely cried,— 

‘“ Silence, Edward !”’ 

She then added,— 

‘This young madcap is, however, very nearly right, 
and merely re-echoes what he has heard me say with 
pain a hundred times; for Mademoiselle de Villefort 
is, in spite of all we can do to rouse her, of a melancholy 
disposition and taciturn habit, which frequently injure 
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the effect: of her beauty. But what detains her ? Go, 
Edward, and see.’ 

Because they are looking for her where she i is not to 
be found.” 

‘““ And where are they looking for her ?”’ 

“ With grandpapa Noirtter.”’ 

‘And do you think she is:not there ?:”’ 

‘* No, no, no, no, no, she is not there ?.’’ replied Ed- 
ward, singing his words. 

“And where is she, then? If you know, why don’t 
you tell >” 

“She is under the great chestnut-tree,” replied the 
spoiled brat, as he gave, in spite of his mother’s cries, 
live flies to the parrot, who appeared to relish such 

““small deer ’”’ exclusively. 

Madame de Villefort stretched out her hand to ring, 
intending to direct her waiting-maid to the spot where 
she would find Valentine, when the young lady: herself 
entered the apartment. She appeared much dejected ; 
and any person who considered her attentively might 
have observed the traces of recent tears in her eyes. 

Valentine, whom we have in the rapid march of our 
narrative presented to our readers without formally in- 
troducing her, was a tall and graceful girl of nineteen 
years of age, with bright chestnut hair, deep blue eyes, 
and that languishing air so full of distinction which 
characterized her mother, Her whiteand slender fingers, 
her pearly neck, her cheeks tinted with varying hues, 
gave her at the first view the aspect of one of those lovely 
Englishwomen who have been. so poetically compared 
in their manner to a swan admiring itself. She entered 
the apartment, and seeing near her stepmother the 
stranger of whom she had already heard so much, saluted 
him without any girlish awkwardness, or even lowering 
her eyes, and with an elegance that redoubled the count’s 
attention. He rose to return the salutation: 

‘ Mademoiselle de Villefort, my daughter-in-law,”’ said 
Madame de Villefort to Monte- Cristo, leaning back on her 
sofa and motioning towards Valentine with her hand. 
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‘And M. de Monte-Cristo, king of China, emperor of 
Cochin-China,” said the young imp, looking slyly towards 
his sister. 

Madame de Villefort at this really did turn pale, and 
was very hearly angry with this household plague who 
answered to the name of Edward; but the count, on the 
contrary, smiled, and appeared to look at the boy com- 
placently, which caused the maternal heart to bound 
again with joy and enthusiasm. 

“ But, madame,’ replied the count, continuing the 
conversation, and looking by turns at Madame de Ville- 
fort and Valentine, “have I not already had the honour 
of meeting yourself and mademoiselle before 2? I could 
not help thinking so just now; the idea came over my 
mind, and as mademoiselle entered, the sight of her was 
an ‘additional ray of light thrown on a confused remem- 
brance—excuse me the remark.” 

‘“T do not think it likely, sir. Mademoiselle de Ville- 
fort is not very fond of society, and we very seldom go 
out,’ said the young lady, 

“ Then it was not in society that I met with made- 
moiselle or yourself, madame, or this charming, little, 
merry boy. Besides, the Parisian world is entirely un- 
known to me, for, as I believe I told you, I have been 
in Paris but very few days. No—but, perhaps, you 
will permit me to call to mind—stay!” 

The count placed his hand on his brow as if to collect 
his thoughts. 

‘‘ No—it was somewhere—away from here—it was— 
I do not know—but it appears that this recollection is 
connected with a lovely sky and some religious {éte ; 
mademoiselle was holding flowers in her hand, the 
interesting boy was chasing a beautiful peacock in a 
garden, and you, madame, were under the trellis of 
some arbour: Pray come to my aid, madame; do 
not these’ circumstances bring to your. mind some 
reminiscences ?”’ 

‘No, indeed,” replied Madame de Villefort;. “ and 
yet it appears to me, sir, that if I had met you any- 
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where, the recollection of you must have been imprinted 
on my memory.”’ 

‘“‘ Perhaps M. le Comte saw us in Italy, 
timidly. 

“ Yes, in Italy; it was in Italy most probably,” re- 
plied Monte-Cristo. ‘“‘ You have travelled then in Italy, 
mademoiselle ?” 

“Yes; madame and I were there two years ago. 
The doctors were afraid of my lungs, and prescribed the 
air of Naples. We went by Bologna, Perusa, and Rome.” 

‘“Ah, yes—true, mademoiselle,’) exclaimed Monte- 
Cristo, as if this simple indication was sufficient to 
determine his recollections. ‘‘ It was at Perusa, on the 
day of the Féte-Dieu in the garden of the Hétel des 
Postes, when chance brought us together—you, Madame 
de Villefort, and your son, I now remember having had 
the honour of-meeting you.” 

“T perfectly well remember Perusa, sir, and the Hétel 
des Postes, and the féte to which you allude,” said 
Madame de Villefort, “ but in vain do I tax:my memory, 
of whose treachery I am ashamed, for I really do not 
recall to mind that I ever had the pleasure of seeing 
you before.” 

“It is strange, but neither co I recollect meeting 
with you,” observed Valentine, raising her beautiful 
eyes to the count. 

‘“ But I remember it perfectly,” interposed the darling 
Edward. 

“T will assist your memory, madame,” continued the 
count. “The day had been burning hot; you were 
waiting for horses, which were delayed in consequence 
of the festival. Mademoiselle was walking in the shade 
of the garden, and your son disappeared in pursuit of 
the bird.” 

“And I caught it, mamma, don’t you remember ?”’ 
interposed Edward; ‘‘ and I pulled three such beautiful 
feathers out of his tail.” 

“ You, madame, remained under the arbour formed 
by the vine. Do you not remember that whilst you were 
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seated on a stone bench, and whilst, as I ‘told you, 
Mademoiselle de Villefort and your young son’ were 
absent, you conversed for a considerable time with some- 
body ?:”’ 

“ Yes, in truth, yes,” answered the young lady, turn- 
ing very red, ‘I do remember conversing with an in- 
dividual wrapped in a long woollen mantle. He was a 
medical man, I think.’ 

“ Precisely so, madame; this man was myself. For 
a fortnight I had been at that hotel, during which period 
I had cured my valet-de-chambre of a fever and my 
landlord of the jaundice, so that I really acquired a 
reputation as a skilful physician. We discoursed a long 
time, madame, on different subjects—of Perugino, of 
Raffaelle, of manners, customs, of the famous agta- 
tofana, of which they had told you, I think you said, 
that certain individuals in Perusa had preserved the 
Becrets. 

-‘“ Yes, true,’ replied Madame de Villefort, with a kind 
of uneasiness ;“ 1 remember now.”’ 

““T do not recollect now all the various subjects of 
which we discoursed, madame,” continued the count, with 
perfect calmness ; “ but I perfectly remember that, fal:- 
ing into the error which others had entertained respecting 
me, you consulted meas to the health of Mademoiselle 
de Villefort.” 

“Yes, really, sir, you were in fact a medical man,” 
said Madame de Villefort, “since you had cured. the 
sick.” 

““Moliere or Beaumarchais would reply to you, madame, 
that it was precisely because I was not that I had cured 
my patients; for myself, Iam content to say to you 
that I have studied chemistry and the natural sciences 
somewhat deeply, but still only as an amateur, you 
understand.” 

At this moment the clock struck six. 

“Tt is six o’clock,” said Madame de Villefort, evidently 
agitated. ‘‘ Valentine, will you not go and see if your 
grandpapa will have his dinner ?”’ 
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Valentine rose, and saluting the count, left the apart- 
ment without replying a single word. 

“ Oh, madame !”’ said the count, when Valentine had 
left the room, ‘‘ was it on my account that you sent 
Mademoiselle de Villefort away ?” 

“By no means,’ replied the young lady quickly; 
“but this is the hour when we give to M. Nortier the sad 
repast which supports his sad existence. You are aware, 
sir, of the deplorable condition of my husband’s father ?” 

“Yes, madame; M. de Villefort spoke of it to me—a 
paralysis, I think.” 

“ Alas, yes! there is an entire want of movement in 
the frame of the poor old gentleman. The mind alone 
is still active in this human machine, and that is faint 
and flickering, like the light of a lamp about to expire. 
But excuse me, sir, for talking of our domestic misfor- 
tunes. I interrupted you at the moment when you were 
telling me that you were a skilful chemist.” 

“No, madame, I did not say so much as) that,” re- 
pled the count, with a smile; “quite the contrary. I 
have studied chemistry because, having determined to 
live in Eastern climates, I have been desirous of follow- 
ing the example of King Mithridates.” 

“ Mithridates, rex Ponticus,;’ said the young scamp, as 
he tore some beautiful portraits out of a splendid album, 
“the individual who breakfasted every morning with a 
cup of poison @ la créme.” 

‘“ Edward, you naughty boy !’’ exclaimed Madame de 
Villefort, snatching the mutilated book from the urchin’s 
grasp; “‘ you are positively past bearing; you really 
disturb the conversation. Go, leave us, and join your 
sister Valentine in dear grandpapa Noirtier’s room.” 

“ The album,”’ said Edward sulkily. 

‘“ What do you mean? The album !”’ 

“T want the album.” 

‘“ How dare you tear out the drawings 2” 

“ Oh, it amuses me.” 

‘ Go—go directly.’ 

“I won’t go unless you give me the album,” said the 
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boy, seating himself doggedly in an armchair, according 
to his habit of never giving way, 

“ Take it, then, and pray disturb us no longer,” said 
Madame de Villefort; giving the album to Edward, who 
then went towards the door, led by his mother. 

The count followed her with his eyes. 

“Let us see if she shuts’ the door after him,’ he 
muttered. 

Madame de Villefort closed the door carefully after the 
child, the count appearing not to notice her; then cast- 
ing a scrutinizing glance around the chamber, the young 
wife returned to her chair, im which she seated herself, 

“Allow me to observe, madame,”’ said the count, with 
that kind tone he could assume so well, “‘ you are really 
very severe with that dear clever child.” 

“Oh, sometimes severity is quite necessary,” replied 
Madame de Villefort, with all a mother’s real firmness. 

“It was his ‘Cornelius Nepos’ that Master Edward 
was repeating when he referred to King Mithridates,”’ 
continued the count, “and you interrupted him in a 
quotation which proves that his tutor has by no means 
neglected him, for your son is really advanced for his 
years.” 

“The fact is, M. le Comte,” answered the mother, 
agreeably flattered; ““he has great aptitude, and learns 
all that is set before him. He has but one fault, he is 
somewhat wilful ; but really, on referring for the moment 
to what he said, do you truly believe that’ Mithndates 
used these precautions, and that these precautions were 
efficacious ?”’ 

‘<7 think so, “madame, because I—I who now address 
you, have made use of them; that I might not be poisoned 
at Naples, at Palermo, and at Smyrna—that is to say, 
on three several occasions of my life, when, but for these 
precautions, I must have lost my life.” 

‘And your precautions were successful ? ” 

“Completely so.” 

“Yes, I remember now your mentioning to me at 
Perusa something of this sort.” 
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“Indeed! did I?” said the count, with an air of 
surprise, remarkably well counterfeited; “I really did 
not remember it.”’ 

“T inquired of you if poisons acted equally, and with 
the same effect, on men of the North as on men of the 
South ; and you answered me that the cold and sluggish 
habits of the north did not present the same aptitude 
as the rich and energetic temperaments of the natives 
of the South.” 

“And that is the case,’’ observed Monte-Cristo,. “I 
have seen Russians devour, without being visibly incon- 
venienced, vegetable substances which would infallibly 
have killed a Neapolitan or an Arab.”’ 

“And you really believe the result would be still 
more sure with us than in the East, and in the midst 
of our fogs and rains a man would habituate himself 
more easily than in a warm latitude to this progressive 
absorption of poison.” 

“ Certainly ; it being at the same time perfectly under- 
stood that he should have been duly fortified against 
the poison to which he had not been accustomed.” 

“Yes, I understand that; and how would you 
habituate yourself, for instance, or rather, how did 
you habituate yourself to it 2” 

“Oh, very easily. Suppose you knew beforehand the 
poison that would be made use of against you ; suppose 
the poison was; for instance, brucine rf 

“ Brucine is extracted from the Brucea ferruginea, is 
it not ?”’ inquired Madame de Villefort. 

“ Precisely, madame,” replied Monte-Cristo ; “ but I 
perceive [ have not much to teach you, Allow me to 
compliment you on your knowledge; such learning is 
very rare amongst ladies.” 

“Oh, I am aware of that,’’ said Madame de Villefort ; 
“but I have a passion for the occult sciences, which 
speak to the imagination like poetry, and are reducible 
to figures, like an algebraic equation. But go on, I 


pray of you; what you say interests me to the greatest 
degree.” 
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‘“ Well,” replied Monte-Cristo, ‘‘ suppose, then, that 
this poison was brucine, and you were to take a milli- 
gramme the first day, two, milligrammes the second day, 
and so on. Well, at the end of ten days you would 
have taken a centigramme; at the end of twenty days, 
increasing another milligramme, you would have taken 
three hundred centigrammes—that is to say, a dose 
which you would support without inconvenience, and 
which would be very dangerous for any other person 
who had not taken the same precautions as yourself. 
Well, then, at the end of a month, when drinking water 
from the same carafe, you would kill the person who had 
drank this water as well as yourself, without your per- 
ceiving, otherwise than from slight inconvenience, that 
there was any poisonous substance mingled with this 
water.” 

‘Do you know any other counter-poison ?”’ 

‘yicdomots;: 

“I have often read, and read again, the history of 
Mithridates,’”’ said Madame de Villefort, in a tone of 
reflection, “and had always considered it as a fable.”’ 

‘No, madame, contrary to most history, it is a truth. 
But what you tell me, madame, what ycu inquire of me, 
is not the result of a chance question; for two years 
since you asked me the same questions, and said, too, 
that for a very long time this history of Mithridates 
occupied your mind.” 

“True, sir. The two favourite studies of my youth 
were botany and mineralogy ; and subsequently, when 
I learned that the use of simples frequently explained 
the whole history of a people and the entire life of in- 
dividuals in the East, as flowers betoken and symbolize 
a love affair, I have regretted I, was not a man, that I 
might have been a Flamel, a Fontana, or a Cabanis.” 

“ And the more, madame,’ said Monte-Cristo, “as 
the Orientals do not confine themselves, as did Mithri- 
dates, to make a cuirass of his poisons, but they also 
make them a dagger. Science becomes, in their hands, 
not only a defensive weapon, but still more frequently 
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an offensive one; the one serves against all their phy- 
sical sufferings, the other against all their enemies ; with 
opium, with belladonna, with brucea, snakewood, the 
cherry laurel, they put to sleep all those who would 
arouse them. There is not one of those women, Egyp- 
tian, Turk, or Greek, whom here you call “ good women,’ 
who do not know how, by means of chemistry, to stupefy 
a doctor, and in psychology to amaze a confessor.” 

“Really !?’ said Madame de Villefort, whose eyes 
sparkled with strange fire at this conversation. 

‘‘ Eh, indeed! Yes, madame,” continued Monte- 
Cristo, ‘‘ the secret dramas of the East begin and end 
thus—from the plant which can create love to the plant 
that can cause death; from the draught which opens 
heaven before your eyes to that which plunges a man 
in hell! There are as many shades of every kind ‘as 
there are caprices and peculiarities in human, physical, 
and moral nature; and I will say further, the art of 
these chemists knows excellently well how ‘to accom- 
modate and proportion the remedy and the ill to its 
yearnings of love or its desires for vengeance.” 

‘“ But, sir,” remarked the lady, “these Eastern socie- 
ties, in the midst of which you have passed a portion 
of your existence, are as wild and visionary as the tales 
that come from their strange land. A man can easily be 
put out of the way there, then; it is, indeed, the Bag- 
dad and Bassora of M. Galland. The sultans and viziers 
who rule over such society, and'who constitute what in 
France we call the government, are, in fact, really these 
Haroun-al-Raschids and Giaffars who not only pardon 
a poisoner, but even make him a prime minister if his 
crime has been an ingenious one, and who, under such 
circumstances, have the whole story written in letters 
of gold, to divert their hours of idleness and ennui.” 

“ By no means, madame; the fanciful exists no longer 
in the East. There are there now, disguised under other 
names, and concealed under other costumes, agents of 
police, magistrates, attorney-generals, and bailiffs. They 
hang, behead, and impale their criminals in the most 
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agreeable manner; but some of these, like clever 
rogues, have contrived to escape human justice, and suc- 
ceed in their fraudulent enterprises by cunning strata- 
gems. Amongst us,a simpleton, possessed by the demon 
of hate or cupidity, who has an enemy to destroy, or 
some near relation to, dispose of, goes straight to the 
grocer’s or druggist’s, gives a false name, which leads 
more easily to his detection than his real one, and pur- 
chases, under a pretext that the rats prevent him from 
sleeping, five or sixpenny worth of arsenic—if he is really 
a cunning fellow, he goes to five or six different druggists 
or grocers, and thereby becomes only five or six times 
more easily traced—then, when he has acquired his 
specific, he administers duly to his enemy, or near’ kins- 
man, a dose of arsenic which would make a mammoth 
or mastodon burst, and which, without rhyme or reason, 
makes his victim utter groans which alarm the entire 
neighbourhood. Then arrive a' crowd of policemen and 
constables. They fetch a doctor, who opens the dead 
body, and. collects from the entrails and stomach a 
quantity of arsenic ina spoon. Next day a hundred 
newspapers relate the fact, with the names of the victim 
and the murderer. The same evening, the grocer or 
grocers, druggist or druggists, come: and say, ‘ It: was 
I who sold, the arsenic to the gentleman accused ;’ and 
rather than not recognize the guilty purchaser, they will 
recognize twenty. Then the foolish criminal is taken, 
imprisoned, interrogated, confronted, confounded, con- 
demned, and cut off by hemp or steel; or if she be a 
woman of any consideration, they lock her up for life. 
This is the way ini which you Northerners understand 
chemistry, madame. | Desrues was, however, I must con- 
fess, more skilful.” 

‘What would you have, sir ?:”’ said the lady, laughing ; 
“we do what we can. All:the world has not the secret 
of the Medicis or the Borgias.”’ 

‘“Now,” replied the count, shrugging his shoulders, 
“shall I tell you the cause of all these stupidities'? It 
is because, at your theatres, by what at least I could 
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judge by reading the pieces they play, they see persons 
swallow the contents of a phial, or suck the button of 
a ving, and fall dead instantly. Five minutes afterwards 
the curtain falls, and the spectators depart. They are 
ignorant of the consequences of the murder ; they see 
neither the commissary of police with his badge of office, 
nor the corporal with his four men; and that is an 
authority for weak brains to believe that this is the way 
that things pass. But go a little way from France—go 
either to Aleppo or Cairo, or only to Naples or Rome— 
and you will see people passing by you in the streets, 
people erect, smiling, and fresh-coloured, of whom As- 
modeus, if you were holding on by the skirt of his mantle, 
would say, ‘ That man was poisoned three weeks ago ; 
he will be a dead man ina month.’ ” 

‘““ Then,” remarked Madame de Villefort, “they have 
again discovered the secret of the famous aqua-tofana 
that they said was lost:at Perusa.”’ 

“Eh, indeed! does mankind ever lose anything ? The 
arts are removed, and make a tour of the world; things 
change their names, and the vulgar do not follow them— 
that is all; but there is always the same result. Poison 
acts particularly on one organ or the other—one on the 
stomach, another on the brain, another on the intestines. 
Well, the poison brings on a cough, the cough an in- 
flammation of the lungs, or some other complaint cata- 
logued in the book of science; which, however, by no 
means precludes it from being decidedly mortal, and 
if it were not, would be sure to become so; thanks to 
the remedies applied by foolish doctors, who are generally 
bad chemists, and which will act in favour of or against 
the malady as you please; and then there is a human 
being killed according to all the rules of art and skill, 
and of whom justice learns nothing, as was said by a 
terrible chemist of my acquaintance, the worthy Abbé 
Adelmonte de Taormine, in Sicily, who had studied these 
national phenomena very profoundly.” 

“It is quite frightful, but deeply interesting,’ said 
the young lady, motionless with attention. ‘I thought, 
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I must confess, that these tales were inventions of the 
middle ages.” 

‘Yes, no doubt, but improved upon by ours. What 
is the use of time, encouragements, medals, crosses, 
Monthyon prizes, etc., if they do not lead society to- 
wards more complete perfection ? Yet. man will never 
be perfect until he learns to create and destroy. ‘He 
does know how to destroy, and that is half-way on the 
road.” 

“So,” added Madame de Villefort, constantly return- 
ing to her subject, “the poisons of the Borgias, the 
Medicis, the Renés, the Ruggieris,, and later, probably, 
that of Baron de Trenck, whose story has been so mis- 
used by modern drama and romance——”’ 

“Were objects of art, madame, and nothing more,” 
replied the count. ‘Do you suppose that the real 
savant addresses himself stupidly to the mere indi- 
vidual ? By no means. Science loves eccentricities, 
leaps and bounds, trials of strength, fancies, if I may 
be allowed: so to term them, Thus, for instance, the 
excellent Abbé Adelmonte, of whom I spake to you 
just now, made in this way some marvellous experi- 
ments.”’ 

‘“Really)”’ 

“Yes; 1 will mention one to you. He had a re- 
markably fine garden, full of vegetables, flowers, and 
fruit. From amongst these vegetables he selected the 
most simple—a cabbage, for instance. For three days 
he watered this cabbage with a distillation of arsenic ; 
on the third the cabbage began to droop and turn 
yellow. At that moment) he cut it. In the eyes of 
everybody it seemed fit for table, and preserved its 
wholesome appearance. It was poisoned only to the 
Abbé Adelmonte. He then took the cabbage to the 
room where he had rabbits—for the Abbé Adelmonte 
had a collection of rabbits, cats, and guinea-pigs, equally 
fine as his collection of vegetables, flowers, and fruit. 
Well, the Abbé Adelmonte took a rabbit, and made it 
eat a leaf of the cabbage. The rabbit died, What 
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magistrate would find, or even venture to insinuate, 
anything against this ? What procureur du roi has ever 
ventured to draw upjan accusation against M. Magendie 
or M. Flourens in consequence of the rabbits, cats, and 
guinea-pigs they have killed ? Not one. So, then, the 
rabbit dies, and justice takes no notice. This rabbit 
dead, the Abbé Adelmonte has its entrails taken out 
by his cook and thrown on the dunghill ; on this dung- 
hill was a hen, which, pecking these intestines, was in 
her turn taken ill, and died next day. At the moment 
when she was struggling in the convulsions of death, 
a vulture was flying by (there are a good many vultures 
in Adelmonte’s country); this bird darts on the dead 
bird and carries it away to a rock, where he dines off 
his prey. Three days afterwards, this poor vulture, 
who has been very much indisposed since that dinner, 
feels very giddy, suddenly, whilst flying aloft in the 
clouds, and falls heavily into a fish-pond. The pike, 
eels, and carp eat greedily always, as everybody knows: 
well, they feast on the vulture. Well, suppose, the 
next day, one of these eels, or pike, or carp is served at 
your table, poisoned as they are to the third generation. 
Well, then, your guest will be poisoned in the fifth 
generation, and die, at the end of eight or ten days, 
of pains in the intestines, sickness, or abscess of the 
pylorus. The doctors open the body and say, with an 
air of profound learning, ‘The subject has died of a 
tumour on the liver, or of typhoid fever !’” 

“But,” remarked. Madame de Villefort, ‘a!l these 
circumstances which you link thus one to another may 
be broken by the least accident; the vulture may not 
pass at the precise moment, or may fall a hundred 
yards from the fish-pond.’” 

_ “Ah, this it is which is art. To be a great chemist 
in the East, we must direct chance; and this is to be 
achieved,”’ 


Madame de Villefort was deep in thought, yet listened 
attentively, 


‘ But,” she exclaimed suddenly, “‘ arsenic is indelible, 


THE COUNT OF \MONTE-CRISTO. 3I 
indestructible; in what way soever it is absorbed, it 
will be found again in. the body of the creature from the 
moment when it has been taken in sufficient quantity 
to cause death.” lays 

‘‘ Precisely so,” cried _Monte-Cristo, “‘ precisely- £0; 
and this is what I said' to my werthy Adelmonte. He 
reflected, smiled; and replied. to' me’ by a Sicilian pro- 
verb, which: I believe) is! also a French proverb ‘My 
son, the world was not made in a day, but in seven. 
Return on, Sunday.’»,On the Sunday following I did 
return to him. Instead of having watered his cabbage 
with arsenic, he had watered it this time with a solution 
of salts, having their bases in strychnine, stvyehnos. colw- 
bryina, asthe learned term it. . Now, the cabbage had not 
the slightest appearance of disease in the world, and the 
rabbit had not the smallest distrust’; yet, five minutes 
afterwards, the rabbit was dead. The fowl pecked at 
the rabbit, and next day was, a dead hen. ‘This time 
we were, the vultures, so we opened the bird, and this 
time, all particular symptoms had disappeared; there 
were only general symptoms. . There was no peculiar 
indication in any organ—an excitement of the nervous 
system, that was it; a case of, cerebral. congestion, 
nothing more. The fowl had not. been poisoned—she had 
died of apoplexy. Apoplexy is a rare: disease amongst 
fowls, L believe, but very common amongst men,” 

Madame de Villefort seemed more and more reflective. 

“Tt is,very fortunate,’’ she observed, “ that such sub- 
stances can’ oniy be. prepared by chemists; for else, 
really, all the world would be poisoning each other,” 

‘By chemists) and | persons, who have a taste for 
chemistry,’ said Monte-Cristo, carelessly. 

‘““ And then,” said Madame de Villefort, endeavouring 
by a struggle, and. with effort, to get away from her 
thoughts, ‘‘ however skilfully it is prepared, crime 1s 
always ‘crime ; and if it avoid, human scrutiny, it does 
not escape the eye of God). The Orientals are stronger 
than we arein cases of conscience, and) very prudently 
have no hell—that is the point,’’ 
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‘Really madame, this is a scruple which naturally 
must occur to a pure mind like yours, but which would 
easily yield before sound reasoning. The bad side of 
human thought will always be defined by the paradox 
of Jean Jacques Rousseau, you know, the mandarin who 
is killed at five hundred leagues’ distance by raising the 
tip of the finger. Man’s whole’ life passes in doing these 
things, and his intellect is exhausted by reflecting on 
them. You will find very few persons who will go and 
brutally thrust a knife in the heart of a fellow-creature, 
or will administer to him, in order to remove him from 
that surface of the globe on which we move with life 
and animation, that quantity of arsenic of which we just 
now talked. Such a thing is really out of rule—eccen- 
tric or stupid. To attain such a point, the blood must 
be warmed to thirty-six degrees, the pulse be at least 
at ninety, and the feelings excited beyond the ordi- 
nary limit. But if passing, as we do in philology, from 
the word itself to its softened synonym, you make 
an elimination—a simple change’ of words: instead of 
committing an ignoble assassination, if you merely and 
simp'y remove from your path the individual who is 
in your way, and that without shock or violence, with- 
out the display of those sufferings which, becoming a 
punishment, make a martyr of the victim, and of him 
who inflicts them a butcher, in every sense of the word: 
if there be no blood, no groans, no convulsions, and, 
above all, that horrid and compromising moment of 
accomplishing the act: then one escapes the clutch of 
the human law, which says to you, ‘Do not disturb 
society!’ This is the mode in which they manage these 
things, and succeed, in Eastern climes, where there are 
grave and phlegmatic persons who care very little for 
the questions of time in conjunctures of importance.” 

“Yet conscience remains!” remarked Madame de 
Villefort in an agitated voice, and with a stifled sigh. 

“Yes,” answered Monte-Cristo, “ happily, yes, con- 
science does remain; and if it did not, how wretched 
we should be! After every action requiring exertion, it 
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is conscience that-saves, us, for/it supplies us with a 
thousand, good’ excuses; -of which we alone are: judges; 
and these reasons, how) excellent; soever) in| producing; 
sleep, would avail us but very little before. a’ tribunal, 
when we werestried }for our lives: Thus, Richard II1., 
for instance}, was marvyellously served: byohis: conscience 
aiter the putting away of the two\ children ef: Edward 
IV.;. im>fact; he, could say, “ These! two «children of a 
cruel and persecuting king, who have inherited the vices 
of thei father, which I;alone could: perceive in their 
juvenile propensities—these: two) children are. impedi- 
ments;in my way of/promotings the happiness of the 
English people, whose unhappiness they (the children) 
would infallibly have caused.’ Thus was: Lady Macbeth 
served by her conscience; when'she sought to give: her 
son and) not her husband (whatever) Shakespeare may 
say) a throne. Ah, maternal love is:a) great virtuej-a 
powerful motive—so powerful that it excuses‘a multitude 
of things, even if, after Duncan’s death, Lady Macbeth 
had: been at all pricked by her conscience.” 

Madame de Villefort listened with avidity to these 
appalling maxims and: horrible paradoxes, delivered: by 
the count with that ironical simplicity which was: pecul- 
iar to him. 2 

» After a moment’s silence, the lady inquired, 

“ Do you know,’ she said, “‘ M: Je Comte; that you 
are avery terrible reasoner, and that:you look atthe 
world through a:somewhat distempered medium !!' Have 
you really measured the world by scrutinies, or through 
alembics and crucibles? For, truth to say, you are 
a great) chemist, and) the \elixir you administered | ‘to 
my son, which) recalled; him. to life almost» mstan- 
taneously: if 

“Oh, do not place any reliance-on that, madame : 
one| drop) of that elixir sufficed; to recall life to a dying 
child, but three drops would have impelled the blood 
into his lungs in such,a way as to have produced most 
violent ‘palpitations; six: would have suspended. his 
respiration, and’ caused syncope more serious than that 
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in which he was; ten would have destroyed him. You 
know, madame; how suddenly I snatched him from those 
phials which he so imprudently touched ?”’ 

“Ts it, then, so terrible a poison ?” 

“Oh no! In the first place, let us agree that the 
word poison does not exist, because in-medicine use is 
made of the most violent poisons, which become, accord- 
ing as they are made use of, most salutary remedies.” 

“What, then, is it ?.”’ 

“A skilful preparation of my friend’s, the pei 
Abbé Adelmonte, who taught me the use of it. ie 

{t Oh,’? observed Madame de Villefort, ‘‘it must be 
an admirable antispasmodic.” 

‘Perfect, madame, as you have seen,’ replied the 
count; “and I frequently make use of it—with all pos- 
sible: prudence though, be it observed,” he added, with 
a smile of intelligence. 

‘“Most assuredly,” responded Madame de Villefort, 
in the same tone. ““ As for me, so nervous; and so sub- 
ject to fainting-fits, I should require a Dr. Adelmonte 
to invent for me some means of breathing freely, and 
tranquillizing my mind, in the fear I have of dying some 
fine day of suffocation. _In the meanwhile, as the thing 
is difficult to find in France, and your abbé is not prob- | 
ably disposed to make a journey to Paris\on my ac- 
count, I must continue to use the antispasmodics of M. 
Planché ; and mint and Hoffmann’s drops are among my | 
favourite remedies. Here are some lozenges) which I 
have made up on purpose; they are compounded doubly | 
strong.” 

Monte-Cristo opened the tortoise-shell box which the: 
lady presented to him, and imbibed ‘the odour of the: 
pastilles with the air of an amateur who thoroughly 
appreciated their composition. 

“They are’ indeed exquisite,” he said ; “‘ but as they 
are necessarily submitted to the process of deglutition— 
a function which it is frequently impossible for'a fainting f 
person to accomplish—T prefer my own specific.” 

“Undoubtedly; and so should I prefer it, after the: 
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effects I have seen produced ;» but, of course, it is a 
secret, and I am not so indiscreet as to ask it of 
you.” | 

“But I,’ said Monte-Cristo, rising as he spoke, “I 
am gallant enough to offer it you.” 

“ Oh, sir !” 

‘““Only remember one thing—a small dose is a remedy, 
a large one is poison. One drop will restore life, as you 
have witnessed ; five or six will inevitably kill, and in 
a way the more terrible inasmuch as, poured into a 
glass of wine, it would not in the slightest degree affect 
its flavour. But I say no more, madame; it is really 
as if I were advising you.” | 

The clock struck half-past six, and a lady was an- 
nounced, a friend of Madame de Villefort, who came to 
dine with her. 

“Tf I had had the honour of seeing you for the third or 
fourth time, M. le Comte, instead of only for the second,”’ 
said Madame de Villefort—“ if I had had the honour of 
being your friend, instead of only having the happiness 
of lying under an obligation to you, I should insist on 
detaining you to dinner, and not allow myself to be 
daunted by a first refusal.” 

“(A thousand thanks, madame,” replied Monte-Cristo, 
“but I have an engagement which I cannot break. 1 
have promised to escort to the Académie a Greek princess 
of my acquaintance who has never seen your grand 
opera, and who relies on me to conduct her thither.” 

‘Adieu, then, sir; and do not forget my recipe.” 

“Ah, in truth, madame, to do that, I must forget 
the hour’s conversation I have had with you, which is 
indeed impossible.’’. 

' Monte-Cristo bowed, and left the house. 

Madame de Villefort remained immersed in thought. 

‘He is a very strange man,” she said, “and in my 
opinion is himself the Adelmonte he talks about.” 

“As to Monte-Cristo, the result had surpassed his utmost 
expectations. 

“ Good,” said he, as he went away; this is a fruitful 


36 THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO. 


soil, and I feel certain that the seed sown will not be cast 
on barren ground.” 

Next morning, faithful to hist aperes she cent the pre: 
scription requested. 


CHAPTER!) LI. 
TOLER ER L Ee DIABLE.? 


THE pretext of an opera engagement was SO skh the 
more. feasible as, there chanced) to) be:on that very night 
a more than ordinary attraction:at the Académie Royale. 
Levasseur, who had been suffering under severe illness, 
made his reappearance inthe character of Bertram, and, 
as usual, the announcement of the'most! admired produc- 
tion of the favourite composer of the day had attracted 
an | audience, consisting».of) the very dite: of: Parisian 
fashion.» Morcerf, like, most. other: young’ men: of ‘rank 
and fortune, had, his orchestral) stall, with the certainty 
of always finding a seat in at least'a dozen ofthe prin- 
cipal. boxes) occupied: by) persons of) his: acquaintance 5 
he had, moreover, his right of entry into: the omnibus 
box. Chateau-Renaud rented \a-stall beside his own, 
while Beauchamp, in ‘his editorial nee had whlim- 
ited range all over the theatre. 

It happened that on that particular night the orininsoais Ss 
box was placed at the disposal of Lucien Debray, ‘who 
offered it) to the| Count: de Morcerf, who: again, upon his 
mother’s rejection of it, sent it to Danglars, with an inti- 
mation that he should, probably do himself the honour 
of joining the baroness and her daughter during the 
evening, in the event of their accepting»the box in 
question. The ladies received the offer with too much 
pleasure, to dream of a refusal: + To ‘no class’ of :per- 
sons is the presentation of a gratuitous opera-box more 
acceptable, than the wealthy millionaire, who still hugs 
economy while boasting of carrying a king’ s\ Tansom in 
his waistcoat-pocket. 


Danglars had, however, protested against showing him- 
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selfcim a ‘ministerial “box;declaring’ that ‘his’ political 
principles,vas well as ibeing a) member of ‘the opposi- 
ion party;: would not permit him! so to°commit himself. 
The baroness had, therefore, dispatched a note:to Lucien 
Debray, bidding ‘him call for them, it being ‘wholly im- 
possible for her to go alone with her daughter ‘to the 
opera. There is no gainsaying the plain fact’ that a 
‘very \unfavourable: construction would ‘have* been’ put 
upon the circumstance! of two’ females going together 
toea public»place, while the addition of a third) in the 
person of her mother’s admitted lover; ‘enabled’ Made- 
moiselle Danglars''to defy malice and ill-nature while 
visiting so celebrateda ‘place'‘of amusement.’ Thus, 
then, we perceivethat fora mother, however innocent 
and pure-minded, to conduct her! child ‘alone ‘to ‘operas 
or spectacles, would be’ deemed'.a breach of decorum ; 
but to goothither under the guidance of one who,'if not 
actually: her seducer, might ino time’ become so; made 
all right; and ‘set: the world ‘at’ defiance.’ ‘Let others 
reconcile these strange! inconsistencies if' they will; we 

confess it above our powers!!! 16 
_Dhe ‘curtain-rose, as usual; to an almost empty house, 
it being one of the absurdities of’ Parisian’ fashion never 
to appear at the opera until after the commencement of 
the performances, so that the first act is.generally played 
without the slightest attention ‘being paid to it, that part 
of the audience already assembled being too much occu- 
pied in observing the fresh arrivals,-and noting each 
batch of &égantes as they take possession of their boxes, 
to have eyes'or ears for the business of the stage ;* while 
the noise of opening and shutting doors, with the mingled 
buzzof many conversations, effectually prevents even 
those few who would listen’ to the orchestra from being 
able to do so. 

i Surely,” said Albert, as the door'of a box on the 
first circle opened, and a lady entered, resplendent with 
beauty and’ jewels, “‘ that must’ be the’Countess G——” 

‘And who may she be, pray??? inquired Chiteau- 

Renaud carelessly. 
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““What a question! Now, do you know, baron, I 
have a great mind to pick a quarrel with you for asking 
it; as if all the world did not know who the Countess 
G was !”’ 

“Ah, to be sure!’ replied Chateau-Renaud ; “I re- 
member now—your lovely Venetian, is it not ?” 

‘“ Herself !”? 

At this moment the countess perceived Albert, and 
returned his salutation with a graceful smile. 

“You are acquainted with her, it seems ?”’ said. 
Chateau- Renaud. 

““ Franz introduced me to her at Rome,” replied Albert. 

‘Well, then, will you do as much for me in Paris as: 
he did for you in the ‘ Queen of Cities’ ?”’ 

‘“ With much pleasure.”’ 

“Silence! ’? exclaimed the audience. 

This manifestation on the part of the spectators of 
their wish to. be allowed to enjoy the rich music then 
issuing from the stage and orchestra produced not the 
slightest effect on the two young men, who continued 
talking as though they had not even heard it: 

“The countess was present at the races in the Champ- 
de-Mars,”’ said Chateau-Renaud. 

“ To-day ?,” 

(a9 Yes.’? 

“ Bless me! I quite forgot the races. Did you bet ?’ 

“ Oh, ‘merely a paltry fifty louis.” 

“ And who was the winner ?”’ 

“Nautilus. I, betted on him,” 

“ But there were three races, were there not ? ”’ 

“Yes; there was the prize given by the Jockey Clul) 
—a gold cup, you. know—and a very singular circum) 
stance occurred about that race.” 

“What was it ?”’ 

“ Silence !,” again vociferateds the music-loving par? 
of the audience. 

‘Why, that it was gained by a horse and rider utterly 
unknown on the course.” : 

“Ts that possible ? ” 
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‘“True as day....The fact was, nobody had observed 
a horse, entered) by the name-of Vampa, or’ that. of.a 
jockey styled Job, when. atthe last. moment a splendid 
roan, mounted by a jockey about as big as. your fist, 
presented themselves at the starting-post.. They were 
obliged to stuff at least twenty. pounds weight of shot 
in the small rider’s pockets: to-make him weight; but 
with all that he outstripped Ariel and.Barbaro, against 
which he ran, by at least three whole lengths.” 

“And was it not found out. at last to whom the horse 
and jockey belonged ?” 
mn ce No.’ 

“ You say that the horse was entered under the name 
of Vampa ?.”’ 

“ Exactly ; that was the title.” 

_ Then,” answered Albert, “I am better informed 
than you are, and know who the owner of that horse 

Was.” 
» “Silence there !.”’.cried, the whole, collective force, of 
the parterre (or pit). . And. this time the tone and manner 
in which the command was given, betokened such grow- 
ing hostility that the two young men perceived, for the 
first time, that the mandate was addressed to, them. 
Leisurely turning round, they. calmly scrutinized the 
various countenances. around them, as though demand- 
ing some one person, who would take upon himself the 
responsibility of what they deemed. excessive imperti- 
nence;, but as noone, responded, to the challenge, the 
friends turned again to the front of the theatre, and 
affected to busy themselves with the stage. 

At this moment.the door of the minister’s box opened, 
and Madame Danglars, accompanied, by, her daughter, 
entered, escorted. by Lucien Debray, .who assiduously 
conducted them to their seats. 

“Ha, ha!’ said Chateau-Renaud, “here come some 
friends of, yours, viscount... What are you looking at 
there ? Don’t you. see. they are trying to catch. your 
eye? |; 

Sart turned round, just in time to receive a gracious 
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wave of the fan from Madame la Baronne: As for Made- 
moiselle Eugénie; she scarcely vouchsafed to waste the 
elances of her large black eyes even upon the business 
of the stage. 

‘T tell’ you what, my dear ‘fellow;” said Chateau- 
Renaud, ‘‘I cannot imagine what objection you can 
possibly have to Mademoiselle Danglars—that is, set- 
ting aside her want of ancestry’ and somewhat inferior 
rank, which, by' the ‘way, I don’t think you care very 
much about. ‘Now, barring ‘all that, I mean to say she 
is a deuced fine girl!” 

“Handsome, certainly,” replied Albert, ‘ but not to 
my taste, which, I corifess, inclines ‘to a’ softer, gentler, 
and more feminine style than that possessed: by the 
young lady in question.” 

‘Bless my heart!” exclaimed Chateau-Renaud, who, 
because he had seen his thirtieth summer, fancied him- 
self duly warranted in assuming a sort of paternal air’ 
with’ his ‘more youthful friend, ““ you young people are: 
never satisfied. Why, what would you have more ?' 
Your parents’ have chosen you a bride who might serve: 
as the living model of the ‘ Hunting Diana,’ and yeti 
you are not content.” 

“No, for that very resemblance afirights me. I 'should! 
have liked something more in the manner of the Venus of 
Milo or Capua ; but this chase-loving’ Diana, continually) 
surrounded by her nymphs, gives mé a sort of alarm, lesti 
she should some day entail on me the fate of Actaon.” 

And indeed it ‘required but one glance of Mademoiselle, 
Danglars to comprehend the nature as well as justness 
of Morcerf’s remark.’ She was certainly handsome, but 
her beauty was of too marked ‘and decided a char- 
acter to please’a fastidious taste: her hair was raven 
black, but amid its natural-waves might be seen a species 
of rebellion to the hand that sought to band and braic 
it; her eyes, of the same colour as her hair, were richly 
fringed and surmounted by well-arched brows, whosé 
great defect, however, consisted in an almost habitua! 
frown; while her whole physiognomy wore that expres} 
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sion of firmness and decision so little in accordance with 
the gentler attributes of her sex; her nose was precisely 
what a statuary would have chosen for a chiselled Juno; 
her mouth, which might have been found fault with as 
too large, displayed teeth of pearly whiteness, rendered 
stil more conspicuous by the over-redness of her lips, 
beside which her naturally pale complexion seemed even 
more colourless. But that which completed the almost 
masculine look Morcerf found so little to his taste was 
a dark mole, of much larger: dimensions than “these 
freaks of nature generally are, placed just at the corner 
of her mouth; and the effect tended to increase the 
expression of unbending resolution and: self-dependence 
that formed the characteristics of her countenance. The 
rest of Mademoiselle _Eugénie’s person was. in: perfect 
keeping with the head just described; she, indeed, re- 
minded you of the “ Hunting Diana,” as:\Chateau- Renaud 
observed, but with a more haughty and resolute air than 
statuaries have bestowed on the ‘chaste goddess of 
the silver bow.” | As regarded her attainments, the only 
fault to be found with them was the same a fastidious 
connoisseur might have found with her beauty—that 
they were somewhat too erudite and masculine for so 
young a person. She was a perfect linguist, a first- 
rate artist, wrote poetry, and composed music. To ‘the 
study of the latter she professed to be entirely devoted, 
pursuing it with indefatigable perseverance, assisted 
by a schoolfellow who, having been educated with the 
view of turning her talents to account, was now busily 
engaged in improving her vocal powers, in order to take 
(what she was assured by her friends she would infallibly 
attain) a leading position at the Academy of Music. — It 
was rumoured that she was an object of almost paternal 
interest to one of the principal composers of the day, who 
urged her to spare no pains in the cultivation of her 
voice, which might hereafter prove a source of wealth 
and independence. But this counsel effectually. decided 
Mademoiselle Danglars never to commit herself by being 
seen in public with one destined fora theatrical lie ; 
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and, acting upon this principle, the banker’s daughter, 
though perfectly willing to allow Mademoiselle Louise 
d’Armilly (for so was the future debutante named) to 
practise with her through the day, took especial care 
not to compromise herself by being seen in her com- 
pany. Still, though not actually received at the Hétel 
Danglars in the light of an acknowledged friend, Louise 
was treated with far more kindness and consideration 
than is usually bestowed on that most unfortunate class 
of deserving females styled governesses. 

The curtain fell almost immediately after the entrance 
of Madame Danglars into her box, the band quitted the 
orchestra for the accustomed half-hour’s interval allowed 
between the acts, and the audinece were left at liberty 
to promenade the salon or lobbies, or to pay and receive 
visits in their respective boxes. Morcerf and Chateau- 
Renaud were amongst the first to avail themselves of 
this permission. For an instant the idea struck Madame 
Danglars that this eagerness on the part of the young 
viscount arose: from his impatience ‘to join her party, 
and she whispered her expectation to her daughter that 
Albert was hurrying to pay his respects to them. Made- 
moiselle Eugénie, however, merely returned a dissenting 
movement of the head, while, with a cold smile, she 
directed the attention of her mother to an opposite box 
situated on the first circle, in which sat the Countess 
G , and where: Morcerf had just made his appear- 
ance. 

“So we meet again, my travelling friend, do we ?” 
cried the countess, extending her hand to him with all 
the warmth and cordiality of an old acquaintance. “It 
was really very good of you'to recognize me so quickly, 
and still more so to bestow your first visit on me,” 

“Be assured,’” replied Albert, “that if I had been 
aware of your arrival in Paris, and had known your 


address, I should have paid my respects to you long | 


ere this. Allow me to introduce my friend, Baron de 


° 


Chateau- Renaud, one of the rare specimens of real gentle- - 


men now to be found in France, and from whom | have 
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just learned that you were a spectator of the races in 
the Champ-de-Mars yesterday.” 

Chateau-Renaud bowed to the countess. 

“ Were you at the races, then, M. le Baron ?” inquired 
the countess eagerly. ; 

““T was.” 

“ Well, then,’’ pursued Madame G with consider- 
able animation, “‘ you can probably tell me to whom 
belonged the winner of the Jockey Club stakes ?” 

“T am sorry to say I cannot,” replied ‘the baron ; 
“and I was just asking the same question of my friend 
Albert.”® . 

“ Are you very anxious to know, Madame Ja Com- 
tesse ?”’ asked Albert. 

“To know what ?”’ 

“ The name of the owner of the winning horse ?” 

“Excessively. Only imagine—— But do tell me, 
M. le Vicomte, whether you really are acquainted with 
it or not ?” 

“T beg your pardon, madame, but you 'were about 
to relate some story, were you not?) You said, ‘Only 
imagine,’ and then paused. Pray continue.” 

“Well, then, listen! You must know I felt’so ‘in- 
terested in the splendid roan horse, ‘with his elegant 
little rider so tastefully dressed ina pink satin jacket 
and cap, that I could not help praying for their success 
with as much earnestness as though ‘the half of my 
fortune were at stake; and'when I saw them outstrip 
all the others, and come to the winning-post in such 
gallant style, I actually clapped my hands with joy. 
Imagine my surprise when, upon returning home, the 
first object I met ‘on the staircase was the identical 
jockey in the pink jacket! I »concluded that, by some 
singular chance, the owner of the winning horse must live 
in the same hotel as myself; but, lo! as’ I entered my 
apartments I beheld the very gold cup awarded as a 
prize to the unknown horse and rider. Inside the cup 
was a'small piece of paper, on which were written these 
words: ‘From Lord Ruthven to Countess G——’ ”’ 
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“ Precisely ; I was sure of it,’’ said Morcerf. 

“ Sure of what ?” 

“That the owner of the horse was Lord Ruthven 
himself.” 

“What Lord Ruthven do you mean ?.”’ 

‘Why, our Lord Ruthven—the vampire of the Salle 
Argentino !” 

‘“ Mercy upon me!’ exclaimed the countess ; “‘is he 
here. too? 2 

‘To be sure. Why not?” 

‘And you visit him—meet him at your own house 
and elsewhere ? ” 

‘“T assure you he is my most intimate friend, and M. 
de Chateau-Renaud has also the honour of his acquaint- 
ances; 

“ But what makes you so convinced of his being the 
winner of the Jockey Club prize ?”’ 

“Was not the winning horse entered by the name of 
Vampa ?” 

‘“ What of that ?.”’ 

‘“Why, do you not recollect it was the appellation of 
the celebrated bandit by whom I was made prisoner ?”’ 

“ Eruez? 

“And from whose hands the count extricated me in 
so wonderful a manner ?”’ 

‘To be sure; I remember it all now.” 

“Now I argue, from the circumstance of the horse 
and bandit bearing the same singular name, that the 
count was, the person to whom the unknown. horse 
belonged.” 

“But what could have been his motive for sending: 
the cup to me ?”’ 

“In the first place, because I had spoken much of 
you to him, as you may believe; and in the second, 
because he delighted to see a countrywoman take so 
lively an interest in his success.” 

‘I trust and hope you never repeated to the count 
all the foolish remarks we used to make about him ?”’ 

“ T should not like to affirm upon oath that I have 
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not. Besides, his presenting you the cup under the 
name of Lord Ruthven proves his knowledge of the 
comparison instituted between himself and that: indi- 
vidual.” 

“Oh, but that is dreadful! Why, the man must owe 
me a fearful grudge for so doing.” 

“ Does his offering you the fruits of his victory seem 
like the conduct of one who felt ill-will towards you ?”’ 

“No, certainly not !”’ 

“ Well, then——’”’ 

“ And so this singular being is in Paris ?”’ 

Pitie isk: 

‘“ And what effect does he produce ?” 

“ Why,”’ said Albert, “‘ certainly, during the first week 
of his arrival here, he was the great lion of the day ; 
nothing else was thought of or talked about but the 
wonderful Count of Monte-Cristo and his extraordinary 
actions. Then the coronation of the Queen of England 
took place, followed almost immediately afterwards by 
the robbery of Mademoiselle Mars’s diamonds; and two 
such interesting events turned public attention into other 
channels,” 

“ My good fellow,” said Chateau-Renaud, “ the count 
happens to be so great a favourite of yours that you 
treat him as carefully and delicately as though he were 
your best and most intimate friend. Do not believe 
what Albert is telling you, Madame la Comtesse; so far 
from the sensation excited in the Parisian circles by the 
appearance of the Count of Monte-Cristo having abated, 
I take upon myself to declare that it is as strong as 
ever. His first astounding act upon coming amongst 
us was to present a pair of horses worth 32,000 francs 
to Madame Danglars; his second, the almost miraculous 
preservation of Madame de Villefort’s life ; now it seems 
that he has carried off the prize awarded by the Jockey 
Club! I therefore assert and maintain, in spite of 
whatever Morcerf may advance, that- not only is the 
count the object of universal remark, interest, and curi- 
osity at this present moment, but. also that he will 
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continue to be so while he pleases to exhibit an eccen- 
tricity, of conduct and action which, after all, may be his 
ordinary mode of amusing himself as well as the world.” 

“Perhaps you are right,’ said Morcerf; “ but just 
cast your eyes towards the box formerly belonging to 
the Russian ambassador, and tell me, if you can, who is 
the present occupant of it 2” 

“ Which box do you mean?” 

“The one between the pillars on:the first tier. It 
seems to have been fitted up entirely afresh.” 

‘Did you observe any one during the first act 2’ 

* Where,2# 

“In that box.” 

“No,” replied the countess; “it was certainly empty 
during the first act.’ Then, resuming the'subject of their 
previous conversation, she said, ““And so you really 
believe it was your mysterious Count of Monte-Cristo 
that gained the prize ? ” 

“Tam sure of it.” 

‘‘ And who afterwards sent the golden cup to me?” 

“ Undoubtedly !” 

“Then, do you know,” said the countess, “I have a 
strong inclination to return it. I cannot understand 
receiving such presents from a person wholly unknown 
to one.” 

“Do no such thing, I beg of you ; it would only pro- 
duce a second goblet, formed of a magnificent sapphire, 
or hollowed out of a gigantic ruby. It is his manner 
of acting, and you must take him as you find bim.” 

At this moment the bell rang to announce the draw- 
ing up of the curtain for the second act. Albert rose to 
return to his place. 

‘ Shall I see you again ?”’ asked the countess. 

‘If you will permit me to make a second visit be- 
tween the next pause in the opera, I will do myself the 
honour of coming to inquire whether there is anything 
in which I can be useful to you in Paris.” 

‘Pray take notice,” said the countess, ‘that my 
present residence is 22 Rue de Rivoli, and that I am at 
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home to my friends every Saturday evening: So now 
you gentlemen cannot plead ignorance both of when 
and where you may see me, if so inclined.” 

The young men bowed and quitted the box. Upon 
reaching their stalls they found the whole of the audience 
in the parterre standing up and directing their gaze to- 
wards the box formerly possessed by the ambassador of 
Russia. Following the universal example, the friends 
perceived that an individual of from thirty-five to forty 
yeats of age, dressed in deep black, had just entered, 
accompanied by a female dressed after the Eastern 
style. The lady was young and surpassingly beautiful, 
while the rich magnificence of-her attire drew all eyes 
upon her. 

‘“ By heavens !”’ said Albert, “it is Monte-Cristo him- 
self with his fair Greek.” 

The strangers were indeed ‘no other than the count 
and Haydée. The sensation excited by the beauty and 
dazzling appearance of the latter soon communicated 
itself to every part of the theatre, and even ladies leaned 
forward from the boxes to admire the many-coloured 
coruscations that darted their sparkling beams whenever 
the superb diamonds worn by the young Greek played 
and glittered among the cut-glass lustres with. their 
waxen lights. 

The second act passed away during one continued buzz 
of voices, one deep whisper, intimating that some great 
and universally interesting event had occurred : all eyes, 
all thoughts were occupied with the young and beauti- 
ful female, whose gorgeous apparel and splendid jewels 
threw an air of insignificance upon all the fair visitants 
of the theatre; the’ business of the stage was utterly 
neglected—all seemed to consider the contemplation of 
so much loveliness far more deserving attention. 

Upon this occasion an unmistakable sign from Madame 
Danglars intimated her desire to see Albert in her box 
directly the curtain fell on the second act, and neither 
the politeness nor good taste of Morcerf would permit his 
neglecting an invitation so unequivocally given. At the 
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close of the act he therefore proceeded to the baroness’s 
box. Having bowed to the two ladies, he extended his 
hand to Debray. | By the baroness he was most graciously 
welcomed, while Eugénie received him with her accus- 
tomed coldness. 

“My dear fellow,’ said Debray, ‘“‘ you have. just 
come in the very nick of time to help a fellow-creature 
regularly beaten and at a standstill. There is madame 
overwhelming me with questions respecting the count; 
she insists upon it that I can tell her his birth, educa- 
tion, and parentage, where he came from, and whither 
he is going. Being no disciple of Cagliostro, I was 
wholly unable to do this; so, by way of getting out of 
the scrape, I said, ‘ Ask Morcerf; he has got the whole 
history of his beloved Monte-Cristo at his fingers’ ends ; ’ 
whereupon the baroness made you a sign to come hither, 
and now I leave the solution of her questions in your 
hands.” 

“Is it not almost incredible,’ said Madame Danglars, 
“that a person having at least half a million of secret- 
service money at his command should possess so little 
information upon so everyday a matter as the present ?”’ 

“Let me assure you, madame,” said Lucien, “ that 
had I really the sum you mention at my disposal, I | 
would employ it more profitably than in troubling my- | 
self to obtain particulars respecting the Count of Monte- 
Cristo, whose only merit in my eyes consists in his being 
twice as rich as a nabob. However, I have turned the 
business over to Morcerf, so pray settle it with him as 
may be most agreeable to you; for my own part, I care 
nothing about the count or his mysterious doings.” 

“Tam very sure no nabob of our time would have 
sent me a pair of horses worth 32,000 francs, wearing 
on sie heads four diamonds valued at 5,000 francs 
each.” 

‘He seems to have a mania for diamends,” said Mor- 
cerf, smiling ; “‘ and I verily believe that, like Potemkin, 
he keeps his pockets filled for the sake of strewing them 
along the road, as little Thumb did his flint-stones.” 
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“ Perhaps he has discovered some mine,”’ said Madame 
Danglars. “I suppose you know he has an order for 
unlimited credit on the baron’s banking establishment ? ” 

“T was not aware of it,’ replied Albert, “ but I can 
readily believe it.” 

“And, further, that he stated to M. Danglars his 
intention of only staying a year in Paris, during which 
time he proposed to spend six millions. He must be the 
Shah of Persia travelling incog.”’ 

“Have you remarked the extreme beauty of that 
young female by whom he is accompanied, M. Lucien ?” 
inquired Eugénie. 

“T really never met with one woman so ready to do 
justice to the charms of another as yourself. Let us 
see how far she merits your praises,’’ continued Lucien, 
raising his lorgnette to his eye. ‘‘ A most lovely creature, 
upon my soul!” cried he, after a long and searching 
scrutiny. 

“Who is this young person, M. Morcerf ?”’ inquired 
Eugénie ; “‘ does anybody know ?” 

“Allow me to state,’ said Albert, replying to this 
direct appeal, ‘that I can give you very tolerable in- 
formation on that subject, as well as on most points 
relative to the singular person of whom we are now 
conversing. The young female is a Greek.” 

“So I should presume by her dress. If, therefore, 
you know no more than that one self-evident fact, the 
whole of the spectators in the theatre are as well in- 
formed as yourself.” 

‘““T am extremely sorry you find:me so ignorant a 
cicerone,”’ replied Morcerf, ‘‘ but I am reluctantly obliged 
to confess | have nothing further tocommunicate. Yes, 
stay, I do know one thing more—namely, that she is a 
musician ; for one day that I chanced to be breakfasting 
with the count, I heard the sound of a guzla. . It is 
impossible it could have been touched by any finger 
than her own.” 

“Then your count entertains visitors, does he?” 
asked Madame Danglars. 

16% 2a 
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‘‘TIndeed he does, and ina most noble manner, I can 
assure you.” 

“‘T must try and persuade M. Danglars to invite him 
to a ball or dinner, or something of the sort, that he 
may be compelled to ask us in return.” 

““What!?? said Debray, laughing; ‘‘do you really 
mean you would go to his house ?”’ 

“Why not? My husband could accompany me.” 

“But do you know that this mysterious count is a 
bachelor ?”’ 

““You have ample proof to the contrary if you look 
opposite,” said the baroness, as she laughingly pointed 
to the beautiful Greek: 

“No, no!” exclaimed Debray; “‘ that female is not his 
wife. He told us himself she was his slave.—Do you not 
recollect, Morcerf, his telling us‘so at your breakfast'?”’ 

‘Well, tthen,’?:said the baroness, “if slave she be, 
she has all the air and manner of a princess.” 

“Of the ‘ Arabian Nights’ ?” 

“Tf you like; but tell me, my good Lucien, what is 
it that constitutes a princess—gold, silver, and jewels ? 
Our Greek beauty there is one blaze of diamonds; I 
doubt if any queen’s could equal them.” 

“To me she seems overloaded,’ observed Eugénie ; 
‘““she would look far better if she wore fewer, and we 
should then be able to see her finely-formed throat and 
wrists.” 

“See how the artist peeps out!’ exclaimed Madame 
Danglars. ‘“‘ My poor Eugénie, you must conceal ‘your 
passion for the fine arts.” 

“T admire all that is beautiful in art or nature,” 
returned the young lady. 

‘ What do you think of the count ?”’ inquired Debray ; 
; i is not much amiss, according to my ideas of good 
ooks.”’ 

‘The count ?”’ repeated Eugénie, as though it had 
not occurred to her to observe him sooner; “‘ the count ? 
Oh, he is so dreadfully pale! ” 

“IT quite agree with you,” said Morcerf; “and it is 
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im that very paleness that consists the secret we want 


to find out. The Countess G—— insists upon it he is 
@ vampire.” 
“Then the Countess G——— has returned to Paris, 


has she ?”’ inquired the baroness, 

“Is that she, mamma,” asked Eugénie, “almost oppo- 
site to us, with that profusion of beautiful light hair 2” 

““Yes, yes; there she is,” cried Madame Danglars.— 
“ Shall I tell you what you ought to do, Morcerf ? ” 

“Command me, madame; I am all attention.” 

“Well, then, you should go and bring your Count of 
Monte-Cristo to us.” 

“What for ?”’ asked Eugénie. 

“What for? Why, to converse with him, of course. 
If you have no curiosity to hear whether he expresses 
himself like other people, I can assure you I have. Have 
you really no desire to be introduced to this singular 
being ?” 

“ None whatever,” replied Eugénie. 

“Strange girl!” murmured the baroness. 

“He will very probably come of his’ own accord,” 
said Morcerf. “There! do you’ see, madame, he recog- 
nizes you, and bows.” 

The baroness returned the salute in the most smiling 
and graceful manner. 

»‘ Well,” said Morcerf, ‘I may as well be magnanimous 
and tear myself away to forward your wishes. Adieu! 
I will go and try if there are any means of speaking 
to him?’ 

“Go straight to his box; that will be the simplest 
plan.” 
>“ But I have never been presented.” 

|» Presented to whom ?”’ 

“To the beautiful Greek.” 

“You say she is only a slave’? ” 

» While you assert that she is a’ queen, or at least a 
princess. No, no, I cannot venture to enter his box ; 
but I hope that when he observes me leave you, he will 
come and take my place.” 
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‘We shall see. It is just probable; therefore go at 
once.” 

“ Adieu! I sacrifice myself, remember that,” said 
Albert, as he made his parting bow. 

As he had predicted, just as he was passing the count’s 
box the door opened, and Monte-Cristo| came forth. 
After giving some directions to Ali, who stood in the 
lobby, the count observed Albert, and, taking his arm, 
walked onwards with him. Carefully closing the box 
door, Ali placed: himself before it, while a crowd of 
wondering spectators assembled round the unconscious 
Nubian. 

‘Upon my word,” said Monte-Cristo, “Paris is a 
strange city, and the Parisians a very singular people. 
Do pray observe that cluster of persons collected round 
poor Ali, who is as much astonished as themselves. 
Really, one might suppose he was the only Nubian they 
had ever beheld. Now I will pledge myself that a French- 
man might show himself in public, either in Tunis, Con- 
stantinople, Bagdad, or Cairo; without drawing a circle 
of gazers around him.” 

“ That shows that the Eastern nations have too much 
good sense to waste their time and attention on objects 
undeserving of either. However, as far as Ali is con- 
cerned, I can assure you, the interest he excites is merely 
from the circumstance of his being your attendant—you 
who are at this moment the most celebrated and fashion- 
able person in Paris.’’ 

“ Really! and what has procured me so flattering a 
distinction ?” 

“What! Why, yourself, to be sure! You give 
away horses worth a thousand guineas; you save the 
lives of ladies of high rank and beauty; you send 
thoroughbred racers to contest the prize of the Jockey 
Club, the horses being’ rode by tiny urchins not. larger 
than marmots; then, when you have carried off the 
golden trophy of victory, instead of setting any value 
on it, you give it to the first handsome woman you 
think of!” 
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‘And who has filled your head with all this nonsense ?” 

“Why, in the first place, I heard it from Madame 
Danglars, who, by-the-bye, is dying to’ see you in her 
box, or to have you seen there by others ; secondly, 
I learned it from Beauchamp’s journal ; and thirdly, 
from my own imagination. Why, if you sought con- 
cealment, did you call your horse Vampa ? ” 

‘That was an oversight, certainly,” replied the count. 
“ But tell me, does the Count de Morcerf never visit the 
opera ? I have been looking for him, but without success.”’ 

“He will be here to-night.” 

“In what part of the house ?”’ 

“In the baroness’s box; I believe.” 

“Ts the charming young female with her her daughter?” 

s¢ VYestt 

“Indeed! Then I congratulate you.” 

Morcerf smiled. “ We will discuss that subject. at 
length some future time,” said he. “ But what think 
you of the music ?.” 

“What music ? ”’ 

“ That which you have just heard.” 

“Oh, it is admirable as the production of a human 
composer, sung by. a party of bipeds without feathers, 
as Diogenes styled mankind.”’ 

“Why, my dear count, would you have me under- 
stand that you undervalue our terrestrial harmony, 
because you can at pleasure enjoy the seraphic strains 
that proceed from the seven choirs of paradise ?” 

“You are right, in some degree ; but when I wish 
to listen to sounds so exquisitely attuned to melody as 
mortal ear never yet listened to, I go to sleep.” 

“Then why not indulge yourself at once ? Sleep, by 
all means, if such be your means of procuring the con- 
cord of celestial sounds. Pray do not hesitate; you 
will find every incentive to slumber, and for what else 
but to send people asleep was the opera invented ?”’ — 

‘‘ No, thank you. Your orchestra is rather too noisy 
to admit the soft wooing of the drowsy god. To sleep 
after the manner I have mentioned, and to produce the 
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desired effects, absolute calm and silence are necessary ; 
a certain preparation must also be called in aid.” 

‘“T know—the famous hashish !”’ 

“ Precisely... Now you know my secret, let me recom- 
mend you, my dear viscount, to come and sup with me 
whenever you wish to be regaled with music really worth 
listening to.” 

“JT have already enjoyed that treat when break- 
fasting with you,” said Morceri. 

“Do you mean at Rome ?”’ 

nals, 

‘Ah, then, I suppose you heard Haydée’s guzla. 
The poor exile frequently beguiles a weary hour in play- 
ing over to me the airs of her native land.’ 

Morcerf did not pursue the subject, and Monte-Cristo 
himself fell into a silent reverie. 

The bell rang at this moment for the rising of the 
curtain. 

“You will excuse my leaving you,’ said the count, 
turning in the direction of his box. 

‘“ What! are you going ?”’ 

“Pray say everything thats kind: to Countess G—— . 
on the part of her friend the vampire.” 

“ And what message shall I convey to the baroness ?”’ 

“ That, with her permission, I propose doing: myself 
the honour of paying my respects in the course of the 
evening.” 

The third act. had now commenced; and during ‘its 
progress, the Count de Morcerf, according to promise, 
made, his appearance in the box of Madame Danglars. 

The Count de Morcerf was not one of those persons 
whose aspect would create either interest or curiosity 
in a place of public amusement. His presence, there- 
fore, was wholly unnoticed, save by the occupants of 
the box in which he had just seated himself. ; 

The quick eye of Monte-Cristo, however, marked his 
coming, and a slight though meaning smile passed over 
his lips as he did so, 

Haydée, whose soul.seemed centred in the business of 
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the stage, like all) unsophisticated natures, delighted in 
whatever addressed: itself to the eye or ear 
. The third act. passed) off as usual.  Mesdemoiselles 
Noblet, Julie, and. Leroux: executed the customa 
quantity of pirouettes; Robert duly challenged the 
Prince of Grenada ; and the royal: parent: of the Princess 
Isabella, taking his daughter by the hand, swept round 
the stage with majestic strides, the better to display 
the rich folds of his velvet: robe and mantle. After 
which the curtain again fell, and the spectators poured 
forth from, the theatre into the lobbies and salon. The 
count also, quitting his box, proceeded at once to that of 
Madame Danglars, who: could scarcely restrain a cry of 
mingled pleasure and surprise. 

“Welcome, M. le Comte!’ exclaimed’ she, as ‘he 
entered. “I have been most anxious to! see you, that 
I might repeat verbally those thanks writing ean so 
il express.” 

“Surely so trifling a circumstance cannot deserve a 
place in your remembrance. . Believe me, madame, |! 
had entirely forgotten it !’” 

“ But it is not so easy to forget, M. le Comte, that the 
very day following the one in which you: kindly pre- 
vented my disappoimtment respecting the horses, you 
saved the life of my dear friend, Madame de Villefort, 
which I had placed in danger by lending her the very 
animals your generosity gave to me.” : 

“This time, at least, I cannot accept of your flattering 
acknowledgments. In the latter affair you owe me 
nothing. Ali, my Nubian slave, was the fortunate in- 
dividual who enjoyed the privilege of rendering to your 
friend the trifling assistance you allude to.” 

“Was it Ali,’ asked the Count de) Morcerf; ‘* who 
rescued my son from the hands of bandits ?”’ 
~ “No, M. le Comte,’ replied. Monte-Cristo, pressing 
with friendly warmth the hand held out to him by the 
general, ‘(In this instance I. may fairly and freely 
accept your thanks; but you have already tendered 
them, and fully discharged your debt—if, indeed, there 
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existed one—and I feel almost mortified to find you 
still revert to the trifling aid I was able to render 
your son.—May I beg of you, Madame la Baronne, 
to honour me with an introduction to your charming 
daughter?” 

‘“Oh, you are no stranger, at least not by name,” 
replied Madame Danglars, “and the last two or three 
days we have really talked of nothing else but yourself.— 
Eugénie,’”’ continued the baroness, turning towards her 
daughter, ‘“ M. le Comte de Monte-Cristo.” 

The count bowed, while Mademoiselle Danglars. re- 
turned a slight inclination of the head. 

“You have a charming young person with you to- 
night, M. le Comte,’”’ said Eugénie. ‘‘ Your daughter, 
I presume ?”’ 

‘No indeed!” said Monte-Cristo, astonished at the 


coolness and freedom of the question. ‘The female 
you allude to is a poor unfortunate Greek left under 
my care.” 


‘And what is her name ?.”’ 

“ Haydée,” replied Monte-Cristo. 

“A Greek!” murmured the Count de Morcerf. 

“Yes indeed, count,” said Madame Danglars; “‘ and 
tell me, did you ever see at the court of Ali Tebelin, 
whom you so gloriously and valiantly served, a2 more 
exquisite beauty or richer costume than is displayed in 
the fair Greek before us:?”’ 

“Did I hear rightly, M. le Comte,” said Monte-Cristo, 
“that you served at Janina ?” 

“Iwas inspector-general of the pasha’s troops,” 
replied Morcerf; “and I seek not to conceal that I owe 
my fortune, such as it is, to the liberality of the illustri- 
ous Albanese chief,” . 

‘“ But look—pray look!” exclaimed Madame Daneglars. 

“ Where ?”” stammered out Morcerf. 

“ There, there!’ said Monte-Cristo, as, wrapping his 
arms around the count, he leaned with him over the 
front of the box, just as Haydée, whose eyes were occu- 
pied in examining the theatre in search of the count, 
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perceived his pale marble features close to the coun- 
tenance of Morcerf, whom he was holding in his arms. 

This sight produced on the astonished girl an effect 
similar to that of the fabulous head of Medusa. She 
bent forward as though to assure herself of the reality 
of what she beheld, then, uttering a faint cry, threw 
herself back in her seat. The sound that burst from 
the agitated Greek quickly reached the ear of the watch- 
ful Ali, who instantly opened the box-door to ascertain 
the cause. 

“Bless me!” exclaimed Eugénie, “ what has hap- 
pened to your ward, M. le Comte ? She seems taken 
suddenly ill.” 

“Very probably,’ answered the count. ‘ But do 
not be alarmed on her account. Haydée’s nervous 
system is delicately organized, and she is peculiarly 
susceptible of the odours even of flowers—nay, there 
are some which cause her to faint if brought into her 
presence. However,’ continued Monte-Cristo, drawing 
a small phial from his pocket, “I have an infallible 
remedy for such attacks.” 

So saying, he bowed to the baroness and her daughter, 
exchanged a parting shake of the hand with Debray 
and the count, and quitted for the box. 

‘Upon his return to Haydée, he found her extremely 
pale and much agitated. Directly she saw him she 
seized his hand, while the icy coldness of her own made 
Monte-Cristo start. 

“ With whom was my lord conversing a few minutes 
since ?”’ asked she, in a trembling voice. 

“ With the Count de Morcerf,’ answered Monte- 
Cristo. ‘‘ He tells me he served your illustrious father, 
and that he owes his fortune to him.” 

‘Base, cowardly traitor that he is!’ exclaimed 
Haydée, her eyes flashing with rage; ‘he it was who 
sold my beloved parent to the Turks, and the fortune 
he boasts of was the price of his treachery! Knowest 
thou not that, my dear lord?” 

“Something of this I heard in Epirus,” said Monte- 
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Cristo; ‘but the particulars are still unknown to me. 
You shall relate them to me, my child. They are, no 
doubt, both curious and interesting.’ 

“Yes, yes! but let us go hence, I beseech you. I 
feel as though it: would kill,me to remain longer near 
that dreadful man.”’ ; 

So ‘saying, Haydée arose, and wrapping herself in 
her burnoose of white cashmere embroidered with 
pearls and coral, she hastily quitted the box at the 
moment when the curtain was rising upon the fourth 
act. | 
“Do you observe,” said the Countess G to Albert, 
who had returned to her side, “‘ that man does nothing 
like other people; he listens most devoutly to the third 
act of‘ Robert le Diable,>:and when the fourth begins 
makes a precipitate retreat.” 


CHAPTER. LIV, 
THE RISE AND FALL OF THE STOCKS. 


SoME days after this meeting, Albert de Morcerf visited 
the Count of Monte-Cristo at his house in the Champs 
Elysées, which had already assumed that palace-like 
appearance which the count’s princely fortune enabled 
him to give even to his most temporary residences... He 
came to renew the thanks of Madame Danglairs, which 
had been already conveyed to the count through the 
medium! of a letter, signed ‘“ Baronne  Danglars, née 
Hermine de. Servieux.’’ Albert was accompanied by 
Lucien Debray, who, joining in his friend’s conversation, 
added some passing compliments, the source of which 
the count’s talent for finesse éasily enabled him. to 
guess. He was convinced that Lucien’s visit. to him 
was to be attributed to a double feeling of curiosity, the 
larger half of which sentiment emanated from) the Rue 
de la Chaussée'd’Antin. In short, Madame Danglars, not 


THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO, 59 


being able personally to examine in detail the domestic 
economy and household arrangements of a man who 
gave away horses worth 30,000. franes, and who went 
to the opera with a Greek slave wearing. diamonds to 
the amount of a million of money, had deputed. those 
eyes, by which she was accustomed. to see, to give her 
a faithful account of the mode of life of this’ incompre- 
hensible individual. But the count did not appear to 
suspect there could be the slightest connection between 
Lucien’s visit and the baronne’s curiosity. 

“You are in constant communication, then, with the 
Baron Danglars ?”’ inquired the ‘count of Albert de 
Morcerf. 

“Yes, count ; you know what.I told you.” 

“All remains the same, then, in that quarter ?”’ 

“Tt is more than ever a settled thing,’ said Lucien ; 
and, considering this remark was all that he was at that 
time called upon to make, he adjusted the glass, to his 
eye, and biting the top of his gold-headed cane, began 
to make the tour of the apartment, examining the arms 
and the pictures. 

“Ah!” said Monte-Cristo, “I did not expect the 
affair would have been so promptly concluded.” 

“Oh, things take their course without our assistance. 
Whilst we are forgetting them, they are falling. into 
their appointed order ; and when,again our attention is 
directed to them, we are surprised at the progress they 
have made towards the proposed end. My father and 
M. Danglars served together in Spain—my father in the 
army, and M. Danglars in the commissariat department. 
It was there that my father, ruined by the revolution, and 
M. Danglars, who never had possessed any patrimony, 
both laid the foundation of their different fortunes.” 

‘“Vesi?? said Monte-€risto, | “I think M.. Danglars 
mentioned that in a visit which I paid him ; and,” con- 
tinued he, casting a side glance’ at Lucien, who /was 
turning over the leaves of an album, “is Mademoiselle 
Bugénie pretty ?—for I think I remember that to be her 


name.’ 
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“Very pretty, or rather, very beautiful,’’ replied 
Albert, “but of that style of beauty which I do not 
appreciate. I am an ungrateful fellow !” 

“ You speak as if you were already her husband.” 

“Ah?!” returned Albert, in his turn looking round 
to see what Lucien was doing. 

“Really,” said Monte-Cristo, lowering his voice, “ you 
do not appear to me to be very enthusiastic on the 
subject of this marriage.” 

“Mademoiselle Danglars is too rich for me,” replied 
Morcerf, “and that frightens me.” 

“Bah!” exclaimed Monte-Cristo, that’s a fine reason 
to give. Are you not rich yourself ?” 

“My father’s income 1s about 50,000 francs per 
annum; and he will give me, perhaps, ten or twelve 
thousand when I marry.” 

“That, perhaps, might not be considered a large 
sum, in Paris especially,” said the count; ‘ but every- 
thing does not depend on wealth, and it is a fine thing 
to have a good name, and to occupy a high station in 
society. Your name is celebrated, your position mag- 
nificent ; and then the Count de Morcerf is a soldier, 
and it is pleasing to see the integrity of a Bayard united 
to the poverty of a Duguesclin: disinterestedness is 
the brightest ray in which a noble sword can shine. As 
for me, I consider the union with Mademoiselle Danglars 
a most suitable one; she will enrich you, and you will 
ennoble her.” 

Albert shook his head, and looked thoughtful. 

“There is still something else,’’ said he. 

“IT confess,” observed Monte-Cristo, “ that I have 
some difficulty in comprehending your objection to a 
young lady who is both rich and beautiful.” 

“Oh,” said Morcerf, ““ this repugnance, if repugnance 
it may be called, is not all on my side.” 

“Whence can it arise, then ? for you told me your 
father desired the marriage.’’ 

“My mother’s is the dissenting voice; she has a clear 
and penetrating judgment, and does not smile on the 
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proposed union. I cannot account for it, but she seems 
to entertain some prejudice against the Danglars.” 

» “Ah,” said the count, in a somewhat forced tone, 
“that may be easily explained: Madame la Ccmtesse 
de Morcerf, who is aristocracy and refinement itself, 
does not relish the idea of being allied by your marriage 
with one of ignoble birth; that is natural enough.’ 

“Y do not know if that is her reason,’’ said Albert ; 
“but one thing I do know, that if this marriage be 
consummated, it will render her quite miserable. There 
was to have been a meeting six weeks ago in order to 
talk over and settle the affair; but I had such a sudden 
attack of indisposition 2 

“Real ?”’ interrupted the count, smiling. 

“Oh, so real—from anxiety, doubtless—that they 
postponed the rendezvous for two months longer. There 
is no hurry, you know. I am not yet twenty-one, and 
Eugénie is only seventeen years of age; but the two 
months expire next week. It must be done. My dear 
count, you cannot imagine how my mind is harassed, 
How happy you are in being exempted from all this!” 

“Well, and why should not you be free too? What 
prevents you from being so?” 

“Oh, it will be too great a disappointment to my 
father if I do not marry Mademoiselle Danglars.”’ 

‘““Marry her, then,” said the count, with a significant 
shrug of the shoulders. 

“Yes,” replied Morcerf; “but that will plunge my 
mother into positive grief.” 

“Then do not marry her,” said the count. 

“Well, I shall see. I will try and think over what is 
the best thing to be done. You will give me your advice, 
will you not, and if possible extricate me from my un- 
pleasant position? I think, rather than give pain to 
my excellent mother, I would run the risk of ofiending 
the count.” i 

Monte-Cristo turned away ; he seemed moved by this 
last remark. : 

“Ah,” said he to Debray, who had thrown himself 
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into an easy-chair at the farthest extremity of the salon, 
and who held.a pencil in his right hand and an account- 
book in his left, ““what are you doing there? Are you 
making a sketch after Poussin ?” 

‘No, no! I am doing something ofa very opposite 
nature to painting; I am engaged with arithmetic.” 

“ Arithmetic !”? 

“Yes; I am calculating—by the way, Morcerf, that 
indirectly concerns you—-l.am calculating what. the 
house of Danglars must have gained by the last rise in 
Haiti stock: from 206 they have risen to 409! in’ three 
days, and the prudent banker had purchased at 206, 
therefore he must have made 300,000 livres.” 

“That is not his-best stroke of policy,” said Morcerf. 
‘Did he not gain a million from the Spaniards this 
last yean?”’ 

“My dear fellow,” said Lucien, “here is the Count of 
Monte-Cristo, who will say to you, as the Italians do,— 


‘ Danaro e santita, 
Meta della meta.’ 


When they tell me such things, -I only shrug my shoulders 
and say nothing.’’ 

“But you were speaking of Haiti?’ said Monte- 
Cristo. 4 

“Ah, Haiti! that is quite another thing. ‘Haiti,is 
the écarté of French stock-jobbing. They may like la 
bouillotte, delight in whist, be enraptured with le boston, 
and yet grow tired of all; ‘but they always!come back 
to écarté—that is the game par excellence. M. Danglars 
sold yesterday at 405, and pockets 300,000 francs. Had 
he but waited till to-day, the stocks would have fallen 
to 205, and instead of gaining 300,000, francs, he would 
have lost 20,000 or 25,000.” 

“And what has caused the sudden fall from 409 to 
206 2?” ‘asked Monte-Cristo. ‘‘I).am profoundly igno- 
rant of all these stock-jobbing intrigues.”’ 

‘“ Because,’’ sdid Albert, laughing, “one piece of news 
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follows another, and there is often great. dissimilarity 
between them.” 

“Ah,” ‘said the count; “I see that M. Danglars is 
accustomed to gaining or losing 300,000 francs in a'day. 
He must be enormously rich ?”’ 

“Jt is not he who plays,” exclaimed Lucien, “‘it is 
Madame Danglars; she is indeed daring.”’ 

“But you who are a reasonable being,’ Lucien, and 
who know how little dependence is to be placed on the 
news, since you are at the fountain-head, surely you 
ought to prevent it,” said Morcerf, with a smile. 

‘“ How can I, if her husband fails in controlling her ? ”’ 
asked Lucien. ‘‘ You know the character of the baronne ; 
no one has any influence with her, and she does. pre- 
cisely what she pleases.” 

“Ah, if. I were in your place——” said Albert. 

T Welker? 

““T would reform her ; it would be rendering a service 
to her future son-in-law.” 

“How would you set about it ?” 

“Ah, that would be easy enough. I would give her 
a lesson.”’ 

“A lesson!” 

“Yes. Your position as secretary to the. minister 
renders your authority great on the subject of ‘political 
news; you never open your mouth but the stock- 
brokers immediately stenograph your words. : Cause her 
to' lose 200,000 or 300,000 francsin a short space of time, 
and that would teach her prudence.’’ 

“T do not understand,” stammered Lucien. 

“Tt is very clear, notwithstanding,” replied the young 
man, with a saitveté totally free from all affectation. 
“Tell her some fine’ morning an) unheard-of piece of 
intelligence ——some telegraphic dispatch, of which you 
alone are in possession—for instance, that Henri IV. 
was seen yesterday at the house of Gabrielle. That wall 
cause the funds to rise; she will lay her: plans accord- 
ingly ; and she will certainly lose when Beauchamp 
announces the following day'in his gazette: ‘The’ report 
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which has been circulated by some individuals, stating 
the king to have been seen yesterday at Gabrielle’s 
house, is totally without foundation. We can positively 
assert that his majesty did not quit the Pont-Neuf.’ ” 

Lucien half-smiled. Monte-Cristo, although appar- 
ently indifferent, had not lost one word of this con- 
versation, and his penetrating eye had even read a 
hidden secret in the embarrassed manner of the sec- 
ratary. This embarrassment had completely escaped 
Albert, but it caused Lucien to shorten his visit; he 
was evidently ill at ease. The count, in taking leave 
of him, said something in a low voice, to which he 
answered, ‘‘ Willingly, M. le Comte; I accept your pro- 
posal.” The count returned to young De Morcerf. 

“Do you not think, on reflection,” said he to him, 
“that you have done wrong in thus speaking of your 
mother-in-law in the presence of M. Debray ?”’ 

“M. le Comte,” said Morcerf, “I beg of you not to 
apply that title so prematurely.” 

“Now, speaking without any exaggeration, is your 
mother really so very much averse to this marriage ? ”’ 

“So much so that the baronne very rarely comes 
to the house, and my mother has not, I think, visited 
Madame Danglars’s twice in her whole life.”’ 

“Then,” said the count, “ I am emboldened to speak 
openly to you. M. Danglars is my banker; M. de 
Villefort has overwhelmed me with politeness in return 
for a service which a casual piece of good fortune en- 
abled me to render him. I predict from all this an 
avalanche of dinners and routs. Now, in order not to 
appear to expect such a proceeding, and also to be 
beforehand with them, if you like it, I have thought of 
inviting Monsieur and Madame Danglars and Monsieur 
and Madame de Villefort to my country-house at Auteuil. 
if I were to invite you and the Count and Countess de 
Morcerf to this dinner, it would give it the air of a 
matrimonial rendezvous, or, at least; Madame de Morcerf 
would look upon the affair in that light, especially if M. le 
Baron Danglars did me the honour to bring his daughter. 
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In that case your mother would hold me in aversion, 
and I do not at all wish that; on the contrary, I desire 
to occupy a prominent place in her esteem.” 

“Indeed, count,’ said Morcerf, “I thank you sin- 
cerely for having used so much candour towards me, 
and I gratefully accept the exclusion which you pro- 
pose to me. You say you desire my mother’s good 
opinion ; I assure you it is already yours to a very un- 
usual extent.” 

“Do you think so ?”’ said Monte-Cristo with interest. 

“Oh, Iam sure of it; we talked of you an hour after 
you left us the other day. But to return to what we 
were saying. If my mother could know of this atten- 
tion on your part—and I will venture to tell her—I am 
sure that she will be most grateful to you. It is true 
that my father will be equally angry.” 

The count laughed. 

“Well,” said he to Morcerf, “ but I think your father 
will not be the only angry one; Monsieur and Madame 
Danglars will think me a very ill-mannered person. They 
know that I am intimate with you—that you are, in fact, 
one of the oldest of my Parisian acquaintances—and they 
will not find you at my house; they will certainly ask 
me why I did not invite you. Be sure to provide your- 
self with some previous engagement which shall have a 
semblance of probability, and communicate the fact to 
me by a line in writing. You know that with bankers 
nothing but a written document will be valid.” 

“J will do better than that,” said Albert. “‘ My mother 
is wishing to go to the seaside. What day is fixed for 
your dinner ?”’ 

“ Saturday.” 

“This is Tuesday; well, to-morrow evening we leave, 
and the day after we shall be at Tréport. Really, M. le 
Comte, you are a charming person to set people at their 
éase.”’ 

“Indeed, you give me more credit than I deserve; 1 
only wish to do what will be agreeable to you, thatiis/all.”’ 

‘“ When shall you send your invitations ? ” 
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‘“ This: veryoday.” 

‘‘ Well, I will immediately call on M. Danglars, and tell 
him that my mother and myself|leave Paris to-morrow. 
I have: not seen you,’ consequently I know nothing of 
your dinner.”’ 

‘“‘ How foolish you are! Have you forgotten that M. 
Debray has just seen you at my house ?”’ 

 Ahj true! 

“On the contrary, I have seen you, and invited you 
without any ceremony; when you instantly answered 
that it would be impossible for you to be amongst the 
number of my guests, as: you were going to Tréport.”’ 

“Well, then, that is settled; but you will come and 
call on my mother before to-morrow ?” 

“Before to-morrow? That will be a difficult matter 
to arrange; besides, I shall just be in the way of all the 
preparations for departure.” 

“You were only a charming man before, but if you 
accede to my proposal, you will be adorable.” 

“What must I do to attain such a height ?” 

“You, are to-day free as air; come and dine with me. 
We shall be a small party—only yourself, my mother, 
and I. You have scarcely seen my mother ;) you shall 
have, an opportunity of observing her: more closely. 
She is a remarkable woman, and I only regret that there 
does not exist another who resembles her about twenty 
years younger ; in that case, I assure you, there would 
very soon be a’ Countess. and Viscountess de Morcerf. 
As to my father, you will not see him; he is officially 
engaged, and dines with M. le Grand Référendaire. 
We will talk over our travels; and you, who have seen 
the whole world, will relate your adventures, You shall 
tellus the history of the beautiful Greek who was with 
you the other night at the opera, and whom you ¢all 
your slave, and yet treat: like a princess. We will talk 
Italian and Spanish. Come, accept my invitation, and 
my mother will thank you.” 

_“* A-thousand thanks,” said the count; “ your invita- 
tion is most gracious; and I regret exceedingly that it 
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is not in my power to accept it. .I am not so much 
at liberty as you supposed; on the contrary, I have 
a most important engagement.” 

‘Ah, take care; you were teaching me just now how, 
in case of an invitation to dinner, one might creditably 
make ‘an excuse.' I require the proot of a pre- ee 
ment. Ioam not a banker like M. Danglars, but Ia 
quite as incredulous as he is.’ 

“Tam going to give you a proof,’ replied the count ; 
and he rang the bell. 

“ Humph:!”’ said Morcerf,: ‘this is the second time 
you have refused to dine with my mother; itis evident 
you wish to avoid her.” 

Monte-Cristo started. 

“Oh,you do not mean that,” said he; ‘‘ besides, here 
comes the confirmation of my assertion.” 

Baptistin entered, and remained standing at the door. 

“TU had no previous knowledge of your visit, had I?” 

“Indeed, you are such an extraordinary person that 
L would not answer for it.” 

“At all events, I could not guess that you: would 
invite'me to dinner ?”’ 

“ Probably not.” - 

“Well, listen.—Baptistin, what: did I tell you: this 
morning when I called you into my laboratory 2” 

““To close the door against visitors as soon as the 
clock struck five,’ replied the valet. 

“ What then?” 

“ Ah, M. le Comte——”’ said Albert: 

‘“No;, no; I wish to do away with that mysterious 
reputation that you have given me, my dear viscount ; 
it is tiresome to be always acting Manired. (1 wish my 
life to be free and open.—Go on, Baptistin.”’ 

“Then to admit no one except M, le Major Barto- 
lomeo Cavalcanti and his son.” 

“You hear: Major Bartolomeo Cavalcanti, a man 
who ranks amongst the most ‘ancient nobility of Italy, 
whose name Dante has celebrated in the tenth, canto 
of ‘L’Inferno;’ you remember it, do you not ? | ‘Then 
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there is his son, a charming young man, about your 
Own age, viscount, bearing the same title as yourself, 
and who is making his entrée into the Parisian world, 
aided by his father’s millions. The major will bring his 
son with him this evening—the contino, as we say in 
Italy ; he confides him to my care. If he prove himself 
worthy of it, I will do what I can to advance his inter- 
ests. You will assist me in the work, will younot 2?” 

“Most undoubtedly! This Major Cavalcanti is an 
old friend of yours, then ?”’ 

‘By no means. He isa. perfect nobleman, very polite, 
modest, and agreeable, such as may be found constantly 
in Italy, descendants of very ancient families. I have 
met him several times at Florence, Bologna, and Lucca, 
and he has now communicated to me the fact of his 
arrival in this place. The acquaintances one makes in 
travelling have a sort of claim on one: they everywhere 
expect to receive the same attention which you once 
paid them by chance; as though the civilities of a passing 
hour were likely to awaken any lasting interest in favour 
of the man in whose society you may happen to be 
thrown in the course of your journey. This good Major 
Cavalcanti is come to take a second view of Paris, which 
he only saw in passing through in the time of the Empire, 
when he was on his way to Moscow. I shall give him 
a good dinner: he will confide his son to my care; I 
wil promise to watch over him; I shall let him follow 
in whatever path his folly may lead him, and then I 
shall have done my part.” 

“ Certainly. I see you are a precious Mentor,” said 
Albert. “ Good-bye; we shall return on Sunday. By 
the way, I have received news of Franz.” 

“Have you ? — Is he still amusing himself in Italy ?” 

““T believe so. However, he regrets your absence 
extremely. ile says you were the sun of Rome, and 
that without you all appears dark and cloudy; I do 
not kno v if he does not even go so far as to say that 
it rains.” 

“ His opinion of me is altered for the better, then ?” 
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“No; he still persists in looking upon you as the most 
incomprehensib‘e and mysterious of beings.” 

“He is a charming young man,’’ said Monte-Cristo, 
“and I felt a lively interest in him the very first evening 
of my introduction, when I met him in search of a 
supper, and prevailed upon him to accept a portion of 
mine. He is, I think, the son of General d’Epinay ?” 

NERS SY 

“The same who was so shamefully assassinated in 
7815?” 

“ By the Bonapartists.”’ 

“Yes! Really, [like him extremely. Is there rot also 
a matrimonial engagement contemplated for him ?”’ 

“Yes; he is to marry Mademoiselle de Villefort.” 

“Indeed !” 

“And you know I am to marry Mademoiselle Dan- 
glars,”’ said Albert, laughing. 

SrYou smite!” 

ims Yes.’’ 

“Why do you do so?” : 

““T smile because there appears to me to be about 
as much inclination for the consummation of the en- 
gagement in question as there is for my own. But 
really, my dear count, we are talking as much of women 
as they do of us; it is unpardonable.” 

Albert rose. 

““ Are you going ?”’ 

“Really, that 1s a good idea of yours! Two hours 
have I been boring you to death with my company, 
and then you, with the greatest politeness, ask me if 
Iam going. Indeed, count, you are the most polished 
man in the world! And your servants, too, how very 
well behaved they are; there is quite a style about 
them—M. Baptistin especially: I could never get such 
aman as that. My servants seem to imitate those you 
sometimes see in a play, who, because they have only 
a word or two to say, acquit themselves in the most 
awkward manner possible. Therefore, if you part with 
M. Baptistin, give me the refusal of him.” 
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* Agreed, viscount.” 

“That is not all. Give my compliments: to your 
illustrious visitor, Cavalcante of the Cavalcanti; and if 
by any chance he,should be wishing to establish his son, 
find him a wife very rich, very noble on her mother’s 
side at least, and a baroness in right of her father, I 
will help you in the search.” 

‘Oh, oh! you will do as much as that, will you?” 

r Ss rt 

“ Well, really, nothing is certain in this world.” 

‘‘Oh, count, what a service you) might render me! 
I should like you a hundred times better if, by your 
intervention, I could manage to remain a bachelor, even 
were it only for ten years.” 

“ Nothing is impossible,” gravely replied Monte-Cristo ; 
and, taking leave of Albert, he returned into the house, 
and struck the gong three times. 

Bertuccio appeared. 

“M. Bertuccio, you understand that I intend enter- 
taining company on Saturday at Auteuil.” 

Bertuccio slightly started. 

“I shall,require your services to see that all be prop- 
erly arranged. It is a beautiful house, or, at all events, 
may be made so,” 

“There must be a, good deal done before it can: de- 
serve that title, M. le Comte, for the tapestried hangings 
are very old.” 

“Let them all be taken away and changed, then, with 
the exception, of the sleeping-chamber, which is hung 
with red damask ; you will leave that exactly as it is.” 

Bertuccio bowed. 

© You will not touch the garden either.. As to the 
yard, you may do what you please with it; I should 
prefer that, being altered beyond all recognition.” 

“I will do everything in my power to carry out 
your wishes, M. le Comte. I should be glad, however, 
‘8 receive your excellency’s commands concerning the 

inner,” 


“ Really, my dear M. Bertuccio,”’ said the count, 
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“since you have been in Paris you have become quite 
nervous, and apparently out of your element ; you no 
longer seem to understand me.” : 
_ “But surely your excellency will be so good as to 
inform me whom you are expecting to receive ?” 

‘I do not yet know myself, neither is it necessary 
that you should do'so.. ‘Lucullus dines: with Lucullus :’ 
that 1s quite sufficient.” 

. Bertuccio bowed, and left the room. 


CHAPTER LV: 
MAJOR .CAVALCANTI. 


Botu the count and Baptistin had told the truth when 
they announced to Morcerf the proposed visit of the 
major, which had served Monte-Cristo as.a pretext for 
declining the invitation which he had received from 
Albert. 

Seven o’clock had just struck, and M. ‘Bertuccio, 
according to the command which had been given him, 
had two hours before left for Auteuil; when a fiacre 
stopped at the door of the hotel, and after depositing its 
occupant at the gate, immediately hurried away as if 
ashamed ofitsemployment. The individual who alighted 
from the vehicle was about fifty-two years of age, dressed 
in one of those green surtouts, ornamented, with black 
frogs, which have so long maintained their popularity 
all over Europe. He wore trousers of blue cloth, boots 
tolerably clean, but not of the brightest polish, and a 
little too thick in the soles, buckskin gloves, a hat some- 
what resembling in shape those usually worn by the gen- 
darmes, and a black cravat striped with white, which, 
if the proprietor had not worn it of his own free will, 
might have passed for a halter, so much did it resemble 
one. Such was the picturesque costume of the person 
who rang at the gate and demanded if it was not No. 
30 in the Avenue des Champs-Elysées that M. le Comte 
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de Monte-Cristo inhabited, and who, being answered by 
the porter in the affirmative, entered, closed the gate 
after him, and began to ascend the steps of the house. 

The small and angular head of the individual in 
question, his white hair, and thick gray moustache 
caused him to be easily recognized by Baptistin, who 
had received an exact description of the expected visi- 
tor, and who was awaiting him in the hall. Therefore, 
scarcely had the stranger time to pronounce his name 
before the count was apprised of his arrival. He was 
ushered into a simple and elegant drawing-room, and 
the count rose to meet him with a smiling air. 

‘Ah, my dear sir, you are most welcome; I was 
expecting you.” 

“Indeed,” said the Italian, “ was your excellency then 
aware of my visit ?”’ 

“Yes; I had been told that I should see you to-day 
at seven o'clock.” 

“Then you have received full information concerning 
my arrival ?”’ 

“ Decidedly.” 

“Ah, so much the better. I feared this little precau- 
tion might have been forgotten.” 

“What precaution ? ”’ 

“That of informing you beforehand of my coming.” 

“Oh no, it has not.” 

“But you are sure you are not mistaken ?” 

“Tam gute sure of it.” 

“It really was 1 whom your excellency expected at 
seven o'clock this evening ? ” 

“T will prove it to you beyond a doubt.’ 

“Oh no, never mind that,” said the Italian; “it is 
not worth the trouble.” 

“ Yes, yes,” said Monte-Cristo. 

His visitor appeared slightly uneasy. 

“Let me see,” said the count; ‘‘ are you not M. le 
Marquis Bartolomeo Cavalcanti ?”’ 

‘“ Bartolomeo Cavalcanti,” joyfully replied the Italian ; 
“yes, I am really he.” 
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“ Ex-major in the Austrian service ?”’ 

“Was I a major ?”’ timidly asked the old soldier. 

“Yes,” said Monte-Cristo, “‘ you were a major; that 
is the title the French give to the post which you filled 
in Italy.” 

“Very good,” said the major; “I do not demand 
more, you understand a 

|“ Your visit here to-day is not of your own sugges- 
tion, is it ?”’ said Monte-Cristo. 

“No, certainly not.” 

“You were sent by some other person ?”’ 

+ Ness 

“ By the excellent Abbé Busoni ?”’ 

“ Exactly so,” said the delighted major. 

“And you have a letter ?”’ 

“Yes; there it is.” 

“Give it me, then;”’ and Monte-Cristo took the letter, 
which he opened and read. 

The major looked at the count with his large, staring 
eyes, and then took a survey of the apartment, but his 
gaze almost immediately reverted to the proprietor of 
the room. 

“Yes, yes, I see. ‘ Major Cavalcanti, a worthy pa- 
trician of Lucca, a descendant of the Cavalcanti of 
Florence,’ ”’ continued Monte-Cristo, reading aloud, ‘ pos- 
sessing an income of half a million.’ ”’ 

Monte-Cristo raised his eyes from the paper and bowed. 

‘““ Half a million,” said he; “ magnificent !” 

“ Half a million, is it ?”” said the major. 

“Yes, in so many words; and it must be so, for the 
abbé knows correctly the amount of all the largest for- 
tunes in Europe.” 

“Be it half a million, then; but, on my word of 
honour, I had no idea that it was so much.” 

“ Because you are robbed by your steward. You must 
make some reformation in that quarter.” 

“ You have opened my eyes,” said the Italian gravely ; 
“1 will show the gentleman the door.” 

Monte-Cristo resumed the perusal of the letter,— 
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‘““*« And who only needs one thing more to make him 
happy D ! ( ; 

“ Yes, indeed, but one !”’ said the major, with a sigh. 

“« Which ts to recover a lost and adored son.’ ”’ 

“A Jost and adored son !”’ 

‘Stolen away in his infancy, either by an’ enemy 
of his noble family or by the gipsies.”” 

‘“At-the age of five years, sir!” said the major, with 
a deep sigh, and raising his eyes to heaven. 

“ Unhappy father !”’ said Monte-Cristo. 

The count continued ,— ! 

“*T have given him renewed life and hope in the 
assurance that you have the power of restoring the son 
whom he has vainly sought for fifteen years.”” 

The major looked at the count with an indescribable 
expression of anxiety. 

‘‘T have the power of so doing,” said Monte-Cristo. 

The major recovered his self-posséssion. 

“ Ah, ah!’ said he, “ the letter was true then to the 
end 2) ey) 

“ Did you doubt it, M. Bartolomeo? ” 

“No, indeed; certainly not. A good man, a man 
holding a religious. office as does the Abbé Busoni, could 
not condescend to deceive or play off a joke. But your 
excellency has not read all.” 

“Ah, true!’ said Monte-Cristo, “there! is. a post- 
script.” ‘ 

“Yes,” repeated the major, “ yes—there—is—a— 
postscript.” 

“ “Tn order to save Major Cavalcanti the trouble of 
drawing on his banker, I send him a draft for 2,000 
francs to defray his travelling expenses, and credit on 
you for the further sum of 48,000, which you still 
owe me.’”’ 

The major awaited’ the conclusion of the postscript, 
apparently with great anxiety. 

“Very good,” said the count. 

“ He said ‘ very good,’ muttered the major. “ Then— 
sir———’” replied he. | 
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“ Then what ?”’ asked Monte-Cristo. 

“ Then the postscript 

“Well! what of the postscript ?” 

“Then the postscript is as favourably received by 
you as the rest of the letter ?”’ 

“Certainly. The Abbé Busoni and myself have a 
small account open between us. Ido not remember if 
it is exactly 48,000 francs which I am still owing him ; 
but I dare say we shall not dispute the difference. You 
attached great importance then to this postscript, my 
dear M. Cavalcanti ?” 

“ I must explain to you,” said the major, “ that, fully 
confiding in the signature of the Abbé Busoni, I had not 
provided myself with any other funds; so that if this 
resource had failed me, I should have found myself very 
unpleasantly situated-in Paris,” 

“Is it possible that a man of your standing should be 
embarrassed anywhere ?”’ said Monte-Cristo. 

““ Why, really, I know no one,’ said the major. 

“But then you yourself are known to others ?” 

“Yes, Lam known; so that 2 

“ Proceed, my dear M. Cavalcanti.” 

‘‘ So that you will remit to me these.48,o00 francs ?” 

“ Certainly, at your first! request,” | 

The major’s eyes dilated with pleasing astonishment. 

“ But sit down,” said Monte-Cristo, “ Really, I do not 
know what I have been thinking of; I have positively 
kept you standing for the last quarter of an hour.” 

“Don’t mention it.” The major drew an armchair 
towards him, and proceeded to seat himself. 

“Now,” said the count, “what: will you take? <A 
glass of port, sherry, or vin d’Alicant ?”’ 

“Vin d’Alicant, if you please; it is: my favourite 
wine.” 

‘““T have some which is excellent. Yow will take a 
biscuit with it, will you not ?” 

“ Yes, I will take a biscuit, as you are so obliging.” 

Monte-Cristo, rang; Baptistin appeared. The count 
advanced to meet him. 


76 THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO. 


‘“ Well 2” said he, in a low voice. 

“The young man is here,” said the valet-de-chambre, 
in the same tone. 

“Into what room did you take him ?” 

“Into the blue drawing-room, according to your ex- 
cellency’s orders.” 

“ That’s right; now bring’ the vin d’Alicant and 
some biscuits.” 

Baptistin left the room. 

“ Really,’ said the major, ‘““I am quite ashamed of 
the trouble I am giving you.” 

‘“ Pray don’t mention such a thing,” said the count. 

Baptistin re-entered with glasses, wine, and biscuits. 

The count filled one glass, but in the other he only 
poured a few drops of the ruby-coloured liquid. The 
bottle was covered with spider’s webs, and all the other 
signs which indicate the age of wine more truly than do 
wrinkles on the face of a man. 

The major made a wise choice: he took the full glass 
and a biscuit. 

The count told Baptistin to leave the plate within 
reach of his guest, who began by sipping the Alicant 
with an expression of great satisfaction, and then deli- 
cately steeped his biscuit in the wine. 

“So, sir, you inhabited Lucca, did you ? You were 
rich, noble, held in great esteem, had all that could 
render a man happy ?”’ 

“ All,”? said the major, hastily swallowing his biscuit, 
“ positively ail.” 

“And yet there was one thing wanting in order to 
complete your happiness ? ” 

“ Only one thing,” said the Italian. 

“And that one thing your lost child!” 

“ Ah,” said the major, taking a second biscuit, “ that 
consummation of my happiness was indeed wanting.” 
The worthy major raised his eyes to heaven and sighed. 

“Let me hear, then,” said the count, ‘who this 
deeply-regretted son was; for I always understood you 
were a bachelor.” 
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“ That was the general opinion, sir,’ said the major, 
ine and ; ee - 

“ Yes,” replied the count, “ and: you. confirmed the 
report. A youthful indiscretion, I suppose, which you 
were anxious to conceal from the world at large >” 

The major recovered himself,.and’ resumed his usual 
calm manner, at the same time casting his eyes down, 
either to give himself time to compose his countenance, 
or to assist his imagination, all the while giving an 
under-look at the count, the protracted smile on whose 
hps still announced the same polite curiosity, 

“Yes,” said the major, ‘‘ I did: wish this fault to be 
hidden from every eye.” 

“Not on your own account, surely,’ replied Monte- 
Cristo ; ‘“‘ for a man is above all these things.” 

“Oh no, certainly not on my own account,” said the 
major, with a smile and a shake of the head. 

‘ But for the sake of the mother ?”’ said the count. 

“Yes, for the mother’s sake—his poor mother!’’ cried 
the major, taking a third biscuit. 

“Take some more wine, my dear Cavalcanti,” said 
the count, pouring out for him a second glass of Alicant ; 
“your emotion has quite overcome you.” 

“ His poor mother !’’ murmured the major, trying if 
the will was powerful enough to act on the lachryma! 
gland, so as to moisten the corner of his eye with a 
false tear, 

‘““She belonged to one of the first families in Italy, 
I think, did she not ?” 

‘“ She was of a noble family of Fiesole, M. le Comte.” 

“ And her name was ui 

‘Do you desire to know her name ?” 

“Oh,” said Monte-Cristo, “it would be quite super- 
fluous for you to tell me, for I already know it.” 

‘““M. le Comte knows everything,” said the Italian, 
bowing. 

‘“‘ Oliva Corsinari, was it not 2?” 

‘ Oliva Corsinari.” 

‘A matrchioness ?” 


J 
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‘‘ A marchioness ! ” 

“And you married her at last, notwithstanding the 
opposition of her family ?”’ 

‘+ YiesslP dibso.?? 

“And you have doubtless brought all your papers 
with you ?”’ said Monte-Cristo. 

‘“ What papers ? ” 

‘The certificate of your marriage with Oliva Corsi- 
nari, and the register of your child’s birth ? ”’ 

“ The register of my child’s birth ?” 

“The register of the birth of Andrea Cavaleanti—of 
your son. Is not his name Andrea ? ” 

‘““T believe so,” said the major. 

‘‘ What! you are not sure that is his name ?”’ 

“T dare not positively assert it, as he has been lost 
for so long a time.” 

“Well, then,” said Monte-Cristo, “ you have all the 
documents with you ?” 

““M. le Comte, I regret to say that, not knowing it 
was necessary to come. provided with these papers, I 
neglected to bring them with me.” 

“That is unfortunate,’’ returned Monte-Cristo. 

“Were they, then, so necessary ?)”” 

“They were indispensable.” 

The major passed his hand across his brow. 

“Ah, per Bacco, indispensable, were they ?” 

“Certainly they were. Supposing there were to be 
doubts raised as to the validity of your marriage or the 
legitimacy of your child ?” 

‘“True;” said the major, “there might be doubts 
raised.” 

“In that case your son would be very unpleasantly 
situated.” 

“ It would be fatal to his interests.” 

“It might cause him to fail in some desirable matri- 
monial speculation.” 

“O peccato !” 

_“ You must know that in France they ate very par- 
ticular on these points; it is not sufficient, as in Italy, 
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to go to the priest and say, ‘We love each other, and 
want you to marry us.’ Marriage is a civil affair in 
France, and in order to marry in an orthodox manner, 
you must have papers which undeniably establish your 
identity.” 

‘That is the misfortune! You see 1 have not these 
necessary papers.” 

“ Fortunately I have them, though,” said Monte-Cristo. 

Faw entPpr 

ia Yes.” 

“You have them ?” 

‘“ T have them.” 

“ Ah, indeed,” said the major, who, seeing the object 
of his journey frustrated by the absence of the papers, 
feared also that his forgetfulness might give rise to some 
difficulty concerning the 48,000 francs; ‘‘ ah, indeed, that 
is a fortunate circumstance. Yes, that really is lucky, 
for it never occurred to me to bring them.” 

“1 do not at all wonder at it;) one cannot think of 
everything. But happily the Abbé Busoni thought for 
you.” 

’ “ He is an excellent person.” 

“He is extremely prudent and thoughtful.” 

‘He is an admirable man,” said the major; “ and 
he sent them to you ?”’ 

“ Here they are.’ 

The major clasped his hands in token of admiration. 

“ You married Oliva Corsinari in the church of San 
Paolo del Monte-Cattini ; here is the priest’s certificate.” 

“ Yes, indeed, there it is truly,” said the Italian, look- 
ing on with astonishment. 

“And here is Andrea Cavalcanti’ s baptismal register, 
given by the curé of Saravezza.” 

“All quite correct.” 

“ Take these documents, then; they do not concern 
me, You will give them to your son, who will, of course, 
take great care of them.” 

‘“]-should think so indeed! If he were to lose 
them--—?”’ 
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‘Well, and if he were to lose them ?”’ said Monte- 
Cristo. 

“In that case,” replied the major, “it would be neces- 
sary to write to the curé for duplicates, and it would be 
some time before they could be obtained.” 

“It would be a difficult matter to arrange,” said 
Monte-Cristo. 

‘* Almost an impossibility,” replied the major. 

‘““T am very glad to see that you understand the value 
of these papers.” 

“T regard them as invaluable.” 

‘“ Now,” said Monte-Cristo, ‘‘ as to the mother of the 
young man—-—”’ 

‘As to the mother of the young man ” repeated 
the Italian with anxiety. 

“As regards la Marquise Corsinari sf 

‘““ Really,” said the major, “ difficulties seem to thicken 
upon us. Will she be wanted in any way ?”’ 

“No, sir,” replied. Monte-Cristo; ‘ besides, has she 
not=-—” 

“Yes, yes,” said the major, ‘‘ she has——’” 

“Paid the last debt of nature? ”’ 

“ Alas, yes,” returned the Italian. 

“T knew that,” said Monte-Cristo; “ she has. been 
dead these ten years.” 

“And I am still mourning her loss!’’ exclaimed the 
major, drawing from his pocket a checked handker- 
chief, and alternately wiping first the right and then the 
left eye. 

“What would you have ?”’ said Monte-Cristo—“ we 
are all mortal. Now, you understand, my dear M. 
Cavalcanti, that it is useless for you to tell people in 
France that you have been separated from your son 
for fifteen years. Stories of gipsies who steal children 
are not at all in vogue in this part of the world, and 
would not be believed. You sent him for his education 
to a college in one of the provinces, and now you wish 
him to complete this education in the Parisian world. 
That is the reason which has induced you to leave Via 
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Reggio, where you have lived since the death of your 
wife. That will be sufficient.” 

“You think so ?” 

“ Certainly.” 

“Very well, then.” 

“If they should hear of the separation——”’ 

“Ah, yes; what could I say?” 

“ That an unfaithful tutor, bought over by the enemies 
of your family——”’ 

‘ By the Corsinari ? ” 

“ Precisely—had stolen away this child in order that 
your name might become extinct.” 

“ That will do well, since he is an only son.” 

“Well, now that all is arranged, do not let these 
newly-awakened remembrances be forgotten. You have 
doubtless already guessed that I was preparing a sur- 
prise for you ?”’ 

“ An agreeable one ?”’ asked the Italian. 

“ Ah, I see the eye of a father is no more to be de- 

ceived than his heart.” 

“Hum!” said the major. 

“Some one has told you the secret, or perhaps you 
guessed that he was here.” 

“That who was here ?” 

“Your child—your son—your Andrea.” 

““T did guess it,’ replied the major with the greatest 

sang froid possible. “‘ Then he is here ? ” 
“He is,” said Monte-Cristo. ‘When the valet-de- 
chambre came in iust now, he told me of his arrival.” 

“ Ah, very well, very well!” said the major, clutching 

‘the buttons of his coat at each exclamation which he 
made. 
“My dear sir,” said Monte-Cristo, “I understand all 
your emotion. You must have time to recover yourself. 
J will, in the meantime, go and prepare the young man 
for this much-desired interview, for I presume that he is 
‘not less impatient for it than yourself.’’ 

‘“T should quite imagine that to be the case,” said 
Cavalcanti. 
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‘‘ Well, in a, quarter of an hour he shall be with you.” 

“ You will bring him, then? You carry your goodness 
so far as even to present him to me yourself ?” 

“No; I do not wish to come between a father) and 
son. Your interview will be private. But do not be 
uneasy ; even if the powerful voice of nature should be 
silent, you cannot well mistake him: he will enter by 
this door. He is a fine young man, of fair complexion, 
a little too fair perhaps, pleasing manners; but you will 
see and judge for yourself.” 

“ By the way,” said the major, ‘you know I have 
only the 2,000 francs which the Abbé Busoni sent me. 
This sum I have, expended.upon travelling expenses, 
and——” 

“And you want money—that is a matter of course, 
my dear M. Cavalcanti. Well, here are 8,000 irancs on 
account.” 

The major’s eyes sparkled brilliantly. 

“It is 40,000, francs which I now, owe you,’ 
Monte-Cristo. 

“Does your excellency wish for a‘receipt ?)”’ said the 
major, at the same. time slipping the money into the 
inner pocket of his coat. 

“ For what ?”’ said the count. 

“T thought you might want it to show, the Abbé 
Busoni.” 

“Well, when you receive the remaining 40,000. you 
shall give. me a receipt. in full. Between honest men 
such excessive precaution jis, I think, quite unneces- 
sary.” 

“ Yes, so. it is between perfectly upright people.’’ 

“One word more,” said Monte-Cristo. 

“ Say-on.” 

‘You will permit me to make one remark?” 

“Certainly ; pray do so,” 

‘Then I should advise you to leave off wearing that 
style of dress.” 

_“ Indeed!” said the major, regarding himself with an 
air of complete satisfaction, 


bd 


said 
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“ Yes, it may be worn at Via Reggio; but that cos- 
tume, however elegant in itself, has long been out of 
fashion in Paris.” 

“ That’s unfortunate.” 

“Oh, if you really are attached to your old mode of 
dress; you can easily resume it when you leave Paris.”’ 

‘But what shall I wear ?”’ 

‘What you find in your trunks.” 

“In my trunks ? I have but one portmanteau.” 

“I dare say you have nothing else with you. What 
is the use of boring oneself with so many things? Be- 
sides, an old soldier always likes to march with as little 
baggage as possible.” 

‘““ That is just the case—precisely so!” 

“ But you are a man of foresight and prudence, there- 
fore you sent your luggage on before you. . It has ar- 
rived at the Hoétel des Princes, Rue de Richelieu. It is 
there you are to take up your quarters.” 

“~ Then, in. these trunks==—’ 

“TI presume you have given orders to your valet-de- 
chambre to put in all you are likely to need—your 
plain clothes and your uniform. On grand occasions you 
must wear your uniform; that will look very well. 
Do not forget your crosses. They still laugh at them 
in France, and yet always wear them, for all that.’. _ 

“Very well, very well!” said the major, who was in 

ecstasy at the attention paid him by the count. 

“Now,” said Monte-Cristo, “ that you have fortified 
yourself against’ all painful excitement, prepare your- 
self, my dear M. Cavalcanti, to meet your lost Andrea.” 

Saying which, Monte-Cristo bowed, and disappeared 
behind the tapestry, leaving the major fascinated be- 
yond expression with the delightful reception which 
the count had given him. 
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CHAPEER: DYaz 
ANDREA CAVALCANTI. 


Tue Count of Monte-Cristo entered the adjoining room, 
which; Baptistin had designated as the blue drawing- 
room, and found there a young man of graceful de- 
meanour and elegant appearance, who had arrived in 
a fiacre about half an hour previously. 

Baptistin had not found any difficulty in recognizing 
the individual who presented himself at the door for 
admittance. He was certainly the tall young man with 
light hair, red beard, black eyes, and brilhant com- 
plexion, whom his master had-so particularly described 
to him. 

When the count entered the room the young man 
was carelessly stretched on a sofa, tapping his boot with 
the gold-headed cane which he held in his hand.» On 
perceiving the count he rose quickly. 

““The Count of Monte-Cristo, I believe ?’’ ‘said he. 

“Yes, sir, and I think I have the honour of addressing 
M. le Comte Andrea Cavalcanti ?” 

“Count Andrea Cavalcanti,”’ repeated the young man, 
accompanying his words with a bow. 

“You are charged with a letter of introduction ad- 
dressed to:me, are you not ?”’ said the count. 

“T did not mention that, because the signature seemed 
to me so strange.”’ 

‘“ The letter is signed ‘ Sinbad the Sailor,’ is it not ?”’ 

“Exactly so. Now, as I have never known any 
Sinbad with the exception of the one celebrated in the 
‘Thousand and One Nights ’———” 

‘Well, it is one of his descendants, and a great friend 
of mine; he is a very rich Englishman, eccentric almost 
to insanity, and his real name is Lord Wilmore.” 

“Ah, indeed! then that explains everything,” said 
Andrea. ‘“‘ That is extraordinary. He is, then, the same 
Englishman whom I met—at—yes, very well! M. le 
Comte, I am at your service.”’ 
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“Tf what you say be true,” replied the count, smiling, 
“perhaps you will be kind enough to give me some 
account of yourself and your family.” 

“Certainly, I will do so,’ said the young man, with 
a quickness which gave proof of his ready invention, 
“Tam,” as you have said, “ the Count Andrea Cavalcanti, 
son of Major Bartolomeo Cavalcanti, a descendant of 
the Cavalcanti whose names are inscribed in the golden 
book at Florence. Our family, although still rich (for 
my father’s income amounts to half a million), has 
experienced many misfortunes; and I myself was, at 
the age of five years, taken away by the treachery of 
my tutor, so that for fifteen years I have not seen the 
author of my existence. Since I have arrived at years 
of discretion, and become my own master, I have been 
constantly seeking him; but all in vain. At length I 
received this letter from your friend, which states that 
my father is in Paris, and authorizes me to address my- 
‘self to you for information respecting him.” 

“ Really, all you have related to me is exceedingly 
interesting,” said Monte-Cristo, observing the young man 
with a gloomy satisfaction; ‘and you have done well 
‘to conform in everything to the wishes of my friend 
Sinbad; for your father is indeed here, and is seeking 
you.” 

The count, from the moment of his first entering the 
drawing-room, had not once lost sight of the expression 
‘of the young man’s countenance: he had admired the 
‘assurance of his look and the firmness of his voice; but 
at these words, so natural in themselves, ‘‘ Your father 
is indeed here, and is seeking you,’ young Andrea 
‘started, and exclaimed,— 

'» “ My father ! is my father’ here ?.”’ 

“Most undoubtedly,” replied Monte-Cristo ;  “ your 
father, the Major Bartolomeo Cavalcanti.” 

| The expression of terror which for the moment had 
overspread the features of the young man had now 


disappeared. 
“Ah, yes, that is the name, certainly—Major Bar- 
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tolomeo Cavalcanti. And you really mean to say, M. 
le Comte, that my dear father is here ?”’ 

“Ves, sir; and Iyicamieven add ithatl havevonly 
just left his company. The history which he related to 
me of his lost son touched me to the quick; indeed, his 
griefs, hopes, and fears on that subject might furnish 
material for a most touching and pathetic poem, At 
length he one day received a letter stating that the 
parties who had deprived him of his son now offered to 
restore him, or at least to give notice where he might be 
found, on condition of receiving a large sum of money 
by way of ransom. Your father did not hesitate an 
instant, and the sum was sent to the’ frontier of Pied- 
mont, with a passport signed for Italy. You were in the 
south of France, i think ? ”’ 

“Yes,” replied Andrea, with an embarrassed air, “ I 
was in the south of France.” 

“A carriage was to await you at Nice ?”’ 

“Precisely so; and it conveyed me from. Nice to 
Genoa, from Genoa to Turin, from Turin to Chambéry, 
from Chambéry to Pont-de-Beauvoisin, and from Pont- 
de-Beauvoisin to Paris.” 

“Indeed! then your father ought to have met with 
you on the road, for it is exactly the same route which 
he himself took, and that is how we have been able to | 
trace your journey to this place.” 

“But,” said Andrea, “if my father had: met me, 1 
doubt if he would have recognized me ; I must be some- 
what altered since he last saw me.” 

“Oh, the voice of nature !’’ said Monte-Cristo. 

“True,” interrupted the young man; ‘I had not 
looked upon it in that point of view.” 

“Now,” replied Monte-Cristo, ‘{there is only one 
source of uneasiness left in your father’s mind, which 
is this: he is anxious to know how you have been ¢m- 
ployed during your long absence from him; how you 
have been treated by your persecutors; and if they 
have conducted themselves towards you with all the 
deference due’ to your rank. Finally, he is anxious to 


THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO, $7 


see if you have been fortunate enough to escape the 
bad moral influence to which you have been exposed, 
and which is infinitely more to be dreaded than any 
physical, suffering; he wishes to discover if the fine 
abilities. with which nature had endowed you have been 
weakened by want of culture; and, in short, whether 
you consider yourself capable of resuming and retain- 
ing in the world the high position to which your rank 
entitles you.” 

“Sir,” exclaimed the young man, quite astounded, 
“IT hope no false report iy 
“As for myself, 1 first heard you spoken of by my 
friend Wilmore, the philanthropist. I believe he found 
you in some unpleasant position, but do not know ot 
what nature, for I did not ask, not being inquisitive. 
Your misfortunes engaged his sympathies; so you see 
you must have been interesting. He told me that he 
was anxious to restore you to the position which you 
had lest, and that he would seek your father until he 
found him. He did seek, and has found him apparently, 
since he is here now ; and, finally, my friend apprised me 
ef your coming, and gave me a few other instructions 
relative to your future fortune. J am quite aware that 
my friend Wilmore is an original, but he is sincere, and 
as rich as a gold-mine; consequently he may indulge his 
eccentricities without any fear of their ruining him, and 
I have promised to adhere to his instructions. Now, sir, 
pray do not be offended at the question I am about to 
ut to you, as it comes in the way of my duty as your 
patron. I would wish to know if the misfortunes which 
ave happened to you—misfortunes entirely beyond your 
control, and which in no degree diminish my regard 
or you—I would wish to know if they have not, in 
ome measure, contributed to render you a stranger to 
he world in which your fortune and your name entitle 
fyou to make a conspicuous figure ?”’ 

“ Sir,” returned the young man, with a reassurance 
bf manner, “‘ make your mind easy on this score. ‘Those 
jvho took me from my father, and who always intended, 
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sooner or later, to sell me’ again to my original pro- 
prietor, as they have now done, calculated that, in 
order’ to make the most of their bargain, it would be 
politic to leave me in possession of all my personal and 
hereditary worth, and even to increase the value if pos- 
sible. I have, therefore, received a very good educa- 
tion; and have been treated by these kidnappers very 
much as the slaves were treated in Asia Minor, whose 
masters made them grammarians, doctors, and philos- 
ophers, in order that they might fetch a higher price in 
the Roman market.” 

Monte-Cristo smiled with satisfaction; it appeared 
as if he had not expected so much from Andrea Caval- 
cant, 

“ Besides,’ continued the young man, “if there did 
appear some defect in education, or offence against the 
established forms of etiquette, I suppose they would. 
be excused in consideration of the misfortunes which 
accompanied my birth and followed me through my’ 
youth.” 

“Well,” said Monte-Cristo in an indifferent tone, “ you. 
will do as you please, count, for you are the master of. 
your own actions, and are the person most concerned | 
in the matter; but if I were you, I would not divulge: 
a word of all these adventures. Your history is quite» 
a romance, and the world, which delights in romances: 
contained in two covers of yellow paper, strangely mis- : 
trusts those which are bound in living parchment, even. 
though they be gilded like yourself. This is the kind| 
of difficulty which I wished to represent to you, M. le: 
Comte. You would hardly have recited your touching his- - 
tory than it would go forth to the world, and be deemed| 
unlikely and unnatural. You would be no longer a lost: 
child found, but you would be looked upon as an up-- 
start who had sprung up like a mushroom in the night. 
You might excite a little curiosity, but it is not every: 
one who likes to be made the centre of observation and. 
the subject of unpleasant remark.’ 

‘Lagree with you, M. le Comte,” said the young man, 
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turning pale, and, in spite of himself, trembling beneath 
the scrutinizing look of his companion, ‘‘ such con- 
sequences would be extremely unpleasant.” 

“‘ Nevertheless, you must not exaggerate the evil,” 
said Monte-Cristo, “or, by endeavouring to avoid one 
fault, you will fall into another. You must resolve 
upon one simple and single line. of conduct; and, for 
a man of your intelligence, this plan is as easy as it 
is necessary. You must form honourable friendships, 
and by that means counteract the prejudice which may 
attach to the obscurity, of your former life.” 
~ Andrea visibly changed countenance. 

““T would offer myself as your surety and friendly 
dviser,’’ said Monte-Cristo, ‘‘ did I not possess a moral 
istrust of my best friends, and a sort of inclination to 
ead others to doubt them too; therefore, in departing 
rom this rule, I should (as the actors say) be playing 
a part quite out of my line, and should therefore run 
he risk of being hissed, which would be an act of folly.” 

“ However, M. le Comte,’ said Andrea, ‘‘ in considera- 
ion of Lord Wilmore, by whom I was recommended to 
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“Yes, certainly,” interrupted Monte-Cristo; ‘but 
ord Wilmore did not omit to inform me, my dear M. 
Andrea, that the season of your youth was rather a 
tormy one. Ah!” said the count, watching Andrea’s 
ountenance, “I do not demand any confession from 
ou; it is precisely to avoid that necessity that your 
father was sent for from Lucca. You shall soon see 
im: he isa little stiff and pompous in his manner, and 
e is disfigured by his uniform; but when it becomes 
nown that he is in the Austrian service, all that will 
e pardoned. We are not generally very severe with 
he Austrians. In short, you will find your father a 
ery presentable person, I assure you.” 
““Ah, sir, you have given me confidence. It is so 
ong since we were separated that I have not the least 
remembrance of him; and, besides, you know that in 
the eyes of the world a large fortune covers all defects.” 
Il. 3 
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“He is a millionaire ; his income is 500,000 francs.” 

“Then,” said the young man, with anxiety, ‘I shall 
be sure to be placed in an agreeable position ?”’ 

“One of the most agreeable possible, my dear sir; he 
will allow you an income of 50,000 livres per annum 
during the whole time of your stay in Paris.” 

“Then, in that case, I shall always choose to remain 
there, ’’ 

“You cannot control circumstances, my dear sir; 
“man proposes, and God disposes,’ ”’ 

Andrea sighed. 

“ But,” said he, ‘‘so long as I do remain in Paris, and 
nothing forces me to quit it, do you mean to tell me that 
I may rely on receiving the sum you just now mentioned. 
to me?” 

“ You may.” 

“Shall I receive it from my father ?”’ asked Andrea, 
with some uneasiness. 

“Yes, you will receive it from your father personally, 
but Lord Wilmore will be the security for the money. 
He has, at the request of your father, opened an account 
of 5,000 francs a month at M. Danglars’s, which 1s one of 
the safest banks in Paris,’’ 

“ And does my father mean to remain long in Paris ?” 
asked Andrea. | 

“Qnly a few days,’ replied Monte-Cristo. “‘ His 
service does not allow him to absent himseli more than 
two or three weeks together,” 

“ Ab, my dear father !’’ exclaimed Andrea, eyidently 
charmed with the idea of his speedy departure, 

“ Therefore,” said Monte-Cristo, feigning to mistake 
his meaning—“ therefore I will not for another instant 
retard the pleasure of your meeting. Are you pre- 
pared to embrace your worthy father ?” 

“T hope you do not doubt it.” 

“Go, then, into the drawing-room, my young friend, 
where you will find your father awaiting you.” 

Andrea, made a low bow to the count, and entered 
the adjoiming room. 


THE COUNT. OF MONTE-CRISTO. gi 


Monte-Cristo' watched him till he disappeared, and 
then touched a spring made to look ikea picture, which, 
in sliding partially from the frame, discovered. to view 
a small interstice, which was so cleverly contrived that 
it revealed all that was passing in the drawing-room now 
occupied by Cavalcanti and Andrea, 
fhe young man closed the door behind him, and 
advanced towards the major, who had risen when. he 
heard steps approaching him. 

‘SAh, my dear father !’’ said Andrea, in a loud voice, 
im order that the count might hear him in: the next 
room, ‘is it really. you ?” 
|“ Howdo you do, my dear'son ?”’ said the major gravely. 
»< After so many years of) painful. separation,” said 
ndrea, in the same tone of voice, and: glancing. to- 
ards the door, “ what a happiness it is to meet again! ”’ 
“Indeed it is, after so long a separation.” 

“Will you not embrace me, sir?’ said Andrea. 

“Tf you wish it, my son,’ said the major; and the 
wo'men embraced each other after the fashion of actors 
on the stage—that is to say, each rested his head on the 
ther’s shoulder. 

“Then we are once more reunited ?’’ said Andrea, 

“Once more!” replied the major. 

“Never more to be separated ?”’ 

“Why, as to that, I think, my dear son, you must be 
»y this time so accustomed to France as to look upon it 
most as a second country,.”’ 

‘The fact, is,’ said the young man, “‘ that I should 
ve exceedingly grieved to leave it.” 

‘(As for me, you must know I cannot possibly live 
ut of Lucca, therefore I shall return to Italy as soon 
s I'can.” 

‘But before you leave France, my dear father, I hope 
ou will put me in possession of the documents which 
ill be necessary to prove my descent.” 

“ Certainly ; I am come expressly on that account. 
lias cost me much trouble to find you, but I had 
esolved on giving them into your hands; and if I had 
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to recommence my search, it would occupy all the fey 
remaining years of my life.” 

‘““Where are these papers, then ?” 

‘““ Here they are.” | 

Andrea seized the certificate of his father’s marriag¢ 
and his own baptismal register, and after having openee 
them with all the eagerness which might be expectee 
under the circumstances, he read them with a facility 
which proved that he was accustomed to similar docw 
ments, and with an expression which plainly denotee 
an unusual interest in the contents. When he hae 
perused the documents, an indefinable expression 
pleasure lighted up his countenance, and looking at thi 
major with a most peculiar smile, he said, in very ex 
cellent Tuscan,— 

“Then there is no longer any such thing in Italy a 
being condemned to the galleys ?”’ 

The major drew himself up to his full height. 

“Why ? what do you mean by that question ?” 

“T mean that if there were, 1t would be impossible t! 
draw up with impunity two such deeds as these. [ 
France, my dear sir, half such a piece of effronter- 
as that would cause you to be quickly dispatched tt 
Toulon for five years, for change of air.” 

“Will you be good enough to explain your meaning ? ' 
said the major, endeavouring as much as possible tt 
assume an air of the greatest majesty. 

“My dear M. Cavalcanti,” said Andrea, taking the 
major by the arm in a confidential manner, ‘‘ how muc: 
are you paid for being my father ?”’ 

The major was about to speak, when Andrea con 
tinued in a low voice,— 

“Nonsense! I am going to set you an example c 
confidence. They give me 50,000 francs a year to b 
your son; consequently, you can understand that it 3 
not at all likely I shall ever deny my parent.” 

The major looked anxiously around him. 

‘“ Make yourself easy ; we are quite alone,’’ said Andreas 
“besides, we are conversing in Italian.’ 


THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO. 93 


“Well, then,” replied the major, “they paid me 
0,000 francs down.” 

““ Monsieur Cavalcanti,” said Andrea, ‘‘ do you believe 
in fairy tales 2” 

‘“I used not to do so, but I really feel now almost 
bliged to have faith in them.” 

“ You have, then, been induced to alter your opinion ; 
ou have had some proofs of their truth ? ”’ 

The major drew from his pocket a handful of gold. 

“Most palpable proofs,’’ said he, “as you may per- 
eive.” 

“You think, then, that I may rely on the count’s 
romises ?”’ 

Certainly 1 do.” 

“You are sure he will keep his word with me ?”’ 

“To the letter; but, at the same time, remember 
e must continue to play our respective parts—I as a 
ender father——” 

“And I as a dutiful son, as they choose that I shall 
e descended from you.” 

“ Who do you mean by ‘ they’ ?”’ 

“Ma foi! I can hardly tell, but I was alluding to 
hose who wrote the letter; you received one, did you 
NOt? 5 
ing Yes.’”’ 

“From whom ?” 

“From a certain Abbé Busoni.” 
“ Have you any knowledge of him ?” 
“No; I have never seen him.” 
“What did he say in the letter ?” 
“You will promise not to betray me ?”’ 
“ Rest assured of that; you well know that our in- 
rerests are the same.” 
“Then read for. yourself;’’? and the major gave a 
etter into the young man’s hand. 
Andrea read in a low voice :— 


’ 


“You are poor; a miserable old age awaits you. 
Would you like to become rich, or at least independent ? 
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Set out immediately for Paris, and demand of the Count 
of Monte-Cristo, Avenue des Champs-Elysées, No. 30; 
the son whom you had by the Marquise Corsinari, and 
who was taken from you at five years of age. This son 
is named Andrea Cavalcanti. In order that you may 
not doubt the kind intention of the writer of this letter, 
you will find enclosed an order for 2,400 francs, payable 
in Florence at the house of M. Gozzi, also a letter of 
introduction to M. le Comte de Monte-Cristo, on whom 
I give you a draft for 48,000 francs. Remember to go 
to the count on the 26th of May, at seven o’clock in the 
evening. (Signed) ‘ABBE BUSONI.” 


“Tt is the same.” 

“What do you mean ?” said the major. 

“T was going to say that I received a letter almost to 
the same effect.” 

abou ne 

‘cc Ves.’’ 

“From the Abbé Busoni ? ” 

ce No.” 

“From whom, then ?” 

“From an Englishman called Lord Wilmore, who 
takes the name of Sinbad the Sailor.” 

“And of whom you have no more knowledge than I 
of the Abbé Busoni ?” 

“You are mistaken. There I am in advance of you.” 

“You have seen him, then ?”’ 

“Yes, once.” 

“Where.” 

“Ah, that is just what I cannot tell you; if I did, 
I should make you as wise as myself, which it is not 
my intention to do.” 

“ And what did the letter contain ?”’ 

wivead it,” 


“You are poor, and your future prospects are dark 
and gloomy. Do you wish for a name? Should you 
like to be rich, and your own master ?” 
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“ Ma foi /”’ said the young man, “‘ was it possible there 
could be two answers to such a question ?.”’ 


“Take the post-chaise which you will find waiting at 
the Porte de Génés, as you enter Nice; pass through 
Turin, Chambéry, and Pont-de-Beauvoisin. Go to the 
Count of Monte-Cristo, Avenue des Champs-Elysées, on 
the 26th of May, at seven o’clock in the evening, and 
demand of him your father. You are the son of the 
Marquis Cavalcanti and the Marquise Oliva Corsinari. 
The marquis will give you some papers which will certify 
this fact, and authorize you to appear under that name 
in the Parisian world. As to your rank, an annual 
mcome of 50,000 livres will enable you to support it 
admirably. I enclose a draft for 5,000 livres, payable 
on M. Ferrea, banker at Nice, and also a letter of intro- 
duction to the Count of Monte-Cristo, whom I have 
directed to supply all your wants. 

‘CSINBAD ‘THE SAILOR.” 


“Humph !”’ said the major; “very good! You have 
seen the count, you say ?” 

“T have only just left him.” 

“And has he conformed to all which the letter speci- 
fied >?” 

ite has.” 

“Do you understand it ? ” 

“Not in the least.” 

“ There is a dupe somewhere.”’ 

“ At all events, it is neither you nor I.” 

“ Certainly not.” 

“ Well, then iY 

“Why, it does not much concern us; do you think 
it does ?” 

“No! I agree with you there; we must play the 
game to the end, and consent to be blindfold.” 

“Ah, you shall see ; I promise you I will sustam my 
part to admiration.” 

‘‘T never once doubted your doing so.” 
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Monte-Cristo chose this moment for re-entering the 
drawing-room. On hearing the sound of his footsteps, 
the two men threw themselves into each other’s arms ; 
and in the midst of this embrace the count entered. 

‘Well, marquis,’ said Monte-Cristo, “ you appear to 
be in no way disappointed in the son whom your good 
fortune has restored to you.” 

“Ah, M. le Comte, I am overwhelmed with delight.”’ 

“And what are your feelings ?’’ said Monte-Cristo, 
turning to the young man. 

‘“ As for me, my heart is overflowing with happiness.” 

‘Happy father! happy son!” said the count. 

“There is only one thing which grieves me,’ observed 
the major, “and that is the necessity there is for my 
leaving Paris so soon.” 

“Ah, my dear M. Cavalcanti, I trust you will not 
leave before I have had the honour of presenting you 
to some of my friends.” 

“Tam. at your service, sir,’”’ replied the major. 

“Now, sir,” said Monte-Cristo, addressing Andrea, 
‘““make your confession.” 

“To whom ?” 

“Tell M. Cavalcanti something of the state of your 
finances.” 

“Ma for! M. le Comte, you have touched upon a’ 
tender chord.” 

“Do you hear what he says, major ?”’ 

“Certainly I do.” 

“ But do you understand ?”’ 

ims if Coe” 

“Your son says he requires money.” 

“Well, what would you have me do?” said the 
major. 

“You should furnish him with some, of course,” 
replied Monte-Cristo, 

ins i ? ”) 

“Yes, you,” said the count, at the same time advan- 
cing towards Andrea and slipping a packet of bank-notes ; 
into the young man’s hand. 
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“ Whatiis this,? ”’ 

“Tt is from your father.” 

“ From my father ?” 

“Yes, Did you not tell him just now that you wanted 
money ? , Well, then, he deputes me to give you this.” 

“Am I to consider this as part of my income on 
account 2’ 

‘No; it is for the first expenses of your settling in Paris.”’ 

‘“ Ah, how good my dear father is !.” 

“Silence !”’ said Monte-Cristo;.“‘ he does not wish you 
to know that it comes from him.” 

“I fully appreciate his delicacy,’”’ said Andrea, cram- 
ming the notes hastily into his pocket. 

“And now, gentlemen, I wish you good-morning,”’ 
said Monte-Cristo. 

“And when shall we have the honour of seeing you 
again, M. le Comte ?”’ asked Cavalcanti. 

“Ah!” said Andrea, “when may we hope for that 
pleasure ?.”’ 

“On Saturday, if you, will—yes—let me see— 
Saturday, I am to dine at my country house at Au- 
teuil on that day, Rue la Fontaine, No. 28. Several 
persons are invited, and, amongst, others, M. Danglars, 
your banker. I will introduce you to him, for it will 
be necessary he should know you, as he is to pay your 
money,” 

“Full dress ?”’ said the major, half aloud. 

“Oh yes, certainly,” said the count): “ uniform, cross, 
eter? 

“And how shall I be dressed ? ’’ demanded Andrea. 

“Oh, very simply: black trousers, polished boots, 
white waistcoat, either a black or blue coat, and a long 
cravat. Go to Blin or Veronique for your dress, Bap- 
tistin will tell you where they live, if you do not know 
where to address them. The Jess: pretension there is im 
your dress the better will be the effect, as you area 
rich man.» If you mean to buy any horses, get them 
of Devedeux ; and if you purchase a phaeton, go to 
Baptiste for it.” 

iy oe 


, 


98 THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO. 


‘At what hour shall we come?” asked the young 
man. 

‘““ About half-past six.” 

‘We will be with you at that time,” said the major. 

The two Cavalcanti bowed to the count and left the 
house. 

Monte-Cristo went to the window, and saw them 
crossing the street, arm in arm. 

‘“There go two miscreants!” said he. “It is a pity 
they are not really related.’ Then, after an instant of 
gloomy reflection, ‘‘ Come, I will go to see the Morrels,”’ 
said he. ‘I think that disgust is even’ more sickening 
than hatred.” 


CHAPTER: EVIL. 
THE. TRYSTING PLACE, 


Our readers must now allow us to transport them 
again to the enclosure surrounding M. de Villefort’s 
house; and, behind the gate, half screened from view by 
the large chestnut trees which on all sides spread their 
luxuriant branches,’ we shall find some persons of our 
acquaintance. 

This time Maximilian was the first 'to arrive. He was 
intently watching for a shadow to appear amongst the 
trees, and awaiting with anxiety the sound of a light 
step on the gravel walk. At length the long-desired 
sound was heard, and instead of one figure, as he had 
expected, he perceived that two were approaching him. 

The delay had been occasioned by a visit from Madame 
Danglars and Eugénie, which had been prolonged be- 
yond the time at’ which Valentine was expected. That 
she might not appear to fail in her promise to Maxi- 
milian, she proposed to Mademoiselle Danglars that they 
should take a walk in the garden; being anxious to show 
that the delay, which was doubtless a cause of vexation 
to him, was not occasioned by any neglect on her part. 
The young man, with the intuitive perception of a lover, 
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quickly understood the circumstances in which she was 
involuntarily placed, and he was comforted. Besides, 
although she avoided coming within speaking distance, 
Valentine arranged so that, Maximilian could see her 
pass and repass ; and each time she did so, she managed, 
unperceived by her companion, to cast an expressive 
look at the young man, which seemed to say, ‘‘ Have 
patience. You see it is not my fault.” 

And Maximilian was patient, and employed himself 
in mentally contrasting the two girls—one fair, with 
soft, languishing eyes, a figure gracefully bending like a 
weeping willow ; the other a brunette, with a fierce and 
haughty expression, and as upright asa poplar. It is 
unnecessary to state that, in the eyes of the young man, 
Valentine did not suffer by the contrast. In the space 
of about half an hour the ladies retired, and Maximilian 
understood that Mademoiselle Danglars’s visit had at last 
come to' a conclusion. In a few minutes Valentine re- 
entered the garden alone. For fear that any one should 
be observing her return, she walked slowly ; and, instead 
of immediately directing her steps towards the gate, she 
seated herself on a bank, and, carefully casting her eyes 
around to convince herself that she was not watched, she 
presently rose, and proceeded quickly to join Maximilian. 

“ Good-evening, Valentine,” said a well-known voice. 

“ Good-evening, Maximilian ; I know I have kept you 
waiting, but you saw the cause of my delay.” 

“Yes, I recognized Mademoiselle Danglars. I was not 
aware that you were so intimate with her.” 

‘“ Who told you we were intimate, Maximilian ? ”’ 

‘““No one, but you appeared to be so. From the 
manner in which you walked and talked together, one 
would have thought you were two. schoolgirls. telling 
your secrets to each other.” 

‘“We were having a confidential conversation,” re- 
turned Valentine. ‘She was owning to me her repug- 
nance to the marriage with M. de Morcerf; and I, on 
the other hand, was confessing to her how wretched it 
made me to think of marrying M. d’Epinay.”’ 
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‘* Dear Valentine!” 

‘“That will account to you for the unreserved manner 
which you observed between me and Eugénie—as, in 
speaking of the man whom I could not love, my 
thoughts involuntarily reverted to him on whom my 
affections were fixed.” 

“ Ah, how good you are to say so, Valentine! You 
possess a quality which can never belong to Mademoi- 
selle Danglars: it is that indefinable charm which is 
to a woman what perfume is to the flower and flavour 
to the fruit; for the beauty of either is not the only 
quality we seek.” 

“It is your love which makes you look upon every- 
thing in that hight.” 

“No, Valentine, I assure you such is not the case. 
I was observing you both when you were walking in the 
garden, and, on my honour, without at all wishing to 
depreciate the beauty of Mademoiselle Danglars, I cannot 
understand how any man can really love her.” 

“The fact is, Maximilian, that I was there, and my 
presence had the effect of rendering you unjust in your 
comparison.” 

“No; but tell me—it is a question of simple curiosity, 
and which was suggested by certain ideas passing in my 
mind relative to Mademoiselle Danglars 2 

“T dare say it is something disparaging which you are 
going to say. It only proves how little indulgence we 
may expect from your sex,” interrupted Valentine. 

“ You cannot, at least, deny that you are very harsh 
judges of each other.” 

“Tf we are so, it is because we generaily judge under the 
influence of excitement. But return to your question.”’ 

“Does Mademoiselle Danglars object to this marriage 
with M. de Morcerf on account of loving another ?” 

“T told you I was not on terms’ of strict intimacy 
with Eugénie.”’ 

“ Yes, but girls tell each other secrets without being 
particularly intimate. Own now that you did question 
her on the subject. Ah, I see you are smiling.” 
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“If you are already aware of the conversation that 
passed, the wooden partition which interposed between 
us and you has proved but.a slight security.” 

“Come, what did she say ? ” 

‘She told me that she loved no one,” said Valentine ; 
“that she disliked the idea of being married ; that she 
would infinitely prefer leading an: independent:and un- 
fettered life; and that she almost wished her father 
might lose his fortune, that she might become an artist, 
like her friend, Mademoiselle Louise d’Armilly.” 

» Ah, you see——” 

“Well, what does that’ prove ?”’ asked Valentine. 

“ Nothing,” replied Maximilian. 

“ Then why did you smile ?:” 

‘“ Why, you yourself had your eyes fixed on me.” 

“ Do you wish me to go 2?” 

“Ah, no, no!:> But do not let us lose time. You are 
the subject on which I would wish to speak.” 

“True, we must be quick, for we have scarcely ten 
minutes more to pass together.” 

“ Ma fot!’ said Maximilian, in consternation. 

“Yes, you are right; Iam but a poor friend to you. 
What a life I cause you to lead, poor Maximilian, you 
who are so formed for happiness! I bitterly reproach 
myself, I assure you.” 

“Well, what does it signify, Valentine, so long as I 
am satisfied, and feel that even this long and painful 
suspense is amply repaid by five minutes of your society, 
or two words from your mouth? And I have also a 
deep conviction that Heaven would not have created 
two hearts, harmonizing as ours do, and restored us to 
each other almost miraculously, at last to separate us.” 

‘Thank you for your kind and cheering words. You 
must hope for us both, Maximilian, for I am almost 
incapable of realizing the feeling.” 

“ But why must you leave me so soon ?”’ 

‘T do not know particulars. I can only tell you that 
Madame de Villefort sent to request my presence, as she 
had a communication to make on which a part of my 
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fortune depended.» Let them take my fortune—I am 
already too rich—and perhaps when they have taken 
it they will leave me im: peace and quietness. You 
would love me as much if I were poor, would you not, 
Maximilian ?” 

‘Oh, I shall always love you. What should I care 
for either riches or poverty, if my Valentine was near 
meé, and I felt certain that no one could deprive me of 
her? But do you not fear that this communication 
may relate to your marriage ?”’ 

‘I do not think that is the case.” 

‘“ However it may be, Valentine, I protest to you that 
T will never love another,” 

“ And do you think it makes me happy to hear such 
a protestation ?”’ 

‘Pardon me, I did not mean to grieve you.” 

“But I was going to tell youcthat I met M. de Morcerf 
the other day.” 

Well 2.” 

“Monsieur Franz is his friend, you know.” 

“ What then ?”’ 

‘‘ Monsieur de Morcerf has received a letter from Franz, 
announcing his immediate return.” 

Valentine turned pale, and leaned against the gate for 
support. 

“Can it really be true, and is that why Madame de 
Villefort has sent for me? No, that cannot be the case, 
for the communication would not be likely to come 
through her instrumentality.” 

“Why not 2? | 

“ Because—I scarcely know why-+-but it has ap- 
peared as if Madame de Villefort secretly objected to 
the marriage, although she did not choose openly to 
oppose it.” 

“Is itso? Then I feel as if I could adore Madame 
de Villefort.”’ 

_“ Do not be im such a hurry to do that,’ said Valen- 
tine, with a sad smile. 

“ If she objects to your marrying M..d’Epinay, she 
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would be all the more: likely to listen to any other 
proposition.” 

“No, Maximilian, it is not suitors to which Madame 
de Villefort objects ; it is marriage itself.” 

‘Marnage! If she dislikes that so much, why did 
she ever marry herself ?” 

‘You do not understand me; Maximilian. |About 
a year ago I talked of retiring to a convent. Madame 
de Viilefort, in spite of all the remarks which she con- 
sidered it her duty to make; secretly approved of the 
proposition. My father consented to it at her instiga- 
tion, and it was only on account of my poor grandfather 
that I finally abandoned the project... You can form no 
idea of the expression of that old man’s éye when he 
looks at me, the only person in the world whom he 
loves, and, I had almost said, by whom he is beloved 
in return, When he learned my resolution, I shall never 
forget the reproachful look which he cast on me, and 
the tears of utter despair which chased each other down 
his lifeless cheeks.’ Ah, Maximihan, I experienced at 
that moment such remorse for my intention, that, 
throwing myself at his feet, I exclaimed, ‘ Forgive me, 
pray forgive me, my dear grandfather; they may do 
what they will with me, I will never leave you.’ When 
I had ceased speaking, he thankfully raised his eyes to 
heaven, but without uttering a word. Ah, Maximilian, 
I may have much to suffer, but I feel as af my grand- 
father’s look at that moment would more than ‘com: 
pensate for all.” 

“Dear Valentine, you are a perfect angel, and I am 
sure Ido not know what I can have done to merit your 
being revealed to me. But tell me, what interest Madame 
de Villefort can have in your remaining unmarried?” | 

“Did I not tell you just now that I was rich, Maxi- 
milian—too rich ? I possess nearly 50,000 livres in right 
of my mother; my grandfather and my grandmother, 
the Marquis and Marquise de Saint-Méran, will leave 
me as much more; and M. Noirtier evidently intends 
making me his heir. My brother Edward, who inherits 
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nothing from his mother, will therefore be poor in com- 
parison with me. Now, if I had taken the veil, all this 
fortune’ would have descended to my father, and, in 
reversion, to his son.” 

“Ah, how strange it seems that such a young and 
beautiful woman should be so avaricious !”’ 

‘“Tt is not for herself that she is so, but for her son ; 
and what you regard as a vice becomes almost a virtue 
when looked at in the light of maternal love.” 

“ But could you not compromise matters, and give up 
a portion of your fortune to her son ?”’ 

‘“ How could I make such a proposition, especially to 
a woman who always professes to be so entirely dis- 
interested ?” 

‘Valentine, I have always regarded our love in the 
light of something sacred ; consequently, I have covered 
it with the veil of respect, and hid it in the inmost re- 
cesses of my soul; no human being, not even my sister, 
is aware of its existence. Valentine, will you permit me 
to make a confidant of a friend, and reveal to him the 
love I bear you ? ” 

Valentine started. 

“A friend, Maximilian ? and who is this friend >? 1f 
tremble to give my permission.” 

“Listen, Valentine.| Have you never: experienced for 
any one that sudden and irresistible sympathy which 
made you feel as if the object of it had been your old 
and familiar friend, though in reality it was the first 
time you had ever met ? Nay, further, have you never 
endeavoured to recall the time, place, and circumstances 
of your former intercourse; and failing in this attempt, 
have almost believed that your spirits must have held 
converse with each other in some state of being anterior 
to the present, and that you are only now occupied in 
a reminiscence of the past ?”’ 

<¢ Yes.” 

‘ Well, that is precisely the feeling which I experienced 
when I first saw that extraordinary man.” 

“ Extraordinary, did you say >?” 
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irWes.'s 

“You have known him for some time, then ?” 

““ Scarcely longer than eight or ten days.” 

‘“And do you call aman your friend whom you have 
only known for eight or ten days ? Ah, Maximilian, I 
had hoped you set a higher value on the title of friend.” 

‘“ Your logic is most powerful, Valentine ; but say what 
you will, I can never renounce the sentiment which has 
instinctively taken possession of my mind. I feel as if 
it was ordained that this man should be associated with 
all the good which the future may have in store for me. 
And sometimes it really seems as if his eye was able to 
see what was to come, and his hand endowed with the 
power of directing events according to his own will.” 

“He must be a prophet, then,’ said Valentine, smiling. 

“Indeed,” said Maximilian, “I have often been al- 
most tempted to attribute to him the gift of prophecy; 
at all events, he has a wonderful power of foretelling 
any future good.” 

“Ah,” said Valentine, in a mournful tone, “ do let 
me see this man, Maximilian. He may tell me whether 
I shall ever be loved sufficiently to make amends for all 
I have suffered.” 

“My poor girl, you know him already.” 

““T know him ?”’ 

“Yes; it was he who saved the life of your step- 
mother and her son.” 

“ The Count of Monte-Cristo ?” 

“ The same.” 

““ Ah,” cried Valentine, “‘ he is too much the friend of 
Madame de Villefort ever to be mine.” 

‘‘ The friend of Madame de Villefort ! It cannot be. 
Surely, Valentine, you are mistaken ?” 

“No, indeed, I am not; for I assure you his power 
over our household is almost unlimited. Courted by my 
stepmother, who regards him as the epitome of human 
wisdom ; admired by my father, who says he has never 
before heard such sublime ideas so eloquently expressed ; 
idolized by Edward, who, notwithstanding his fear of the 
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count’s large black eyes, runs to meet him the moment 
he arrives, and opens his hand; in-which he is sure to 
find some delightful present ; M. de Monte-Cristo;appears 
to exert a mysterious and almost: uncontrollable influence 
over all the members of our family.’ 

“Tf such be the case, my dear Valentine, you must 
yourself have felt, or at all events will soon feel, ‘the 
effects of his presence. He meets Albert de Morceri in 
Italy—it is to rescue him from the hands of the banditti; 
he introduces himself to Madame Danglars—it. is, that 
he may give her a royal present ; your stepmother and 
her ‘son pass before his door—it is that his Nubian may 
save them from destruction... This man evidently pos- 
sesses the power of influencing events, both as regards 
men and-things. | I never;saw more simple tastes united 
to greater. magnificence. » His smile is so ‘sweet when 
he addresses me, that I forget it can ever be bitter to 
others. Ah, Valentine, tell me uf he ever looked, on 
you with one of those sweet smiles? If so, depend on 
it you will be happy.” 

“Me!” said: the young girl, ““he never even glances 
at me; on the contrary, if I,accidentally cross his' path, 
he appears rather to avoid me. Ah, he is not generous, 
neither does he possess that supernatural penetration 
which you attribute to him: for if he had, he would 
have perceived that, I was unhappy ; and if he had’been 
generous, seeing me sad and solitary, he would have 
used his influence to my advantage; and;:since,.as you 
say, he resembles the sun, he would have warmed my 
heart with one of his life-giving rays, You,say he/loves 
you, Maximilian; how, do .you know that he does ? 
All would pay deference to an officer like you, with 
a fierce moustache and.a long sabre ;, but, they think 
they may crush:a poor weeping girl with impunity.” 

“Ah, Valentine, I assure you, you are mistaken.” 

“Tf it were otherwise ; if he treated me diplomatically 
—that is to say, like a man who wishes, by some means 
or other, to obtain a footing in the house, so that he may 
ultimately gain the power of dictating to its occupants— 
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e would, if it had been but once, have honoured, me 
mith the smile which you extol so loudiy.. But no, he 
aw that I was unhappy, he understood that I could 
e of no use to him, and therefore paid me no regard 
yhatever. Who knows but that, in order to please 
fadame de Villefort and my father, he may not perse- 
ute me by every means in his power? It is not just 
hat he should despise me thus without any reason for 
o doing. Ah, forgive me,’’ said Valentine, perceiving 
he effect: which her words were producing on: Maxi- 
ailian ; “I have done wrong, for I have given utterance 
o thoughts concerning that man which I did not even 
now existed in my heart. I do not deny the influence 
f which you speak, or that I have not myself, experi- 
need it ; but with me it has been productive. of, evil 
ather than good.” 

“Well, Valentine,” said Morrel, with a sigh, “ we will 
ot discuss the matter further... I will not make a con- 
dant of him.” 

“ Alas!” said Valentine, “‘ I see that I have given you 
ain. lk can only say how sincerely I ask pardon for 
aving gtieved you. But, indeed, I am, not prejudiced 
eyond the power of conviction; tell me what this 
ount of Monte-Cristo has done for you?” 

“T own that your question embarrasses, me, Valen- 
ne, for I cannot say that the count has rendered. me 
ny ostensible service. Still, as 1 have already told you, 
have an’ instinctive affection for him, the source of 
hich I cannot explain to you. Has the sun done any- 
ning for me'?» No; jhe warms me with his rays, and 
is by his light that I see you--nothing more. Has such 
nd such a perfume done anything for me? No;, its 
dour charms one of my senses: that is all I can say 
hen I am asked why I praise it. My friendship for 
im is as strange and unaccountable as his forme. A 
scret voice seems to whisper to. me that there must 
e sotnething more than chance in this unexpected 
-ciprocity of friendship. . In his most simple actions, 
3 well as in his most secret thoughts, I find a‘ relation 
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to my own. You will perhaps smile at me when I tell 
you that ever since I-have known ‘this man I have in- 
voluntarily entertained the idea that all the good for- 
tune which has befallen me originated from him. How- 
ever, I have managed to live thirty years without this 
protection, you will say; but I will endeavour a little 
to illustrate my meaning. He invited me to dine with 
him on Saturday, which was a very natural thing for 
him to do. Well, what have I learnt since ? That your 
mother and M. de Villefort are both coming to. this 
dinner. I shall meet them there, and who knows what 
future advantages may result from the interview ? This 
may appear to you to be no unusual combination of cir- 
cumstances; nevertheless, I perceive some hidden plot 
in the arrangement—something, in fact, more than is 
apparent on a casual view of the subject. I believe that 
this singular man, who appears to fathom the motives 
of every one, has purposely arranged for me to meet 
Monsieur and Madame de Villefort ; and sometimes, I 
confess, I have gone so far as to try to read in his eyes 
whether he was in possession of the secret of our love.” 

“My good friend,” said Valentine, ‘ I should'take you 
for a visionary, and should tremble for your reason, if I 
were always to hear you talk in a strain similar to this. 
Is it possible that you can see anything more than the 
merest chance in this meeting ? | Pray reflect a little. 
My father, who never goes out, has several times been 
on the point of refusing this invitation: Madame de 
Villefort, on the contrary, is burning with the desire of 
seeing this extraordinary nabob in his own house; there- 
fore she has, with great difficulty, prevailed on my father 
to accompany her. No, no; it is as I have said, Maxi- 
milian: there is no one in the world of whom I can 
ask help but yourself and my grandfather, who is little 
better than a corpse.” 

“T see that you are right, logically speaking,” said 
Maximilian; “but the gentle voice which usually has 
such power over me fails to convince me to-day.” 

““T feel the same as regards: yourself,” said Valentine; 
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“and I own that if you have no stronger proof to give 
ness 

‘“‘ [have another,” replied Maximilian, ‘‘ but I fear you 
will deem it even more absurd than the first.” 

“So much the worse,” said Valentine, smiling. 

“ It is, nevertheless, conclusive to my mind. My ten 
years of service have also confirmed my ideas on the 
subject of sudden inspirations; for I have several times 
owed my life to one of those mysterious impulses which 
directed me to move at once either to the right or to the 
left, in order to escape the ball which killed the com- 
rade fighting by my side, whilst it left me unharmed. 

“Dear Maximilian, why not attribute your escape to 
my constant prayers for your safety ? When you are 
away, Ino longer pray for myself, but for you.” 

“ Yes, since you have known me,” said Morrel, smil- 
ing; “but that cannot apply to the time previous to 
our acquaintance, Valentine.” 

“You are very provoking, and will not give me credit 
for anything; but let me hear this second example, 
which you yourself own to be absurd.” 

“Well; look through this opening, and you will see 
the beautiful new horse which I rode here.” 

‘“Ah, what a beautiful creature!’ cried Valentine. 
“Why did you not bring it close to the gate, that I 
might talk to it and pat it ?”’ 

“Tt is, as you say, a very valuable animal,” said 
Maximilian. ‘“ You know that my means are limited, 
and that I am what would be designated a man of 
moderate pretensions. Well, I went to a horse-dealer’s, 
where I saw this magnificent horse, which I have named 
Medea. I asked the price of it. They told me it was 
4,500 francs. I was therefore obliged to give it up, as 
you may imagine; but: I own I went away with rather 
1 heavy heart, for the horse had looked at me affec- 
tionately, had rubbed its head against me, and, when 
[ mounted it, had pranced in the most coquettish way 
imaginable, so that I was altogether fascinated with it. 
That same evening some friends of mine visited me— 
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M. de Chateau-Renaud, M. Debray, and five or six other 
choice spirits whom you do not know even by name. 
They proposed Ja bouwillotte. 1 never play, for Iam not 
rich enough to afford to lose, nor sufficiently poor to 
desire to gain. But 1 was at my own house, you under- 
stand, so there was nothing to be done but to send for 
the cards, which I did. Just as they were sitting down 
to table, M. de Monte-Cristo arrived. He took his seat 
amongst them, they played, and I won; J am almost 
ashamed to say that my gains amounted to 5,000 francs. 
We separated at midnight. I could not defer my pleas- 
ure, so I took a cabriolet and drove to the horse-dealer’s: 
Feverish and excited, I rang at the door. The person 
who opened it must have taken me for a madman, for 
1 rushed at once to the stable. Medea was standing at 
the rack eating her hay. 1 immediately put on the 
saddle and bridle, to which operation she lent herself 
with the best grace possible; then putting the 4,500 
francs into the hands of the astonished dealer, 1 proceeded 
to fulfil my intention of passing the might in riding in 
the Champs-Elysées. As I rode by the count’s house, 
I perceived ai hght in one of the windows, and fancied 
I saw the shadow of his figure moving behind the cur- 
tain. Now, Valentine, I firmly believe that he knew ' 
of my wish to possess ‘this horse, and that he lost ex- 
pressly to give me the means of procuring it.’ 

“My dear Maximilian; you are really too fanciful ; 
you will not love even me long. A man who accustoms 
himself to live in such a world of poetry and imagina- 
tion must find far too little excitement in a common, 
everyday sort of attachment such as ours. But they 
are calling me: Do you hear?” 

‘Ah; Valentine!’ said: Maximilian, “ give me but 
one finger through this opening in the grating, that I 
may have the happiness of kissing it.” 

“ Maximilian, we said we would be to each other as. 
two voices, two shadows.” 

“As youwill, Valentine.” 

‘Shall you be happy if Ido what you wish ?” 
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“Ole yes tv” 

Walentine mounted the bank, and passed not.only her 
finger but her whole hand through the opening. . -Maxi- 
milian uttered a cry of delight, and, springing forward, 
seized the hand extended:towards him, and imprinted on 
it-a fervent’ and impassioned kiss... The little hand was 
then immediately withdrawn, and the young man saw 
Valentine hurrying towards the house, as though she 
were almost terrified at her own sensations. 


CHARTER yw, LVI. 
M. NOIRTIER DE VILLEFORT. 


We will now relate what, was passing in the house of the 
procureur du ror after the departure of Madame Dan- 
glars and her daughter, and during the time of the con- 
versation between Maximilian and Valentine, which we 
have just detailed. 

M. de Villefort entered:his father’s room, followed by 
Madame de- Villefort.. Both of the visitors, after salut- 
ing the old man and. speaking to Barrois, a, faithful 
servant, who had been twenty-five years in his service, 
took thein places on either side of the paralytic. 

M. Noirtier was sitting in an armchair, which moved 
upon castors, in which he;was wheeled into the room 
in the morning, and in the same way drawn out again 
at night. He was placed before a large glass, which re- 
flected the whole apartment, and permitted him to see, 
without any attempt to move (which would have been 
impossible), all who. entered the room, and everything 
which was going on around him. My; Noirtier, although 
almost) as’ immovable and helpless as a. corpse; looked 
at the newcomers with a quick and intelligent expres- 
sion, perceiving at once, by their ceremonious courtesy, 
that they were come on business of an unexpected and 
official, character. Sight and. hearing ‘were the only 
senses remainingy and they appeared left, like two soli- 


E12 THE COUNT OF MONTE+CRISTO. 


tary sparks, to animate the miserable body, which seemed 
fit for nothing but the grave. It was only, however, 
by means of one of these senses that he could reveal 
the thoughts and feelings which still. worked in his 
mind, and the look by which he gave expression to 
his inner life resembled one of those distant lights which 
are sometimes seen in perspective by the benighted 
traveller whilst crossing some cheerless desert, apprising 
him that there is still one human being, who, like him- 
self, is keeping watch amidst the silence and obscurity 
of the night. Noirtier’s hair was long and white, and 
flowed over his shoulders; whilst in his eyes, shaded 
by thick, black lashes, was concentrated, as it often 
happens with any organ which is used to the exclusion 
of the others, all the activity, address, force, and intel- 
ligence which were formerly diffused over his whole 
body. Certainly the movement of the arm, the sound 
of the voice, and the agility of the body were wanting, 
but the speaking eye sufficed for all. He commanded 
with it; it was the medium through which his thanks 
were conveyed. In short, his whole appearance pro- 
duced on the mind the impression of a corpse with living 
eyes, and nothing could be more startling than to ob- 
serve the expression of anger or joy suddenly lighting 
up these organs, while the rest of the rigid and marble- 
like features were utterly deprived of the power of par- 
ticipation. Three persons only could understand this 
language of the poor paralytic—these three were Ville- 
fort, Valentine, and the old servant of whom we have 
already spoken. But as Villefort saw his father but 
seldom, and then only when absolutely obliged, and as 
he never took any pains to please or gratify him when 
he was there, all the old man’s happiness was centred 
in his grand-daughter. Valentine, by means of her love, 
her patience, and her devotion, had learned to read in 
Noirtier’s look all the varied feelings which were passing 
in his mind. To this dumb language, which was so un- 
intelligible to others, she answered by throwing her whole 
soul into the expression of the countenance, and in this 
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manner were the conversations sustained between the 
blooming girl and the helpless invalid, whose body could 
scarcely. be called a living one, but who, nevertheless, 
possessed a fund of knowledge and penetration, united 
with a will as powerful as ever, although clogged by a 
body rendered utterly incapable of obeying its impulses. 
Valentine had resolved this strange problem, and was 
able easily to understand his thoughts, and to convey 
her own in return; and by her untiring and devoted 
assiduity, it was seldom that, in the ordinary transactions 
of everyday life, she failed to anticipate the wishes of 
the living, thinking mind, or the wants of the almost 
inanimate body. As to the servant, he had, as we have 
said, been with his master for five-and-twenty years, 
therefore he knew all his habits, and it was seldom that 
Noirtier found it necessary to ask for anything, so 
prompt was he in administering to all the necessities of 
the invalid. Villefort did not need the help of either 
Valentine or the domestic in order to carry on with his 
father the strange conversation which: he was about to 
begin. As we have said, he perfectly understood the 
old man’s vocabulary; and if he did not use it more 
often, it was only indifference and ennui which _pre- 
vented him from so doing; he therefore allowed Valen- 
tine to go into the garden, sent away Barrois, and after 
having taken a place on the nght hand of his father, 
whilst Madame de Villefort seated herself on the left, 
he addressed him thus :— 

“T trust you will not be displeased, sir, that Valentine 
has not come with us, or that I dismissed Barrois, for 
our conference will be one which could not with pro- 
priety be carried on in the presence of either. Madame 
de Villefort and I have a communication to make to you.” 

Noirtier’s face remained perfectly passive during this 
long preamble; whilst, on the contrary, the eye of 
Villefort was endeavouring to penetrate into the inmost 
recesses of the old man’s heart. 

“‘ This communication,” continued the procureur de roi, 
in that cold and decisive tone which seemed at once to 
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preclude all discussion, “ will, we are sure, meet with 
your approbation.” . 

The eye of the invalid still retained that vacancy of 
expression which prevented his'son from obtaining any 
knowledge of the feelings which were passing in his mind. 
He listened, nothing more. 

“« Sir,’ resumed Villefort, ‘““we are thinking of marry- 
ing Valentine.” 

Had the old man’s face been moulded in wax, it could 
not have shown less emotion at this news than was now 
to be traced there. 

“The marriage will’ take place in less than three 
months,” said Villefort. 

Noirtier’s eye still retained its inanimate: expression. 

Madame de Villefort now took her part in the con- 
versation, and added,— 

“We thought this news would possess an interest for 
you, sir, who have always entertained a great affection 
for Valentine; it therefore only now remains for us to 
tell you the name of the young man for whom she is 
destined. It is one of the most desirable connections 
which could possibly be formed. He possesses fortune, 
a high rank im society, and every personal qualification 
likely to render Valentine supremely happy ; his name 
however, cannot be wholly unknown to you. The per- 
son to whom we allude is M. Franz de Quesnel, Baron 
d’Epinay.” 

During the time his wife was speaking, Villefort had 
narrowly watched the countenance of the old man. 
When Madame de: Villefort pronounced the name of 
Franz, the pupil of M. Noirtier’s eye began to dilate, and 
his eyelids trembled with the same movement as may 
be perceived on the lips ofan individual about to speak, 
and he daried a lightning glance at Madame 'de Ville- 
fort and his son. ‘The procureur du’roi, who knew the 
political hatred which had formerly existed between 
M. Noirtier and the elder d’Epinay, well understood the 
agitation and anger which the announcement had _ pro- 
duced; but, feigning not''to perceive either, he im- 
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aioe resumed the conversation commenced by his 
wife. 

“ Sir,” said-he, “ you are aware that Valentine is about 
to enter her nineteenth year, which renders it important 
that she should lose no time in forming a suitable con- 
nection. Nevertheless, you have not been forgotten in 
our plans, and we have fully ascertained beforehand 
that Valentine’s future husband will consent, not to 
live in this house, for that might mot be, pleasant for 
the young people, but that you-should live with them ; 
so that you and Valentine, who are so attached to each 
other, would not be separated, and you would be able 
to pursue exactly the same course of life which you have 
hitherto done, and thus, instead of losing, you will be 
a gainer by the change, as it will secure to you two 
children instead of one, to watch over and. comfort 
you.” 

Noirtier’s look was furious; it was very evident that 
something desperate was passing in the old man’s ‘mind, 
for the cry of anger and grief rose !to his throat, and not 
being able to find vent in utterance, appeared almost 
to choke him, for his face and lips turned quite purple 
with the struggle. 

Villefort quietly opened :a window, saying, “It is 
very warm, and the heat affects M. Noirtier.” ‘He then 
returned to his place, but did not sit down. 

“This marriage,” added Madame de Villefort, “is 
quite agreeable to the wishes of M. dEpinay and his 
family; besides, he had no relations nearer than an 
uncle and aunt, his mother having died at his. birth, 
and his father having been assassinated in 1815—that 
is to say, when he was but two years old, It naturally 
followed that the child was permitted to choose his own 
pursuits, and he has, therefore, seldom acknowledged 
any other authority but that of his own will,” 

“That assassination was a mysterious affair,” said 
Villefort, ‘and the perpetrators! have’ hitherto escaped 
detection, although suspicion has fallen on the head ot 
more than one person.” 
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Noirtier made such an effort that his lips expanded 
into a smile. 

“Now,” continued Villefort, “those to whom the 
guilt really belongs, by whom the crime was committed, 
on whose heads the justice of man may probably de- 
scend here, and the certain judgment of God hereafter, 
would rejoice in the opportunity thus afforded for 
bestowing such a peace-offering as Valentine on the 
son of him whose life they so ruthlessly destroyed.” 

Noirtier had succeeded in mastering his emotion more 
than could have been deemed possible with such an 
enfeebled and shattered frame. ‘‘ Yes, I understand!’ 
was the reply contained in his look; and this look 
expressed’ a feeling of strong indignation mixed with 
profound contempt. 

Villefort fully understood his father’s meaning, and 
answered by a slight shrug of the shoulders. He then 
motioned to his wife to take leave. 

‘Now, sir,’ said Madame de Villefort, “I must bid 
you farewell. Would you like me to send Edward to 
you for a short time ?”’ 

It had been agreed that the old man should express 
his approbation by closing his eyes, his refusal by wink- 
ing them several times, and if he had some desire or 
feeling to express, he raised them to heaven. If he 
wanted Valentine, he closed the right eye only; and 
if Barrois, the left. 

At Madame de Villefort’s proposition he instantly 
winked his eyes. Provoked by a complete refusal, she 
bit her lip and said, ‘‘ Then, shall I send Valentine to 
you?” 

The old man closed his eyes eagerly, thereby intimating 
that such was his wish. 

_M. and Madame de Villefort bowed and left the room, 
giving orders that Valentine should be summoned to 
her grandfather’s presence, and feeling sure that she 
would have much to do to restore calmness to the per- 
turbed spirit of the invalid. 

Valentine, with a colour still heightened by emotion, 
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entered the room just after her parents had quitted it. 
One look was sufficient to tell her that her grandfather 
was suffering, and that there was much on his mind 
which he was wishing to communicate to her. 

‘Dear grandpapa,” cried she, “'what has happened ? 
They have vexed you, and you are angry ?”’ 

The paralytic closed his eyes in token of assent. 

‘Who has displeased you? Is it my father ?” 

6 INio.?? 

“Madame de Villefort ?” 

46 Nos? 

Las Me ? ” 

The former sign was repeated. 

“Are you displeased with me?” cried Valentine, in 
astonishment. 

M. Noirtier again closed his eyes. 

“ And what have I done, dear grandpapa, that you 
should be angry with me ?”’ cried Valentine. 

There was no answer; and she continued, “I have 
not seen you all day. Has any one been speaking to 
you against me ?”’ 

“Yes,”’ said the old man’s look, with eagerness. 

“Let me think a moment. I do assure you, grand- 


papa—— Ah!—— M. and Madame de Villefort have 
just left this room. Have they not ?” 
ims Yes.”’ 


“And it was they who told you something which 
made you angry? What was it, then? May I go and 
ask them, that I may have the opportunity of making 
my peace with you ?” 

“No! no!” said Noirtier’s look. 

‘“Ah, you frighten me. What can they have said ?”’ 
and she again tried to think what it could be. 

“Ah, I know it!” said she, lowering her voice and 
going close to the old man; ‘‘ they have been speaking of 
my marriage—have they not ?” 

“Yes,” replied the angry look. 

‘I understand; you are displeased at the silence I 
have preserved on the subject. The reason of it was, 
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that they had insisted on my keeping the matter a 
secret, and begged me not to tell you anything of it; 
they did not even acquaint: me with. their intentions, 
and I only discovered them by chance. That is why I 
have been so reserved with you, dear grandpapa. Pray 
forgive me.”’ 

But there was no look calculated to reassure her ; 
all it seemed to say was, “It is not only your reserve 
which afflicts me.” 

“What is it, then?” asked the young girl.‘ Per- 
haps you think I shall abandon you, dear grandpapa, and 
that I shall forget you when I am married!” 

mi Ke 

“They told you, then, that M. d’Epinay consented 
to our all living together ? ” 

aco a 

“Then why are you still vexed and grieved ?” 

The old man’s eyes beamed with an expression. of 
gentle affection. 

“Yes, I understand,” said: Valentine ;. ‘it is because 
you love me.” 

The old man assented. 

“And you are afraid I shall be unhappy ? ”’ 

“SAY e307 

“You do not like M. Franz ?”’ 

The eyes repeated several times, ‘“ No, no, no.” 

“ Then you are vexed at the engagement ? ”’ 

S Yes!’ 

“Well, listen,’ said Valentine, throwing herself on her 
knees, and putting her arm round her grandfather’s neck, 
“TI am vexed too, for I do not love M. Franz d’Epinay.” 

An expression of intense joy illumined the old man’s 
eyes. 

“When I wished to retiré into a convent, you re- 
member how angry you were with me ?”’ 

A tear trembled in the eye of the invalid. 

“Well,” continued Valentine, ‘‘ the reason of my 
proposing it) was that I might escape. this hateful mar- 
riage, which drives me to despair.” 


THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO. 119 


Noirtier’s breathing became thick and short. 

“Then the idea of this marriage really grieves you 
too? Ah, if you couldibut help me—if we could both 
together defeat their plani But you are unable to 
oppose them. You, whose mind is so quick, and whose 
will is so firm, are, nevertheless, as weak and unequal 
to the contest as 1 am myself. Alas! you who would 
have been such a powerful protector to me in the days 
of your health and strength, can now only sympathize 
in my joys and sorrows, without being able to take any 
active part in them. However, this is much, and calls 
for gratitude ; and Heaven daasenot. taken away, all 
my blessings when sit leaves’ me your. sympathy, and 
kindness.’’ 

At these words there appeared in Noirtier’s eyes an 
expression of such,deep méaning that, the young girl 
thought she could read these words there, “‘ You. are 
mistaken); I can still:do much for you.” 

“Do you think you can help me, dear grandpapa ?’’ 
said Valentine. 

“Yes.” Noirtier raised his eyes; it .was.the sign 
agreed on between him and Valentine when he wanted 
anything. ni.od 

“What is it you want, dear grandpapa ?”’ ‘said Val- 
entine, and she endeavoured to recall to mind all the 
things which he would be likely to need; and as the 
ideas presented themselves to her mind, she repeated 
them aloud; but finding that all) her efforts. elicited 
nothing but a constant ‘Wo,’).“‘‘Come,’’; said __ she, 
“since this plan does not answer, I will have recourse to 
another.” She then -gecited all the letters, of, the al- 
phabet from A down ito N. When she arrived at that 
letter, the paralytic made her understand that was. the 
initial letter of the thing which he wanted. 

“Ah,” said Valentine, ‘‘ the thing you desire. begins 
with the letter N; it is with N that we have to do, then. 
Well, let me see what can you want which begins, with 
N? aNa.....,.Ne;:..;... Niblids,.dNeed. Bi 

“Yes, yes, yes,’ said the old man’s eye. 
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“ Ah, it is No, then ?” 

Yes? 

Valentine fetched a dictionary, which she placed on 
a desk before Noirtier ; she opened it, and seeing that the 
old man’s eye was thoroughly fixed on its pages, she 
ran her finger quickly up and down the columns. Dur- 
ing the six years which had passed since Noirtier first fell 
into this sad state, Valentine’s powers of invention had 
been too often put to the test not to render her expert 
in devising expedients for gaining a knowledge of his 
wishes, and the constant practice had so perfected her 
in the art that she guessed the old man’s meaning as 
quickly as if he himself had been able to seek for what 
he wanted. At the word Notary, Noirtier made a sign 
to her to stop. 

“Notary,” said she. “Do you want a notary, dear 
grandpapa ?”’ 

The old man again signified that it was a notary he 
desired. 

“You would wish a notary to be sent for, then ?” 
said Valentine. 

EV Eso! 

“Shall my father be informed of your wish ?”’ 

Ves?’ 

“Do you wish the notary should be sent for im- 
mediately ?”’ 

FaVeS, 4 

“Then they shall go for him directly, dear grand- 
papa. Is that all you want ?” 

SEY ES79 

Valentine rang the bell, and ordered the servant to 
tell Monsieur or Madame de Villefort that they were 
requested to come to M. Noirtier’s room. 

: a you satisfied now ?”’ inquired Valentine. 

es. 

“Tam sure you are. It is not very difficult to dis. 
cover that ;’’ and the young girl smiled on her grand- 
father as if he had been a child. 

M. de Villefort entered, followed by Barrois. 
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“What do you want me for, sir ?”’ demanded he of 
the paralytic. 

“Sir,” said Valentine, ““my grandfather wishes for a 
notary.” 

At this strange and unexpected demand M. de Ville- 
fort and his father exchanged looks. 

“Yes,” motioned the latter, with a firmness which 
seemed to declare that with the help of Valentine and 
his old servant, who both knew what his wishes were, 
he was quite prepared to maintain the contest. 

“Do you wish for a notary ?”’ asked Villefort. 

‘SYese 

“What to do ?””’ 

Noirtier made no answer. 

“What do you want with a notary ?”’ again repeated 
Villefort. 

The invalid’s eye remained fixed, by which expression 
he intended to intimate that his resolution was unalter- 
able. 

“Ts it to do us some ill:turn ? Do you think it is 
worth while ?”’ said Villefort. 

“Still,” said Barrois, with the freedom: and _ fidelity 
of an old servant, “if M. Noirtier asks for a notary, I 
suppose he really wishes for a notary, therefore I shall 
go at once and fetch one.” Barrois acknowledged no 
master but Noirtier, and never allowed his desires in 
any way to be contradicted. 

‘Yes, I do want a notary,” motioned the old man, 
shutting his eyes with a look of defiance, which seemed 
to say, ‘‘ and I should like to see the person who dares 
to refuse my request.” 

“You shall have a notary, as you absolutely wish for 
one, sir,’ said Villefort; “but I shall explain to him 
your state of health, and make excuses for you, for the 
scene cannot fail of being a most ridiculous one.” 

‘“Never mind that,” said Barrois; ‘I shall go and 
fetch a notary nevertheless ;’’ and the old servant de- 
parted triumphantly on his mission. 
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CHAPTER Lie. 
THE WILL. 


As soon as Barrois had left the room, Noirtier looked 
at Valentine with that peculiar expression which con- 
veyed so much deep meaning. The young girl perfectly 
anderstood the look, and so did Villefort, for his coun- 
tenance became clouded, and he knitted his brows 
angrily. He took a seat, and quietly awaited the ar- 
rival of the notary. 

Noirtier saw him seat himself with an appearance of 
perfect indifference, at the same time giving a side look 
at Valentine, which made her understand that she also 
was to remain in the room. Three-quarters of an hour 
after, Barrois returned, bringing the notary with him. 

“ Sir,’ said Villefort, after the first salutations were 
over, “you were sent for by M. Noirtier, whom you 
see here. All his limbs have become completely par- 
alyzed ; he has lost his voice also, and we ourselves find 
much trouble in endeavouring to catch some fragments 
of his meaning.” 

Noirtier cast an appealing look on Valentine, which 
look was at once so earnest and imperative that she 
answered immediately,— 

“Sir,” said she, “I perfectly understand my grand- 
father’s meaning at all times.’’ 

“That is quite true,” said Barrois ; “and that is what 
I told the gentleman as we walked along.” 

“Permit me,” said the notary, turning first to Ville- 
fort and then to Valentine—“ permit me to state that 
the case in question is just one of those in which a public 
officer like myself cannot proceed to act without thereby 
mceurring a dangerous responsibility. The first thing 
necessary to render an act’ valid is, that the notary 
should be thoroughly convinced that hé has faithfully 
interpreted the will and wishes of the person dictating 
the act. Now, I cannot be sure of the approbation 
or disapprobation of a client who cannot speak; and 
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as the object of his desire or his repugnance cannot be 
clearly proved to me, on account of his want of speech, 
my services here would be quite useless, and cannot be 
legally exercised.” 

The notary then prepared to rétire. An imper- 
ceptible smile of triumph was expressed on the lips of 
the procureur du roi. 

Noirtier looked at Valentine with an expression so 
full of grief that she arrested the departure of the notary. 

“Sir,” said she, “ the language which I speak with my 
grandfather may be easily learnt ; and I can teach you, 
in a few minutes to understand it almost as well as I 
can myself. Will you tell me what you require, in order 
to set your conscience quite at ease on the subject ? ” 

“In order to render an act valid, I must be certain 
of the approbation or disapprobation of my client. 
Illness of the body would not affect the validity of the 
deed; but sanity of mind is absolutely requisite.” 

“Well, sir, by the help of two signs, with which I 
will acquaint you presently, you may ascertain with 
perfect certainty that my grandfather is still in the full 
possession’ of all his mental faculties. M. Noirtier, 
being deprived of voice and motion, is accustomed to 
convey his meaning by closing his eyes when he wishes 
to signify “ yes,’ and to wink when he means ‘no.’ You 
now know quite enough to enable you to converse with 
M. Noirtiers Try.” 

Noirtier gave Valentine such a look of tenderness and 
eratitude that it'was comprehended even by the notary 
himself. 

‘You have heard and understood what your grand- 
daughter has been ‘saying, sir, have you ?”’ asked the 
notary. 

Noirtier closed his eyes. i 

“And you approve of what she said—that 1s to say, 
you declare that the signs which she mentioned are 
really those by means of which you are accustomed to 
convey your thoughts ?” 

““c Yes.”’ 
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‘Tt was you who sent forme ?”’, 

“ce Yes)’ ? 

“To make your will ?”’ 

hey esa 

“And you do not wish me to go away without ful- 
filling your original intentions ?”’ 

The old man winked violently. 

“Well, sir,” said the young girl, ‘‘ do you understand 
now, and is) your conscience perfectly at rest on the 
subject ?.”’ 

But, before the notary. could answer, Villefort. had 
drawn him aside. 

“Sir,” said he, ‘““do you suppose for a moment that a 
man can sustain a physical shock, such as M. Noirtier has 
received, without any detriment to his mental faculties ?” 

“Tt is not exactly that, sir,” said the notary, “ which 
makes me uneasy, but the difficulty will be in arriving 
at his thoughts and intentions, so as to be able to pro- 
voke his answers.” 

“You must see that, to, be an utter impossibility,”’ 
said. Villefort. 

Valentine and the old man heard this conversation ; 
and Noirtier fixed his eyes so earnestly on Valentine 
that she felt bound to answer to the look. 

“Sir,” said she, “that need not make you uneasy, 
however difficult it. may at first sight appear to be. I 
can discover and explain to you my _ grandfather’s 
thoughts, so as to put an,end_ to, all your doubts and 
fears on the subject. I have now been six years with 
M. Noirtier, and let him tell you if ever once during 
that time he has entertained a thought which he was 
unable to make me understand.” 

“No,” signed the old man. 

“Let us try what we can do, then,’ said the notary. 
“You accept this young lady as your interpreter, M. 
Noirtier 2.” 


“ Well, om what do you require of me, and what 
document is it that you wish to be drawn up ?” 
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Valentine named all the letters of the alphabet. till 
she came to W. At this letter the eloquent eye of 
Noirtier gave her notice that she was to stop. 

“It is very evident that it is the letter W which M. 
Noirtier wants,” said the notary. 

“ Wait,” said Valentine ; and, turning to her grand- 
father, she repeated, ‘(Wa ai. We. co Wie. 2” 

The old man stopped her atthe last syllable. 

Valentine then took the dictionary, and’ the notary 
watched her whilst she turned over the pages. She 
passed her finger slowly down the columns, and when she 
came to the word ‘ Will,” M. Noirtier’s eye bade ‘her 
stop. 

“Will!” cried the notary. “It is very evident’ that 
M. Noirtier is desirous of making his will.” 

“Yes, yes, yes!’ motioned the invalid. 

“ Really, sir, you must allow that this is most ‘ex- 
traordinary,’’. said the astonished notary, turning to 
M. de Villefort. 

“Yes,” said the procureur; “and I think the will 
promises to be yet more extraordinary ; for I cannot see 
how it is to be drawn up without the intervention of 
Valentine, and she may, perhaps, be considered as too 
much interested in its contents to allow of her being a- 
suitable interpreter of the obscure and ill-defined wishes 
of her grandfather.” 

‘No, no, no !”’ replied the eye of the paralytic. 

‘What !’’ said: Villefort, “do you mean to say that 
Valentine is not interested in your will ? ” 

as No.” 

Sir,’ said- the notary, whose interest had been 
greatly excited, and who had resolved on publishing far 
and wide the account of this extraordinary and_ pic- 
turesque scene, “what appeared so impossible to me 
an hour ago has now become quite easy and practicable ; 
and this may be a perfectly valid will, provided it be read 
in the presence of seven witnesses, approved by the 
testator, and sealed by the notary in the presence of 
the witnesses. As to the time, it will certainly occupy 
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rather more than the generality of wills. There are 
certain forms necessary to be gone through, and which 
are always the same. As to the details, the greater part 
will be furnished afterwards, by the state in which we 
find the affairs of the testator, and by yourself, who, 
having had the management of them, can, doubtless, 
give full information on the subject. But, besides ail 
this, in order that the instrument may not be contested, 
I am anxious to give it the greatest possible authenticity, 
therefore one of my colleagues will help me, and, con- 
trary to custom, will assist in the dictation of the testa- 
ment, Are you satisfied, sir?’’ continued the notary, 
addressing the old man. 

“Yes,” looked the invalid, his eye beaming with de- 
light at his meaning being so well understood. 

“What is he going to do?”’ thought Villefort, whose 
position demanded so much reserve, but who was longing 
to know what were the intentions of his father. He 
left the room to give orders for another notary to be 
sent, but Barrois, who had heard all that passed, had 
guessed his master’s wishes, and had already gone to 
fetch one. The procureur du roi then told his wife to 
come up. 

In the course of a quarter of an hour every one had 
assembled in the chamber of the paralytic; the 
second notary had also arrived. A few words sufficed 
for a mutual understanding between the two officers of 
the law. They read to Noirtier the formal copy of a will, 
in order to give him an idea of the terms in which such 
documents are generally couched; then, in order to 
test the capacity of the testator, the first notary said, 
turning towards him,— 

“When an individual makes his will, it is generally 
in favour or in prejudice of some person.”’ 

img Yes2’ 

“Have you an exact idea of the amount of your 
fortune ?”’ 

“9 ¥@825 


‘I will name to you several sums, which will increase 
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by graduation; you will stop me when I reach the one 
representing the amount of your own possessions?” 

ce Yes.’ 

There was a/kind of solemnity in this interrogation. 
Never had the struggle between mind and matter been 
more apparent than now; and if it was not a sublime, 
it was, at least, a curious spectacle. They had formed 
a circle round the invalid; the second notary was sitting 
at a table prepared for writing, and his colleague was 
standing before the testator in the act of interrogating 
him on the subject to which we have alluded. 

“Your fortune exceeds 300,000 francs, does it not ?”’ 
asked he. 

Noirtier made a sign that it did. 

“Do you possess 400,000» francs ?”’ inquired the 
notary. 

Norrtier’s eyes remained ummovable. 

§85Q0,000 fon, 

The same expression continued. 

“ 600,000—700,000—-800,000— 900,000 '?:”” 

Noirtier stopped him at the last-named sum. 

“You are, then, in possession of go0,o000 francs?” 
asked the notary. 

(as Yes.’ 

‘‘ In landed property ?”’ 

“e No.’’ . 

In stoek?”” 

cc Ves,”’ 

“The stock is in your own hands? ”’ 

The look which M. Noirtier cast on Barrois showed 
that there was something wanted which he knew where 
to find. The old servant left the room, and: presently 
returned, bringing with him a small casket. 

“Do you permit us to open this casket ?”’ asked the 
notary. 

Noirtier gave his assent. 

They opeued it, and found 900,000 francs in bank 
scrip. 

The first notary handed over each note as he ¢xam- 
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ined it to his colleague. The total amount was found 
to be as M. Noirtier had stated. 

“Tt is all as he has said; it is very evident that the 
mind still retains its full force and vigour.’ Then, 
turning towards the paralytic, he said, ‘ You possess, 
then, 900,000 francs of capital, which, according to the 
manner in which you have invested it, ought to bring 
in an income of about 40,000 livres ?”’ 

y, Yess 

‘‘To whom do you desire to leave this fortune ?”’ 

“Oh,” said. Madame. de’ Villefort, ‘‘ there is not 
much doubt on that subject. M. Noirtier tenderly 
loves his grand-daughter, Mademoiselle de Villefort. 
It is she who has nursed,and tended him for six years,. 
and has, by her devoted. attention, fully secured the 
affection—I had almost said the gratitude—of her grand-. 
father, and it is but just that she should reap the fruit! 
of her devotion.”’ 

The eye of Noirtier clearly showed by its expression: 
that he was not deceived by the false assent given by, 
Madame de Villefort’s words and manner to the motives: 
which she supposed him to entertain. 

“Ts it, then, to Mademoiselle Valentine de Villefort 
that you leave these goo,ooo francs?’ demanded the 
notary, thinking he had only to insert this clause, but 
waiting first for the assent of Noirtier, which it was 
necessary should be given before all the witnesses of this 
singular scene. 

Valentine, when her name; was made the subject 09 
discussion, had stepped back to escape unpleasant ob» 
servation ; her eyes were cast down, and she was crying? 
The old man looked at her for an instant with an ex: 
pression of the deepest tenderness; then, turning to 
wards the notary, he significantly winked his eyes ir 
token of dissent. 

“What!” said the notary, ‘do you not intend making 
Mademoiselle Valentine de, Villefort your residuary 
legatee ?” ; 1 

ipINog: 
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“You are not’ making any mistake, are you ?” said 
the notary; “‘ you really mean to declare thatiisuch is 
not your intention ? ” 

1 No, eno! 

Valentine raised her head ; she was struck dumb with 
astonishment. It was not so much ‘the conviction that 
she was  disinherited which caused’ her grief, but her 
total inability to account for the feelings: which had 
provoked her grandfather to such an act; but Noirtier 
looked at her with so much affectionate” tenderness 
that she exclaimed,— 

“Oh, grandpapa! J see now that it is only your 
fortune of which you deprive me; you still leave me 
the love which I have always enjoyed.” 

“ Ah; yes, most assuredly!” ‘said the eyes of the 
paralytic, for he closed them with an expression which 
Valentine could not mistake. 

“Thank you ! thank you!’ murmured she. 

The old man’s declaration that Valentine was not the 
destined inheritor of his fortune had excited the hopes 
of Madame de Villefort. She gradually approached the 
invalid, and said,— 

“Then, doubtless, dear M. Noirtier, you intend leav- 
ing’ your fortune to your grandson, Edward de Ville- 
fort 2” 

The winking of the eyes which answered this speech 
was most decided and terrible, and expressed a feeling 
almost amounting to hatred. 

“No!” said the notary; ‘ then,operhaps, litvis=to 
your son, M. de Villefort?” 

“ce No.’ 

The two notaries looked at each other in mute as- 
tonishment and inquiry as to what-were the real inten- 
tions of the testator. Villefort and his wife both blushed 
and changed colour—one from shame, the other from 
anger. 

“What have we all’ done, then, dear grandpapa ?” 
said Valentine ; “ you no longer seem to love any of us.” 

The old man’s eye passed rapidly from Villefort and 
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his wife, and rested on Valentine with a look of unutter- 
able fondness. 

‘Well,’ said she, “if you love me, grandpapa, try 
and bring that love to bear upon your actions at this 
present moment. You know me well enough to be 
quite sure that I have never thought of your fortune ; 
besides, they say I am already rich in right of my mother 
too rich, even. Explain yourself, then.” 

Noirtier fixed his intelligent eyes on Valentine’s hand. 

‘““My hand ?”’ said she. 

ce Wiese * .. 

“Her hand!” exclaimed every one. 

“Ob, gentlemen, you see it is all useless, and that 
my father’s mind is really impaired,” said Villefort, 

“ Ah,” cried Valentine suddenly, “I understand! It 
is my marriage you mean, is it not, dear grandpapa ?”’ 

“Yes, yes, yes,’ signed the paralytic, casting on 
Valentine a look of joyful gratitude for having guessed 
his meaning. 

“You are angry with us all on account of this mar- 
riagé, are you not ?”’ 

Las Yes.’ 

“Really this is too absurd,” said Villefort. 

“Excuse me, sir,’ replied the notary; ‘“‘on the con- 
trary, M. Noirtier’s meaning is quite evident to me, 
and I can quite easily connect the train of ideas passing 
in his mind.” 

“You do not wish me to marry M. Franz d’Epinay ?”’ 
observed Valentine, 

“TI do not wish it,” said the eye of ber grandfather. 

“ And you disinherit your grand-daughter,” continued 
the notary, “‘ because she has contracted an engagement 
contrary to your wishes ?”’ 

ife¥es.?? 

“So that, but for this marriage, she would have been 
your heir ? ”’ 

Scvjest?? 

There was a profound silence. The two notaries were. 
holding a consultation as to the best means of proceeding 
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with the affair; Valentine was looking at her grand- 
father with a smile of intense gratitude, and Villefort 
was biting his lips with vexation, whilst Madame de 
Villefort could not succeed in repressing an) inward 
feeling of joy, which, in spite of herself, appeared! in 
her whole countenance. 

“But,” said Villefort, who was the first to break the 
silence, “I consider that I.am» the best judge of the 
propriety of the marriage m question. I am the only 
person possessing the right to dispose of my daughter’s 
hand, It is my wish that she should marry M. Franz 
d’Epinay ; and she shall marry him !”’ 

Valentine sank weeping into a chair. 

“ Sir,” said the notary, “ how do you intend disposing 
of your fortune in case Mademoiselle de Villefort still 
determines. on marrying M. Franz ?.”’ 

The old man gave no answer. 

“You will, of course, dispose of it in some way or 
Other? 

oe Yes.” : 

“In favour of some member of your family ? ”’ 

“e Nie” 

“Do you intend devoting it to charitable purposes, 
then ?’’ pursued the notary. 

“cc Yes.”’ 

“ But,” said the notary, “ you are aware that the 
law does not allow a son to be entirely deprived of his 
patrimony ?” 

e Yes.’’ 

“You only intend, then, to dispose of that part of 
your fortune which the law allows you to subtract from 
the inheritance of your son ?” 

Noirtier made no answer. 

‘Do you still wish to dispose of all 2” 

(Yes. 

‘ But they will contest the will after your death 2?” 

ce IN (OnE: 

‘‘My father knows me,” replied Villefort. “ He is quite 
sure that his wishes will be held sacred by me; besides, 
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he understands that in my position I cannot plead 
against the poor.” 

The eye of Noirtier beamed with triumph. 

‘“What do you decide on, sir ?’’ asked the notary of 
Villefort. 

“Nothing, sir; it is a resolution which my father has 
taken, and I know he never alters his mind. JI am quite 
resigned. These goo,000 francs will go out of the family 
in order to enrich some hospital; but it is ridiculous 
thus to yield to the caprices of an old man, and | shall, 
therefore, act according to my conscience.”’ 

Having said this Villefort quitted the room with his 
wife, leaving his father at liberty to do as he pleased. 

The same day the will was made, the witnesses were 
brought, it was approved by the old man, sealed in the 
presence of all, and given in charge to M. Deschamps, 
the family notary. 


(ELA EE bere Lox 
THE TELEGRAPH. 


MonstEuR and Madame de Villefort found on their return 
that the Count of Monte-Cristo, who had come to visit 
them in their absence, had been ushered into the drawing- 
room; and was still awaiting them there. Madame de 
Villefort, who had not yet sufficiently recovered from her 
late emotion to allow of her entertaining visitors so im- 
mediately, retired to her bedroom, whilst the procureur 
du roi, who could better depend upon himself, proceeded 
at once to the drawing-room. 

Although M. de Villefort flattered himself that, to all 
outward view, he had completely masked the feelings 
which were passing in his mind, he did not know that 
the cloud was still lowering on his brow, so much so that 
ie count immediately remarked his sombre and thought- 
ul air. 

“Ma foi!” said Monte-Cristo, after the first compli- 
ments were over, “what is the matter with you, M. de 
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Villetort ? Have I arrived at the moment that you 
were drawing up some case of capital indictment ?” 

Villefort tried to smile. 

“No, M. le Comte,” replied M. de Villefort, “I am 
the only victim in this case. It is I who lose my cause; 
and it is ill-luck, obstinacy, and folly which have caused 
it to be decided against me.” 

“To what do you allude?” said Monte-Cristo with 
well-feigned interest. “ Have you really met with some 
great misfortune ?”’ 

“Oh, M. le Comte,” said Villefort, with a bitter smile, 
“it is only a loss of money which I have sustained— 
nothing worth mentioning, I assure you.” 

“True,” said Monte-Cristo, “the loss of a sum of 
money becomes almost immaterial with a fortune such 
as you possess, and a mind raised, as yours is, above 
the common events of life.” 

“Tt is not so much the loss of the money which vexes 
me,”’ said Villefort, “ though, after all, goo,ooo francs are 
worth regretting; but I am the more annoyed with this 
fate, chance, or whatever you please to call the power 
which has destroyed my hopes and my fortune, and 
may blast the prospects of my child also, as it is all 
occasioned by an old man relapsed into second child- 
hood.” 

“What do you say?” said the count; “900,000 
francs! it is indeed a sum which might be regretted 
even by a philosopher. And who is the cause of all this , 
annoyance ?”’ 

“My father, as I told you.” 

“M. Noirtier! but I thought you told me he had 
become entirely paralyzed, and that all his faculties 
were completely destroyed ?”’ : 

‘Yes, his bodily faculties, for he can neither move 
nor speak, nevertheless he thinks, acts, and wills in the 
manner I have described. I left him about five minutes 
ago, and he is now occupied in dictating his will to two 
notaries.” 

“But to do this he must have spoken ?” 
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“He has done better) than that ; he has made: him- 
self understood.” 

“ How was such a thing possible ?”’ 

“ By the help of his’ eyes, which are still full of life, 
and, as you perceive, possess the power of inflicting 
mortal injury.” ve 

‘“My dear,” said Madame de Villefort, who had just 
entered the room, ‘‘ perhaps you exaggerate the evil.” 

‘““ Good-morning, madame,’ said the count, bowing. 

Madame de Villefort acknowledged the salutation with 
one of her most gracious smiles. 

“What is this that M. de Villefort has been telling 
me?” demanded Monte-Cristo, “and what incompre- 
hensible misfortune " 

‘‘ Incomprehensible is not the word)!” interrupted the 
procureur du roi, shrugging his shoulders. “It is an 
old man’s caprice.” 

‘“And is there-no means of making him revoke the 
decision ? ”’ 

“ Yes,’ said: Madame de: Villefort ; ‘‘ and: + is ‘still 
entirely in the power of my husband to cause the will, 
which is now in prejudice of Valentine, to be altered 
in her favour.” . 

The count, who perceived, that M..and Madame de 
_ Villefort were beginning to speak in parables, appeared 
to pay no attention to the conversation, and feigned to 
be busily engaged in watching Edward, who was mis- 
chievously pouring some ink into the bird’s water-glass. 

“My dear,” said Villefort, in answer to his wife, ‘you 
know I have never been accustomed to play the patri- 
arch in my family, nor have'I ever considered that the 
fate of a universe was to be decided by my nod. Never- 
theless it is necessary that my will should be respected 
in my family, and that the folly of an old man and the 
caprice. of a child should not be allowed to overturn a 
project: which J have entertained for so many years. 
The Baron d’Epinay was my friend, as you know, and 
an alliance with his son is the most suitable thing that 
could possibly be arranged.” 
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“Do you think,’ said Madame de Villefort, ‘“ that 
Valentine is in league with him? She has always been 
opposed to this marriage, and I should not be at all 
surprised if what we have just seen and heard is nothing 
but the execution of a plan concerted between them.” 

“ Madame,”’ said Villefort, ‘“‘ believe me, a fortune of 
go0,000 francs is not so easily renounced.” 

“She could, nevertheless, make up her mind to re- 
nounce the world, sir, since it is only about a year ago 
that she herself proposed entering a convent.” 

“Never mind,” replied Vulefort ;.‘‘I say that this 
marriage shall be consummated !”’ 

“ Notwithstanding your father’s wishes to the con- 
trary ?”’ said Madame-de Villefort, selecting a new point 
of attack. ‘‘ That is a serious thing!” 

Monte-Cristo, who pretended not to be listening, heard, 
however, every word that was said. 

“ Madame,” replied Vulefort, “I can truly say that I 
have always entertained a high respect for my father, 
because, to the natural feeling of relationship was added 
the consciousness of his moral superiority. The name of 
father is sacred in two senses—he should be reverenced 
as the author of our being, and as a master whom we 
ought to obey. But under the present circumstances I 
am justified in doubting the wisdom of an old man who, 
because he hated the father, vents his anger on the son. 
It will be ridiculous in me to regulate my conduct by such 
caprices. I shall still continue to preserve this same 
respect towards M. Noirtier. I will suffer, without com- 
plaint, the pecuniary deprivation to which he has sub- 
jected me; but I will remain firm in my determination, 
and the world shall.see which party has reason on his 
side. Consequently I shall marry my daughter to the 
Baron Franz d’Epinay, because I consider it would be 
a proper and eligible match for her to make, and, in 
short, because I choose to bestow my daughter’s hand 
on whomsoever I please.” 

‘“ What!” said the count, the approbation of whose 
eye Villefort had frequently solicited during this speech 
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— ‘what! do you say that M. Noirtier disinherits Ma- 
demoiselle de Villefort because she is going to marry 
M. le Baron'Franz d’Epinay ?”’ 

‘Ves, sir, that is the reason,” said Villefort, shrugging 
his shoulders. 

‘“The apparent reason at least,” said Madame de 
Villefort. 

““ The veal reason, madame, I can assure you; I know 
my father.” 

“ But I want to know in what way M. d’Epinay can 
have displeased your father more than any other person ?”’ 

““T believe I know M. Franz d’Epinay,” said the count. 
“Is he not the son of General de Quesnel, who was 
created Baron d’Epinay by Charles X. ?” 

“The same,” said. Villefort. 

“Well; but he is a charming young man, according: 
to my ideas.” 

“He is; which makes me believe that it is only an: 
excuse of M. Noirtier’s to prevent his grand-daughter’ 
marrying; old men are always so selfish in their affec-: 
tion,” said Madame de Villefort. 

“ But,” said Monte-Cristo, “do you not know any: 
cause for this hatred 2?” 

“Ah, ma fot’! whois to know ?” 

““ Perhaps it is some political difference ?”’ 

““My father and the Baron d’Epinay lived in those: 
stormy times of which I have only seen the last ‘few 
days,” said De Villefort. 

“Was not your father a Bonapartist ?’’? asked Monte- 
Cristo. ‘I think I remember that you told me some- 
thing of that kind.” 

““My father has been a Jacobin more than anythin 
else,” said Viilefort, carried by his emotion beyond the 
bounds of prudence; ‘‘and the senator’s robe, which 
Napoleon cast on his shoulders, only served to disguise 
the old man without in any degree changing him. Wher 
my father conspired, it was not for the emperor, it was 
against the Bourbons; for M: Noirtier possessed this 
peculiarity—he never projected any Utopian schemes 
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which could never be realized, but strove for possibilities, 
and he applied to the realization of these possibilities 
the terrible theories of Montaigne, who never shrank from 
any means which he deemed necessary to their accom- 
plishment.”’ 

‘‘ Well,” said Monte-Cristo, “it is just as I thought; 
it was politics which brought Noirtier and M. d’Epinay 
into personal contact. Although General d’Epinay served 
under Napoleon, did he not still retain Royalist senti- 
ments ? And was he not the person who was assassinated 
one evening on. leaving a Bonapartist meeting to which 
he had been invited on the supposition of his favouring 
the cause of the emperor ?.”’ 

Villefort looked at the count almost with terror. 

‘““Am I mistaken, then ?’’ said Monte-Cristo. 

“No, sir, the facts were precisely what you have 
stated,” said Madame de Villefort; “and it was to pre- 
vent the renewal of old feuds that M. de Villefort formed 
the idea of uniting in the bonds of affection the two chil- 
dren of these inveterate enemies.’ 

“It was a sublime and charitable thought,” said 
Monte-Cristo, “and the whole world should applaud it. 
It would be noble to see Mademoiselle Noirtier de Ville- 
fort assuming the title of Madame Franz d’Epinay.” 

Villefort shuddered, and looked at Monte-Cristo as if 
he wished to read in his countenance the real feelings 
which had dictated the words he had just pronounced. 
But the count completely baffled the penetration of the 
procureur du roi, and prevented him from discovering 
anything beneath the never-varying smile he was so 
constantly in the habit of assuming. 

“ Although,” said Villefort, “it will be a serious thing 
for Valentine to lose the fortune of her grandfather, 
I do not think the marriage will be prevented on that 
account, nor do I believe that M. d’Epinay will be fright- 
ened at this pecuniary loss. He will, perhaps, hold me 
in greater esteem than the money itself, seeing that I 
sacrifice everything in order to keep my word with him. 
Besides, he knows that Valentine is rich in right of her 

II. 4 
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mother, and that she will, in all probability, inherit the: 
fortune of M. and Madame de Saint-Méran, her mother’s; 
parents, who both love her tenderly.” 3 

‘“ And who are fully as well worth loving and tending | 
as M. de Noirtier,’”’ said Madame de Villefort. ‘‘ Besides, 
they are to come to Paris in about a month, and Valen- 
tine, after the affront she has received, need not con- 
sider it necessary to continue to bury herself alive by 
being shut up with M. Noirtier.” 

The count listened with satisfaction to this tale of 
wounded self-love and defeated ambition. 

“But it seems to me,”’ said Monte-Cristo—‘‘ and I must 
begin by asking your pardon for what I am about to 
say—that if M. Noirtier disinherits Mademoiselle de Ville- 
fort on account of her marrying a man whose father he 
detested, he cannot have the same cause of complaint 
against this dear Edward.” 

‘““ True,’ said Madame de Villefort, with an intonation 
of voice which it is impossible to describe; “is it not 
unjust, shamefully unjust ? Poor Edward is as much 
M. Noirtier’s grandchild as Valentine, and yet, if she 
had not been going to marry M. Franz, M. Noirtier 
would have left her all his money; and supposing Valen- 
tine to be disinherited by her grandfather, she will still 
be three times richer than he.” 

The count listened, and said no more. 

“M. le Comte,” said Villefort, ‘we will not entertain 
you any longer with our family misfortunes. It is true 
that my patrimony will go to endow charitable insti- 
tutions, and my father will have deprived me of my 
lawful inheritance without any reason for doing so; but 
{I shall have the satisfaction of knowing that I have acted 
like a man of sense and feeling. M. d’Epinay, to whom 
I. had promised the interest of this sum, shall receive 
it, even if I endure the most cruel privations.” 

‘““ However,” said Madame de Villefort, returning to 
the one idea which incessantly occupied her mind, “ per- 
haps it would be better to represent this unlucky affair 
to M. d’Epinay in order to give him the opportunity of 
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himself renouncing his claim to the hand of Mademoi- 
selle de Villefort.” 

“ Ah, that would be a great pity,” said Villefort. 

“ A great pity !”’ said Monte-Cristo. 

“Undoubtedly,” said Villefort, moderating the tones 
of his voice. ‘“‘A marriage once concerted and then 
broken off throws a sort of discredit on a young lady. 
Then, again, the old reports, which I was so anxious 
to put an end to, will instantly gain ground. No, it 
will all go well. M. d’Epinay, if he is an honour- 
able man, will consider himself more than ever pledged 
to Mademoiselle de Villefort, unless he were actuated 
Ba decided feeling of avarice; but that is impos- 
sible.” 

“ T agree with M. de Villefort,” said Monte-Cristo, fix- 
ing his eyes on Madame de Villefort; “and if I were 
sufficiently intimate with him to allow of giving my 
advice, I would persuade him, since I have been told 
M. d’Epinay is coming back, to settle this affair at once 
beyond all possibility of revocation. I will answer for 
the success of a project which will reflect so much honour 
on M. de Villefort.” 

The procureur du roi rose, delighted with the proposi- 
tion; but his wife shghtly changed colour. 

“ Well, that is all that I wanted, and I will be guided 
by a counsellor such as you are,” said he, extending his 
hand to Monte-Cristo. ‘‘ Therefore let every one here 
look upon what has passed to-day as if it had not hap- 
pened and as though we had never thought of such a 
thing as a change in our original plans.” 

‘« Sir,” said the count, ‘‘ the world, unjust as it is, will 
be pleased with your resolution; your friends will be 
proud of you; and M. d’Epinay, even if he took Made- 
moiselle de Villefort without any dowry, which he will not 
do, would be delighted with the idea of entering a family 
which could make such sacrifices in order to keep a 
promise and fulfil a duty.” 

At the conclusion of these words the count rose to 
depart. - 
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‘Are you going to leave us, M. le Comte?” said 
Madame de Villefort. 

“T am sorry to say I must do so, madame; I only 
came to remind you of your promise for Saturday.” 

‘ Did you fear that we should forget it ?” 

‘“You are very good, madame; but M. de Villefort 
has so many important and urgent occupations.” 

‘“My husband has given his word, sir,’ said Madame 
de Villefort. ‘“ You have just seen him resolve to keep 
it when he has ali to lose, and surely there is more reason 
for his doing so where he has all to gain!” 

“And,” said Villefort, “is it at your house in the 
Champs-Elysées that you receive your visitors ?.’ 

“No,” said Monte-Cristo, ~ which is precisely the 
reason which renders your kindness more meritorious ; 
itis in the country.” 

“In the country >” 

ce Yes,” 

‘““ Where is it, then 2? Near Paris is it not ?”’ 

“Very near; only half a league from the barriers, 
It is at Auteuil.” 

“At Auteuil?” said Villefort. ‘‘ True, Madame de 
Villefort told me you lived at Auteuil, since it was to 
your house that she was taken. And in what part of 
Auteuil do you reside ?”’ 

“ Rue de la Fontaine.” 

“Rue de la Fontaine!’’ exclaimed Villefort, in an 
agitated tone. “ At what number ?” 

{iNo. 28.7 

“Then,” cried Villefort, “‘ was it you who bought 
M. de Saint-Méran’s house ?” 

“ Did it belong to M. de Saint-Méran ?’? demanded 
Monte-Cristo. 

“Yes,” replied Madame de Villefort. ‘“ And, would 
you believe it, M. le Comte z 

“Believe what. ? ” 

“ You think this house pretty, do you not ?”? 

‘“ T think it charming.’ 

“Well, my husband would never live in it.” 
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“ Indeed !”’ returned Monte-Cristo ; ‘“ that is a preju- 
dice on your part, M. de Villefort, for which I am quite 
at a loss to account.” 

‘I do not like Auteuil, sir,’ said the procureur du roi, 
making an evident effort to appear calm. 

“ But I hope you will not carry your antipathy so far 
as to deprive me of the pleasure of your company, sir!” 
said Monte-Cristo. 

“No, M. le Comte—I hope—I assure you I will do 
all I can,’ stammered Villefort. 

“Oh,” said Monte-Cristo, “‘ I allow of no excuse. On 
Saturday, at six o'clock, I shall be expecting you; and 
if you fail to come I shall think—for how do I know 
the contrary ?—that this house, which has remained 
uninhabited for twenty years, must have some gloomy 
tradition or dreadful legend connected with it.” 

“J will come, M. le Comte; I will be sure to come,” 
said Villefort eagerly. 

“Thank you,” said Monte-Cristo.  ‘‘ Now you must 
permit me to take my leave of you.” 

“You said before you were obliged to leave us, M. 
le Comte,” said Madame de Villefort, “and you were 
about to tell us the nature of the engagement which 
was to deprive us of the pleasure of your society, when 
your attention was called to some other subject.” 

“ Indeed, madame!’ said Monte-Cristo, ‘ I scarcely 
know if I dare tell you where I am going.” 

pabBahehs: 

“‘ Well, then, it is to see a thing on which I have some- 
times mused for hours together.”’ 

‘““ What is it 2?” 

‘A telegraph. So now I have told you my secret.” 

“A telegraph!” repeated Madame de Villefort. 

“ Yes, a telegraph. I had often seen one placed at the 
end of a road on a hillock, and in the light of the sun 
its black arms, bending in every direction, always re- 
minded one of the claws of an immense bectle ; and I 
assure you it was never without emotion that I gazed on 
it, for I could not help thinking how wonderful it was 
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that these various signs should be made to cleave the 
air with such precision as to convey to the distance of 
three hundred leagues the ideas and wishes of a man 
sitting at a table at one end of the line to another man — 
similarly placed at the opposite extremity, and all this 
effected by the simple act of volition on the part of the 
individual communicating the intelligence. J began to 
think of genii, sylphs, gnomes—in short, of all the min- 
isters of the occult sciences, until I laughed aloud at the 
freaks of my own imagination. Now, it never occurred 
to me to wish for a nearer inspection of these large in- 
sects, with their long, black claws, for I always feared to 
find under their stone wings some little human genius 
fagged to death with cabals, factions, and government 
intrigues. But one fine day I learned that the mover 
of this telegraph was only a poor wretch, hired for 1,200 
francs a year, and employed all day, not in studying the 
heavens like an astronomer, nor in gazing on the water 
like an angler, nor even enjoying the privilege of ob- 
serving the country around him ; but all his monotonous 
life was passed in watching his fellow-insect, who was 
placed four or five leagues distant from him. At length 
I experienced a desire to observe nearer this living 
chrysalis, and to endeavour to understand the secret 
part played by those insect-actors simply by means’ of 
successively pulling different pieces of string.” 

“ And are you going there ?”’ 

(as i am. 

“What telegraph do you intend visiting ? That of 
the home department, or of the observatoire ?” 

“Oh no! I shall find there people who will force 
me to understand things of which I would prefer to re- 
main ignorant, and who would try to explain to me, in 
spite of myself, a mystery which even they do not under- 
stand. Ma foi! I should wish to keep my illusions con- 
cerning insects unimpaired ; it is quite enough to have 
those dissipated which I had formed of my fellow-crea- 
tures. I shall, therefore, not visit either of these tele- 
graphs, but one in the open country, where I shall find 
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a good-natured simpleton, who knows no more than 
the machine he is employed to work.” 

“ You are a singular man,” said Villefort. 

“What line would you advise me to study ?”’ 

“ That which is most in use just at this time.” 

“The Spanish one, you mean, I suppose ?”’ 

“Yes, should you like a letter to the minister that 
they might explain to you——”’ 

““No,” said Monte-Cristo; ‘since, as I told you 
before, I do not wish to comprehend it. The moment 
I understand it there will no longer exist a telegraph 
for me; it will be nothing more than a sign from M. 
Duchatel, or from M. Montalivet, transmitted to the 
préfet of Bayonne, mystified by two Greek words, ‘ele, 
grapheim. It is the insect with black claws and the awful 
word which I wish to retain in my imagination in all its 
purity and in all its importance.” 

“Go, then; for in the course of two hours it will be 
dark, and you will not be able to see anything.” 

“Ma foi! you frighten me. Which is the nearest 
way ? Bayonne ?” 

“Yes; the road to Bayonne.” 

“ And afterwards the road to Chatillon ?” 

Sates? 

“ By the tower of Montlhéry, you mean ?”’ 

SI MeS... 

“Thank you. Good-bye. On Saturday I will tell you 
my impressions concerning the telegraph.” 

At the door the count was met by the two notaries, 
who had just completed the act which was to disinherit 
Valentine, and who were leaving under the conviction of 
having done a thing which could not fail of redounding 
considerably to their credit. 
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CHAPTER LXE. 


THE METHOD OF RIDDING A GARDENER OF DORMICE 
THAT BAY, HIS PEACHES. 


Not on the same night he had intended, but the next 
morning, the Count of Monte-Cristo went out by the 
Barrier d’Enfer, taking the road to Orleans. . Leaving 
the village of Linas, without stopping at the telegraph, 
which.at the moment the count passed threw out its long 
bony arms, he reached the tower of Montlhéry, situated, 
as every one knows, upon the highest point of the plain of 
that name: At the foot of the hill the count dismounted, 
and began to ascend the mountain by a little winding 
path, about eighteen inches wide; when he reached the 
summit he found himself stopped by a hedge, upon 
which green fruit had succeeded to red and white 
flowers. LF; «Kieot 
Monte-Cristo looked for the door of the enclosure, and 
was not long in finding it. It was a little wooden gate, 
working on willow hinges and fastened with a nail and 
string. The count soon understood its mechanism, and 
the door opened., He then found himself in a little gar- 
den about twenty feet long by twelve wide, bounded 
on one side by part of the hedge, in which was formed 
the ingenious machine we have named a door, and on 
the other by the old tower, covered with ivy and studded 
with wild flowers. No one would have thought to have 
seen it thus wrinkled and yet adorned, like an old lady 
whose grandchildren have come to greet her on her birth- 
day, that it could have related some terrible scenes, if 
it could have added a voice to the menacing ears which an 
old proverb awards to walls. The garden was crossed by 
a path of red gravel, edged by a border of thick box of 
many years’ growth, and of a tone and colour that would 
have delighted the heart of Delacroix, our modern 
Rubens. This path was formed in the shape of the figure 
eight, thus, in its windings, making a walk of sixty feet in 
a garden of only twenty. Never had Flora, the fresh and 
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smiling goddess of gardeners, been ‘honoured’ witha 
purer or more minute worship than that which was paid 
to her in this little enclosuve.’ In: fact, of the twenty 
rose-trees which formed the parterre, not one bore the 
mark of the fly, nor were there to be seen any of those 
clusters of green insects which destroy plants growing 
ina damp soil. And yet it was not because the damp 
had» been excluded from the garden. ‘The earth, ‘black 
as soot, the thick fohage of the trees, told it was there ; 
besides, had natural humidity been wanting, it could have 
been immediately supplied by artificial means, thanks to 
a tank of water sunk in one of the corners of the garden, 
and upon which were stationed. a frog and a toad, who 
from antipathy, no doubt, always remained on the two 
opposite sides of the basin. There was not a blade of 
grass to be seen in the paths nor a weed in the flower- 
beds; no fine lady ever trained and watered her ger- 
aniums, her cacti, and rhododendrons' with more’ care 
than this hitherto unseen gardener bestowed upon his 
little enclosure.’ Monte-Cristo stopped after having closed 
the door and fastened the string to the nail, and cast'a 
look around. 

“The man at the telegraph,” said he, ‘ must either 
engage a gardener or devote himself passionately to 
agriculture.” 

Suddenly he struck himself against something crouch- 
ing behind a wheelbarrow filled with leaves. The some- 
thing rose, uttering an exclamation of astonishment, and 
Monte-Cristo found himself facing a man about fifty 
years old, who was plucking strawberries, which he was 
placing upon vine-leaves. He had twelve leaves and 
about as many strawberries, which, on rising suddenly, 
he let fall from his hand. 

“ Vou are gathering your crop, sir?” said Monte- 
Cristo, smiling. 

“Excuse me, sir,” replied the man, raising his hand 
to his cap; ‘I am not up there, I know, but I have 
only just come down.” 

“Do not let me interfere with you in anything, my 
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friend,” said-the count. ‘Gather your strawberries, if 
indeed there are any left.” 

‘“‘T have ten left,” said the man, “ for here are eleven, 
and I had twenty-one—five more than last year. But I 
am not surprised; the spring has been warm this year, 
and strawberries require heat, sir. This is the reason 
that, instead of the sixteen I had last year, I have this 
year, you see, eleven, already plucked—twelve, thirteen, 
fourteen, fifteen, sixteen, seventeen, eighteen. Ah, I 
miss two! They were here last night, sir—I am sure 
they were here—I counted them. It must be the son of 
Mére Simon who has stolen them; I saw him strolling 
about here this morning. Ah! the young rascal, steal- 
ing in a garden; he does not know where that may 
lead him to.” 

“ Certainly, it is wrong,” said Monte-Cristo; “ but 
you should take into consideration the youth and greedi- 
ness of the delinquent.” 

“ Of course,” said the gardener; ‘‘ but that does not 
make it the less unpleasant. But, sir, once more I beg 
pardon. Perhaps you are an officer that I am detaining 
here ?”? And he glanced timidly at the count’s blue 
coat. 

“Calm yourself, my friend,” said the count, with that 
smile which at will became so terrible or benevolent, and 
which this time beamed only with the latter expression, 
“Tam not an inspector, but a traveller, conducted here 
by a curiosity he half repents of, since he causes you to 
lose your time.” 

“Ah! my time is not valuable,” replied the man, 
with a melancholy smile. “Still, it belongs to govern- 
ment, and I ought not to waste it; but having received 
the signal that I might rest for an hour” (here he 
glanced at the sun-dial, for there was everything in the 
enclosure of Montlhéry, even a sun-dial), ‘and having 
ten minutes before me, and my strawberries being ripe. 
when a day longer By-the-by, sir, do you think 
dormice eat them ?” 

“ Indeed, I should think not,” replied Monte-Cristo. 
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‘““Dormice are bad neighbours for us who do not eat 
them preserved, as the Romans did.” 

“What! did the Romans eat them ?” said the gar- 
~ dener—‘‘ eat dormice ?” 

“IT have read so in Petronius,” said the count. 

“ Really! They can’t be nice, though they do say, 
‘as fat as a dormouse.’ It is not a wonder they are fat, 
sleeping all day, and only waking to eat all night. 
Listen! Last year I had four apricots; they stole one. 
I had one nectarine, only one; well, sir, they ate half 
of it on the wall—a splendid nectarine ; I never ate a 
better.” 

“ You ate it ?”’ 

“That is to say, the half that was left, you under- 
stand. It was exquisite, sir. Ah! those gentlemen 
never choose the worst morsels, like Mére Simon’s son, 
who has not chosen the worst strawberries. But this 
year,” continued the horticulturist, “ I’ll take care it shall 
not happen, even if I should be forced to sit up the whole 
night to watch when the strawberries are ripe.”’ 

Monte-Cristo had seen enough. Every man has a de- 
youring passion in his heart, as every fruit has its worm ; 
that of the man at the telegraph was horticulture. He 
began gathering the vine-leaves which screened the sun 
from the grapes, and won the heart of the gardener. 

‘Did you come here, sir, to see the telegraph ?” he 
said. 

“Yes; if it be not contrary to the rules.” 

‘Oh no!” said the gardener; “ there are no orders 
against doing so, providing there is nothing dangerous, 
and that no one knows what we are saying.” 

‘“T have been told,” said the count, “ that you co not 
always yourselves understand the signals you repeat.” 

“Certainly, sir, and that is what I like best,” said 
the man, smiling. 

‘Why do you like that best ?” 

‘“ Because then I have no responsibility. I am a 
machine then, and nothing else; and, so long as I work, 
nothing more is required of me.” 
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‘Is it possible,” said Monte-Cristo to himself, “that 1 
can have met with a man that has'no ambition 2? That 
would spoil my plans.” 

“ Sir,” said the gardener, bse at the sun-dial) “the 
ten minutes are nearly expired ; I must return to my 
post. Will you go up with me ?”? 

' JT follow you.’ 

Monte-Cristo entered the ‘mee which was Lavaied into 
three ' stages —the lowest contained gardening imple- 
ments, such as spades, rakes, watering-pots hung against 
the wall; this was all the furniture. The second was 
the usual dwelling, or rather sleeping-place, of the: man. 
It contained few poor articles of household furniture— 
a bed, a table, two chairs, a stone pitcher, and some dry 
herbs hung up to the ceiling, which the count recognized 
as sweet peas, and of which the good man was preserving 
the seeds, having labelled them with as much ‘care as 
if he had been master botanist in the Jardin des Plantes. 

‘“ Does it require much study to learm the art of tele- 
graphing, sir ?:’’ asked Monte-Cristo. 

“The study does. not take long ; it was acting as a 
‘supernumerary that was so tedious.” 

‘“ And whatiis'the pay 2” 

“ & thousand francs, Rages 

“ Ttis nothing.” 

“Noy but, then, we are lodged, as you perceive.” 

Monte-Cristo looked at the room. 

They passed on to the third stage; it was the’ room 
of the telegraph. Monte+Cristo looked in turns: at’ the 
two iron handles by» which the machine was worked. 

“It is very interesting,’ he said ;: “but it must be 
very tedious fora lifetime.’’ 

“Yes. At first my neck was cramped with looking at 
it, but at the end of a year I became used to it; and then 
we have our hours of recreation and our holidays. pt 

“ Holidays ?” 

ia Yes. ” 

¢ When 22? 

“When we have a fog.” 
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‘“Ah, to be sure?’ 

“Those are, hace holidays to me. I go into the 
garden, I plant, I prune, I trim, I tall the insects, all 
day long.”’) > «| 

“ How long have you been here >” 

“ Ten years,’ and» five.‘as\ a supernumerary, make 
fifteen.” 

“ You are— 

“ Fifty-five years old.” 

“ How long must you have served to claim the pen- 
sion ?”’ 

“Oh sir, twenty-five yéars.”’ 

“ And how much is the pension ? ”’ 

“A hundred crowns.’ 

“ Poor humanity !’? murmured Monte:Cristo. 

“What did you say, st?’ asked the man. 

“T was saying it-was: very interesting.’’ 

“What was?” 

“AH you were showing me.’ And ‘you really under- 
stand none of these signals ?”’ 

“None at all.” 

“And have you never tsveuift tounderstand them 2” 

“Never. Why should 12)” 

“ But still there are some See only addressed;-to 
you ?” 

* Certainly.” 

“And do you understand them Py8 

“They are always the same.’ 
| “And they mean=-—”’ 

“ Nothing new ; You have an hour ; ot, To-morrow.” 

“That is simple enough,” said the: count; ‘‘but, 
look, is not your: correspondent putting itself. in ‘mo- 
tion 2?’ 

“Ah, yes; thank you, Se, 

“And what is it bein ida you understand ? ”’ 

“Yes ;-it asks if I am ready.”’ 

“And. you reply ?:?s ori 

“By the same sign, which, at the same time, ’ tells 
my right-hand correspondent that I am ready, while 
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it gives notice to my left-hand correspondent to prepare 
in his turn.” 

“Tt is very ingenious,” said the count. 

“You will see,” said the man proudly, “in five minutes 
he will speak.” 

“T have, then, five minutes,” said Monte-Cristo to 
himself; ‘it is more time than I require. My dear 
sir, will you allow me to ask you a question ? ” 

NWI 1S. ale, Sie 2” 

‘You are fond of gardening ?”’ 

“Passionately.” 

“And you would be pleased to have, instead of this 
terrace of twenty feet, an enclosure of two acres ?”’ 

“Sir, I should make a terrestrial paradise of it.”’ 

“You live badly on your thousand francs ? ”’ 

“ Badly enough; but yet I do live.” 

“Yes; but you have only a wretched garden.” 

“True, the garden is not large.” 

“ And then, such as it is, it is filled with dormice, who 
eat everything ?” 

“Ah, they are my scourges ! ” 

“Tell me, should you have the misfortune to turn 
your head while your right-hand correspondent was 
telegraphing——” 

“T should not see him,” 

“ Then what would happen ?”’ 

“T could not repeat the signals.” 

“And then? 

“Not having repeated them, through negligence, I 
should be fined.” 

“How much ?” 

“A hundred francs.” 

“The tenth of your income; that would be fine 
work.” 

“Ah!” said the man. 

“Has it ever happened to you ?”’ said Monte-Cristo. 

“Once, sir, when I was grafting a rose-tree.”’ 

“Well, suppose you were to alter a signal, and sub- 
stitute another ?” 
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“Ah, that is another case; I should be turned off, 
and lose my pension.” 

“Three hundred francs ?” 

“A hundred crowns, yes, sir; so you-see that I am 
not likely to do any of these things.” 

“Not even for fifteen years’ wages? Come, it is 
worth thinking about.” 

“ For fifteen thousand francs ?”’ 

ce Wes?’ 

“ Sir, you alarm me.” 

““ Nonsense ! ”” 

“Sir, you are tempting me ?”’ 

“Just so; fifteen thousand francs, do you under- 
stand ?.” 

“Sir, let me see my right-hand correspondent.”’ 

“On the contrary, do not look at him, but on this.’ 

“What is it ?” 

“What! do you not know these little papers ?”’ 

“ Bank-notes !” 

“Exactly ; there are fifteen of them.” 

““ And whose are they ? ” 

“ Yours, if you like.” 

‘Mine !”’ exclaimed the man, half-suffocated. 

“Yes, yours—your own property.” 

“Sir, my right-hand correspondent is signalling.” 

fnilset. him .2 

“Sir, you have distracted me; I shall be fined.” 

“That will cost you a hundred francs; you see it is 
your interest to take my bank-notes.” 

“Sir, my right-hand correspondent redoubles_ his 
signals ; he is impatient.” 

‘“Never mind—take these ;”’ and the count placed 
the packet in the hands of the man. 

‘Now this is not all,’ he said. ‘‘ You cannot live 
upon your fifteen thousand francs.” 

“T shall still have my place.” 

‘No; you will lose it, for you are going to alter the 
sign of your correspondent.” 

‘‘Oh, sir, what are you proposing ?”’ 
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“Sir, unless you force me 

“T think I can effectually: force: you; ’’, and, Monte- 
Cristo drew another packet from his pocket. “‘Artene 
are ten thousand more: francs,’ he said. .‘‘ With the 
fifteen thousand already in your pocket, they will make 
twenty-five thousand. With five thousand you can 
buy a pretty little house with two acres of land; the 
remaining twenty Pacusard will bring you in a ‘thousand 
francs a year. 

“A garden with ro acres of land !”’ 

“ And a thousand francs a year !\”’ 

“ Oh, ‘heavens !”’ 

“Come, take them!” and Monte-Cristo forced, the : 
bank-notes into his hand. 

“ What! am I.to do ? ”’ 

“ Nothing very difficult.” 

“ But what is/it??!? 

“To repeat these signs.’”’ Monte-Cristo took a ‘paper ' 
from his pocket, upon which were drawn three: signs, 
with numbers to indicate the order'in which they were 
to be worked. 

“ There, you see-it will not take pots i? 

“Yes; but——” ' 

“De this, and you will have nectarines and ,all the 
rest: 4 

The mark’ was hit; red with fever, while the large 
drops fell from his brow, the man, executed, one! after 
the other, the three signs given by the count, notwith- 
standing the frightful: contortions of the right- hand 
correspondent, who, not understanding the . change, 
began to think the gardener had become mad, As to 
the left-hand one, he conscientiously repeated. the same 
signals, which were definitely carried to: the Minister of 
the Interior. 

= Now, you are rich,” said: Monte-Cristo, 

“Yes,” replied the man,:‘ but at what a price },’ 

fs Listen, friend,” said ‘Monte-Cristo... ‘(1 do, not 
wish to cause you any’remorse ; believe me, then, when 
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I swear to you that you have wronged no man, but, on 
the contrary, have benefited mankind.”’ 

The man looked at the bank-notes, felt them, counted 
them; he turned pale, then red; then rushed into his 
room to drink a glass of water, but he had not time to 
reach the water-jug, and fainted in the midst of. his 
dried herbs. 

Five minutes after, the new telegraph reached the 
minister. Debray had the horses put to his carriage, 
and drove to Danglars. : 

“Has your husband any Spanish bonds ?”’ he asked 
of the baroness. 

“T think so, indeed! He has six millions’ worth.’’ 

“He must sell them at whatever price.” 

iss Why ? 9 

‘““ Because Don Carlos has fled from Bourges, and has 
returned to Spain.” 

“ How do you know ?”’ 

Debray shrugged his shoulders. ‘‘ The idea of asking 
how I hear the news!’ he said. 

The baroness did not wait for a repetition; she ran 
to her husband, who immediately hastened to his agent, 
and ordered him to sell at any price. 

When it was seen that Danglars sold, the Spanish 
funds fell directly. Danglars lost five hundred thousand 
francs; but he rid himself of all his Spanish shares. 

The: same evening the following was read in Le 
Messager :— 

“Telegraphic dispatch.—The king, Don Carlos, has 
escaped the vigilance exercised over him at Bourges, and 
has returned to Spain by the Catalonian frontier. Bar- 
celona has risen in: his favour.” 

All that evening nothing was spoken of but the fore- 
sight of Danglars, who had sold his shares, and of the luck 
of the stock-jobber, who had only lost, five hundred 
thousand francs by such a blow... Those who had kept 
their shares, or bought those of Danglars, looked upon 
themselves as ruined, and passed a very bad night. 

Next morning Le Moniteury contained the following :— 
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“Tt was without any foundation that Le Messager 
yesterday announced the flight of Don Carlos and the 
revolt of Barcelona. The king, Don Carlos, has not 
left Bourges, and the Peninsula is in the enjoyment of 
profound peace. A telegraphic signal improperly in- 
terpreted owing to the fog was the cause of this error.” 

The funds rose one per cent. higher than before they 
had fallen. This, reckoning his loss, and what he had 
missed gaining, made the difference of a million to 
Danglars. 

“Good!” said Monte-Cristo to Morrel, who was at 
his house when the news arrived of the strange reverse 
of fortune of which Danglars had been the victim. “I 
have just made a discovery for twenty-five thousand 
francs for which I would have paid a hundred thousand.” 

“What have you discovered ?’’ asked Morrel. 

“T have just discovered the method of ridding a 
gardener of the dormice that eat his peaches.” 


CHAPTER WDXIT- 
THE PHANTOMS. 


AT first sight the exterior of the house at Auteuil pre- 
sented nothing splendid—ncthing one would expect from 
the destined residence’ of the magnificent Count of 
Monte-Cristo; but this simplicity was but according 
to the will of its master, who positively ordered nothing 
to be altered outside. This was seen by examining the 
interior, Indeed, scarcely could the door be opened 
before the scene changed. M. Bertuccio had outdone 
himself in the taste displayed in furnishing, and in the 
rapidity with which it was executed. As formerly the 
Duc d’Antin had in a single night caused a whole avenue 
of trees to be cut down that annoyed Louis XIV., so in 
three days had M. Bertuccio planted an entirely bare 
court with poplars, large spreading sycamores shading 
the different parts of the house, before which, instead 
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of the usual paving-stones, half-hidden by the grass, 
there extended a turf-lawn but that morning laid down, 
and upon which the water was yet glistening. For the 
rest the orders had been issued by the count; he him- 
self had given a plan to Bertuccio, marking the spot 
where each tree was to be planted, and the shape and 
extent of the lawn which was to succeed the paving- 
stones. Thus the house had become unrecognizable, 
and Bertuccio himself declared he scarcely knew it, 
encircled as it was by a framework of trees. The over- 
seer would not have objected, while he was about it, to 
have made some improvements in the garden, but the 
count had positively forbidden it to be touched.  Ber- 
tucclo made amends, however, by loading the ante- 
chambers, staircases, and chimneys with flowers. That 
which, above all, manifested the shrewdness of the 
steward and the profound science of the master, the one 
in carrying out the ideas of the other, was that this 
house, which appeared only the night before so sad and 
gloomy, impregnated with that sickly smell one can 
almost fancy to be the smell of time, had, in one day, 
acquired the aspect of life, was scented with its master’s 
favourite perfumes, and had the very light regulated 
according to his wish. When the count arrived, he had 
under his touch his books and arms; his eyes rested upon 
his favourite pictures; his dogs, whose caresses he 
loved, welcomed him in the antechamber ; the birds, 
whose songs delighted him, cheered him with their 
music; and the house, awakened from its long sleep, 
like the Sleeping Beauty in the wood, lived, sang, and 
bloomed like the houses we have long cherished, and in 
which, when we are forced to leave them, we leave a part 
of our souls. The servants passed gaily along the fine 
courtyard; some, belonging to the kitchens, gliding 
down the stairs, restored but the previous day, as if 
they had always inhabited the house; others filling 
the coach-houses, where the equipages, encased and 
numbered, appeared to have been installed for the last 
fifty years; and in the stables the horses replied by 
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neighing to the grooms, who spoke to them with much | 
more respect than many servants pay their masters. — 

The library was divided into two parts on either side | 
of the wall, and contained upwards of two thousand 
volumes. One division: was entirely devoted to novels; | 
and even the one which had been published but the day 
before was to be seen in its place in all the dignity of | 
its red and gold binding. On the other side of the house, | 
to match with the library, was the conservatory, orna- 
mented with rare flowers, blossoming in china jars; and 
in the midst of the greenhouse, marvellous alike to sight 
and smell, was a billiard-table, apparently abandoned 
during the last hour by the players, who had left the 
balls on the cloth. 

One chamber alone had been respected by the mag- 
nificent Bertuccio. Before this room, to which you 
could ascend by the grand, and go out by the back, stair- 
case, the servants passed with curiosity and Bertuccio 
with terror. i 

At five o’clock precisely the count arrived before the 
house at Auteuil, followed by Ali. Bertuccio was await- 
ing this arrival with impatience, mingled with uneasiness. 
He hoped for some compliments, while, at the same time, 
he feared to have frowns. Monte-Cristo descended into 
the courtyard, walked all over the house without giving 
any sign of approbation or displeasure, until he entered 
his bedroom, situated on the opposite side of the closed 
room, when he approached a little piece of furniture, 
made of rosewood, which we remember to have noticed 
on a previous occasion, 

relay will at least serve to put my gloves in,’’ he 
said. 

“ Will your excellency deign to open it ?”’ said the 
delighted Bertuccio, “ and you will find gloves in it,” 

In all the rest of the furniture the count found every- 
thing he required—smelling-bottles, cigars, btjouterie. 

“Good!” he said; and M. Bertuccio left enraptured, 
so great, so powerful, and real was the influence exer- 
cised by this man over all who surrounded him. 
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At precisely six o’clock the clatter of horse’s hoofs 
was heard at the entrance door; it was our captain of 
Spahis, who had arrived on Medea. 

“Tam sure I am the first,” cried Morrel ; “I did it on 
purpose to have you a minute to myself before every one 
came. Julie and Emmanuel havea thousand things to 
tell you. Ah, really this is magnificent! But tell me, 
count, wiil your people take care of my horse?” 

“Do not alarm yourself, my dear’ Maximilian; ‘they 
understand.” 

“T mean because he wants petting. If you-had scen 
at what a pace he came—like the wind! ” 

“T should think so—a horse that cost 5,000 francs !”’ 
said Monte-Cristo, in a tone which a father would use 
towards a son. 

“Dovcyou regret them ?” asked Morrel, with his open 
laugh. 

S Toxo Certainiysnot!!® rephed theiscount; ‘No; I 
should only regret if the horse had not proved good.” 

“Tt is so good that I have distanced M. de Chateau- 
Renaud, one of the best riders in France; and M. De- 
bray, who both mount the minister’s Arabians; and 
close at their heels are the horses of Madame Daneglars, 
which always go at six leagues an hour.” 

“Then they follow you ?”’ asked Monte-Cristo. 

“See, they are here! ” 

At ‘the same minute a carriage with smoking horses, 
accompanied by two mounted gentlemen, arrived at the 
gate, which opened before them. The carriage drove 
round and stopped at the steps, followed by the horse- 
men. The instant Debray had touched the ground he 
was at the carriage-door. He offered his hand to the 
baroness, who, descending, took it with a peculiarity of 
manner imperceptible to every one but Monte-Cristo. 
But nothing escaped the count’s notice, and he observed 
a little note slipped with an indescribable ease, bespeak- 
ing the frequent practice of this mancewvre, from the 
hand of Madame Danglars to that of the minister’s 
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After his wife, the banker descended, pale as though 
he had issued from his tomb instead of his carriage. 
Madame Danglars threw a rapid and inquiring glance 
around, which could only be interpreted by Monte- 
Cristo, embracing the courtyard, the peristyle, and 
the front of the house; then, repressing a slight emo- 
tion, which must have been seen on her countenance if 
she had permitted her face to become pale, she ascended 
the steps, saying to Morrel,— 

“Sir, if you were a friend of mine, I should ask you 
if you would sell your horse ?”’ 

Morrel smiled with an expression very like a grimace, 
and then turned round to Monte-Cristo as if to ask 
him to extricate him from: his embarrassment. The 
count understood him. 

‘““Ah, madame,” he said, “ why did you not make 
that request of me ?”’ 

“With you, sir,’ replied the baroness, “ one can 
wish for nothing; one is so sure to obtain it. If it were 
so with M. Morrel——” 

“Unfortunately,” replied the count, “I am witness 
that M. Morrel cannot give up his horse, his honour 
being engaged in keeping it.” 

“ How so?” 

“He laid a wager he would tame Medea in the space 
of six months. You understand now that if he were to 
get rid of it before the time named, he would not only 
lose his bet, but the people would say he was afraid of 
it; and a brave captain of Spahis cannot risk this even 
to gratify a pretty woman, which is, in my opinion, one 
of the most sacred obligations in the worid.”’ 

“You see my position, madame,’ said Morrel, be- 
stowing a grateful smile on Monte-Cristo. 

_ “It seems to me,” said Danglars, in his coarse tone, 
ill-concealed by a forced smile, ‘‘ that you have already 
got horses enough.” 

Madame Danglars seldom allowed remarks of this 
kind to pass unnoticed; but, to the surprise of the young 
people, she pretended not to hear it, and said nothing. 
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Monte-Cristo smiled at her unusual humility, and 
showed her two immense: porcelain jars, covered with 
marine plants of a size and delicacy that could alone 
emanate from nature. The baroness was astonished. 

“Why,” said she, “ you could plant one of the chest- 
nut trees in the Tuileries inside ! How can such enor- 
mous jars have been manufactured ?”’ 

“Ah, madame,” replied Monte-Cristo, ‘‘ you must not 
ask of us, the manufacturers of glass-muslin, such a 
question. It is the work of another age, constructed by 
the genii of earth and water.’ 

“ How so? At what period can that have been ?”’ 

“I do not know; I have only heard that an emperor 
of China had an oven built expressly, and that in this 
oven twelve jars like this were successively baked. Two 
broke from the heat of the fire; the other ten were 
sunk three hundred fathoms deep into the sea. The 
sea, knowing what was required of her, threw over them 
her weeds, encircled them with coral, and encrusted 
them with shells; the whole was cemented by two 
hundred years beneath these almost impervious depths, — 
for a revolution carried away the emperor who wished 
to make the trial, and only left the documents proving 
the manufacture of the jars and their descent into the 
sea. At the end of two hundred years the documents 
were found, and they thought of bringing up the jars. 
Divers descended in machines, made expressly on the 
discovery, into the bay where they were thrown; but 
of ten, three only remained, the rest having been broken 
by the waves. I am fond of these jars, upon which, 
perhaps, misshapen and frightful monsters have fixed 
their cold, dull eyes, and in which myriads of small fish 
have slept, seeking a refuge from the pursuit of their 
enemies.”’ A itheece 

Meanwhile Danglars, who cared little for curiosities, 
was mechanically tearing off the blossoms of a splendid 
orange tree one after another. When he had finished 
with the orange tree, he began at the cactus; but this 
not being so easily plucked as the orange tree, pricked 
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him dreadfully. He shuddered and rubbed his eyes as : 
though awaking from a dream. . 

‘“ Sir,” said Monte-Cristo to him, “I do not recom: » 
mend my pictures to you who possess such splendid » 
paintings ; but, nevertheless, here are two by Hobbema, 
a Paul Potter, a Mieris, two by Gerard Dow, a Raphael, 
a Vandyke, a Zurbaran, and: two or three by Murillo, 
worth looking at.” 

‘“Stay !’’ said Debray ; “‘ I recognize this Hobbema.”’ 

‘““ Ah, indeed !.” 

“Yes ; it was proposed for the Museum.” 

“Which, I believe, does not contain one,” said Monte- 
Cristo. 

“No; and yet they refused to buy it.” 

“Why ?” said Chateau-Renaud. 

“You pretend not to know—because government 
was not rich enough.” 

‘Ah, pardon me!’ said Chateau-Renaud; “‘ 1 have 
heard of these things every day during the last eight 
years, and I cannot understand them yet.” 

“ You will by-and-by,” said Debray. 

) “J think not,” replied Chateau-Renaud. 

“Major Bartolomeo Cavalcanti and Count Andrea 
Cavalcanti!’ announced Baptistin. 

A black satin stock, fresh from the maker’s hands, 
gray moustaches, a bold eye; a major’s uniform, orna- 
mented with three medals and five crossés—in fact, the 
thorough bearing of an old soldier—such was the ap- 
pearance of Major Bartolomeo Cavalcanti, that tender 
father, with whom we are already acquainted. Close 
to him, dressed in entirely new clothes, advanced: smil- 
ingly Count Andrea Cavalcanti, the dutiful son, whom 
we also know. 

The three young people were talking together. On 
the entrance of the newcomers, their eyes glanced from 
father to son, and then, naturally enough, rested on 
the latter; whom they began criticizing. 

“ Cavaleanti!’’ said Debray. 

“A fine name,” said Morrel. 
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“Yes,” said Chateau-Renaud, ‘these Italians are 
well-named and badly dressed.” 

“You are fastidious, Chateau-Renaud,” replied De- 
bray; “‘ those clothes are well cut and quite new.” 

“That is just what I find fault with. That gentle- 
meat appears to be well dressed for the first time in his 
ife’} 

“Who are those gentlemen?’ asked Danglars. of 
Monte-Cristo. 

“ You heard—Cavalcanti.” 

“That tells me their name, and nothing else.”’ 

“Ah, true! You do not know the Italian nobility ; 
the Cavalcanti are all descended from princes.” 

“Have they any fortune ?” 

“An enormous one.” 

“What do they do ?” 

“Try to spend it all. They have some business with 
you, I think, from what they told me the day before 
yesterday. I, indeed, invited them here to-day on’ your 
account, I will introduce you to them.” 

“But they appear to speak French with a very pure 
accent,’ said Danglars. iy 

“The son has been educated in a college in the south 
—I believe near Marseilles. You will find him quite 
enthusiastic.” 

‘Upon what subject ?”’ asked Madame Danglars. 

‘“The French ladies, madame. He has made up his 
mind to take a wife from Paris.” 

‘CA fine idea that of his!’’ said Danglars, shrugging 
his shoulders. 

Madame Danglars looked at her husband with an 
expression which,’ at any other time, would’ have in- 
dicated a storm, but for the second time she controlled 
herself. 

“The baron appears thoughtful to-day,” said Monte- 
Cristo to her. ‘“‘ Are they going to put him in the min- 
istry ?.”’ 

Not yet, I think. More likely he has been specu- 
lating on the Bourse, and has lost money.” 
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‘“M. and Madame de Villefort !’’ cried Baptistin. 

They entered. M. de Villefort, notwithstanding his 
self-control, was visibly affected; and when Monte- 
Cristo touched his hand, he felt it tremble. 

“Certainly women alone know how to dissimulate,” 
said Monte-Cristo to himself, glancing at Madame Dan- 
glars, who was smiling on the procureur du roi and em- 
bracing his wife. After a short time the count saw 
Bertuccio, who, until then, had been occupied on the 
other side of the house, glide into an adjoining room. 
He went to him. 

““ What do you want, M. Bertuccio ?”’ said he. 

“Your excellency has not stated the number of 
guests.” 

WA he trielig 

“How many covers ?” 

“ Count for yourself,” 

“Is every one here, your excellency ?” 

tay Yes.” 

Bertuccio glanced through the door, which was ajar. 
The count watched him. 

“Good heavens !”’ he exclaimed. 

‘““ What is the matter ?”’ said the count. 

“ That woman—that woman !”’ 

Which?” 

“The one with a white dress and so many diamonds— 
the fair one.” 

“Madame Danglars ?” 
iat do not know her name, but it is she—sir, it is 
shew,’ 

“Whom do you mean ?” 

“ The woman of the garden !—she that was enceinte— 
she who was walking while she waited for——” 

Bertuccio stood at the open door with his eyes starting 
and his hair on end. 

“ Waiting for whom ?” 

Bertuccio, without answering, pointed to Villefort 


with something of the gesture Macbeth uses to point 
out Banquo. 
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“Oh, oh!” he at length muttered; ‘‘ do you see ?” 

““ What ?—-who ?” 

ie Him ! ”? 

“Him ?—M. de Villefort, the procureur du roi ? 
Certainly, I see him.” 

“ Then I did not kill him?” 

“ Really, I think you are going mad, good Bertuccio,” 
said the count. 

“ Then he is not dead ?”’ . 

“No; you see plainly he is not dead. Instead of 
striking between the sixth and seventh left rib, as your 
countrymen do, you must have struck higher or lower ; 
and life is very tenacious in these lawyers, or, rather, 
there is no truth in anything you have told me; it was 
a flight of the imagination—a dream of your fancy. 
You went to sleep full of thoughts of vengeance ; 
they weighed heavily upon your stomach; you had 
the nightmare — that’s all. Come, calm yourself, and 
reckon: M. and Madame de Villefort, two; M. and 
Madame Danglars, four; M. de Chateau-Renaud, M. 
Debray, M. Morrel, seven; Major Bartolomeo Caval- 
canti, eight.” 

“ Eight !’”’ repeated Bertuccio. 

“Stop! You are in a shocking hurry to be off—you 
forget one of my guests. Lean a little to the left. Stay, 
look at M. Andrea Cavalcanti, that young man in a 
black coat looking at Murillo’s Madonna; now he is 
turning.” 

This time Bertuccio would have uttered an exclama- 
tion had not a look from Monte-Cristo silenced him. 

‘ Benedetto !’”’ he muttered; “ fatality!” 

‘“ Half-past six o’clock has just struck, M. Bertuccio,” 
said the count severely. ‘I ordered dinner at that 
hour, and I do not like to wait;’’ and he returned to 
his guests, while Bertuccio, leaning against the wall, 
succeeded in reaching the dining-room. Five minutes 
afterwards, the doors of the drawing-room were thrown 
open, and Bertuccio appearing, said, with a violent 
effort,— 
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“The dinner waits.’ 

The Count of Monte-Cristo offered his arm to Madame 
de Villefort. 

““M. de Villefort,”’ he said, “will you conduct the 
Baroness Danglars ? ”’ 

Villefort complied, and they passed on to the dining- 
room. 


CHAPTER \WXIIi. 
THE DINNER. 


Ir was evident that one sentiment pervaded the whole 
of the guests on entering the dining-room. Each one 
asked himself what: strange influence had conducted 
them to this house; and yet, astonished, even uneasy 
though they were, they still felt they would not like to 
be absent. The recent events, the solitary and eccentric 
position of the count; his enormous, nay, almost in- 
credible fortune, should have made men cautious; and 
have altogether prevented ladies visiting a house where 
there was no one of their own sex to recieve them ; and 
yet both had passed the bounds of prudence and decorum. 
Stimulated by an invincible curiosity, there were none 
present, even including Cavalcanti and his son, not- 
withstanding the stiffness of the one and the careless- 
ness of the other, who were not thoughtful on finding 
themselves assembled at the house of this incompre- 
hensible man. 

Madame Danglars had started when Villefort, on the 
count’s invitation, offered his arm; and Villefort felt 
that his glance was uneasy, beneath his gold spectacles, 
when he felt the arm of the baroness press upon his 
own. None of this had escaped the count, and even by 
this mere contact of individuals the scene had already 
acquired considerable interest for an observer. 

M. de Villefort had on the right-hand Madame Danglars, 
on his left Morrel.. The count was seated between 
Madame de Villefort and Danglars; the other seats 
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were filled by Debray, who was placed between the two 
Cavalcanti, and by Chateau-Renaud, seated between 
Madame de Villefort and Morrel. 

The tepast was magnificent. Monte-Cristo had en- 
deavoured completely to overturn the Parisian. ideas, 
and» to feed the curiosity as much as the appetite of 
his guests. It was an Oriental feast that he offered to 
them, but of such a kind as the Arabian fairies might 
be supposed to prepare: Every delicious fruit that the 
four quarters of the globe could provide was heaped in 
vases from China and jars from Japan: Rare. birds, 
retaining their most brilliant plumage; enormous fish, 
spread upon massive silver dishes; together with every 
wine produced in the Archipelago, Asia. Minor, or the 
Cape, sparkling in bottles whose grotesque shape seemed 
to give an additional flavour to the wine—all these, like 
one of those displays with which Apicius of old gratified 
his guests, passed in review before the eyes of the aston- 
ished Parisians, who understood that it was possible to 
expend £2,000 wpon a dinner for ten persons, but only 
on the condition of eating pearls, like Cleopatra, or drink- 
ing beaten gold, like Lorenzo de’ Medici. Monte-Cristo 
noticed: the general astonishment, and began laughing 
and joking about tt. 

“Gentlemen,” he said, “you will admit that, when 
arrived at a certain degree of fortune, the superfluities 
of lifé are all that can be desired; and the ladies will 
allow that, after having risen to a certain eminence of 
position, the ideal alone can be more exalted. Now, to 
follow out this redsoning—what is the marvellous ?. That 
which) we do not understand. Whatiis it that we really 
desire ? That which we cannot obtain. Now, to see 
things which I’ cannot understand, to procure impossi- 
bilities, these are the study of my life. I gratify my 
wishes by two: means—my will and my money. I take 
as much interest in the pursuit of some whim as you 
do, M. Danglars, in forming a new railway line; you, 
M. de Villefort, in condemning a culprit to death; you, 
M. Debray, in pacifying a kingdom ; you, M. de Chateau- 
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Renaud, in pleasing a woman; and you, Morrel, in 
breaking a horse that no one can ride. For example, 
you see these two fish—one brought fifty leagues be- 
yond St. Petersburg, the other five leagues from Naples? 
Is it not amusing to see them both on the same table ?” 

‘“ What are the two fish ?” asked Danglars. 

“MM. Chateau-Renaud, who has lived in Russia, wil 
tell you the name of one, and Major Cavalcanti, who is 
an Italian, will tell you the name of the other.” 

“This one is, I think, a sterlet,’”’ said Chateau- Renaud. 

‘““ And that one, if I mistake not, a lamprey.” 

“Just so. Now, M. Danglars, ask these gentlemen 
where they are caught.” 

“ Sterlets,” said Chateau-Renaud, “‘are only found in 
the Volga.” 

“ And,” said Cavalcanti, ‘I know that Lake Fusaro 
alone supplies lampreys of that size.” 

“ Exactly ; one comes from the Volga, and the other 
from Lake Fusaro.” 

‘Impossible !”’ cried all the guests simultaneously. 

“ Well, this is just what amuses me,’’ said Monte-Cristo. 
“Tam like Nero—cupitor impossibilium ; and that it is 
which is amusing you at this moment. This fish, which 
seems so exquisite to you, is, very likely, no better than 
perch or salmon; but it seemed impossible to procure it, 
and here it is.” 

“ But how could you have these fish brought to 
Rrancesars 

“Oh! nothing more easy. Each fish was brought 
over in a cask, one filled with river herbs and weeds, 
the other with rushes and lake plants. They were placed 
in a wagon built on purpose; and thus the sterlet lived 
twelve days, the lamprey eight ; and both were alive 
when my cook seized them, killing one with milk and 
the other with wine.—You do not believe me, M. Dan- 
glars!” 

“IT cannot help doubting,’ answered Danglars, with 
his stupid smile. 

‘“ Baptistin,” said the count, ‘have the other fish 
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brought in—the sterlet and» the lamprey which came in 
the other casks, and which are yet alive.” 

Danglars opened his bewildered eyes; the company 
clapped their hands. Four servants carried’ in two casks 
covered with aquatic plants, and in each of which was 
breathing a fish similar to those on the table. 

‘“ But why have two of each sort ?”’ asked Danglars. 

“Merely because one might have died,” carelessly an- 
swered Monte-Cristo. 

“You are certainly an» extraordinary man,’ said 
Danglars ; “and philosophers may well say it is a fine 
thing to be rich,” 

“And _ to have ideas,” added Madame Danglars. 

“Oh! do not give me credit for this, madame ;_ it 
was done by the Romans, who much esteemed them ; 
and, Pliny relates that they sent slaves from Ostia to 
Rome, who carried on their heads fish which he calls 
the mulus, and which, from the description, must prob- 
ably be the goldfish. It was also considered a luxury 
to have them alive, it being an amusing sight to see 
them die; for, when dying, they change colour three or 
four times, and, like the rainbow when it disappears, 
pass through all the prismatic shades, after which they 
were sent to the kitchen. Their agony formed part of 
their merit; if they were not seen alive, they were de- 
spised when dead.” : 

‘““ Yes,” said Debray ; ‘‘ but, then, Ostia is only a few 
leagues from Rome.” 

‘““True,’”’ said Monte-Cristo ; ‘‘ but what would be the 
use of living eighteen hundred years after Lucullus if 
we can do no better than he could ?”’ 

The two Cavalcanti opened their enormous eyes, but 
had the good sense not to say anything, 

‘“ All this is very extraordinary,” said Chateau- Renaud. 
“ Still, what I admire the most, I confess, is the marvel- 
lous promptitude with which your orders are executed, 
Ts it not true that you only bought this house five or six 
days ago?” 

“ Certainly not longer.” 
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‘“Well! I am sure it is quite transformed since last 
week. If I remember rightly, it had another entrance, 
and the courtyard was paved and empty, while to-day 
we have a splendid lawn, bordered by trees which appear 
to be a hundred years old.” 

“Why not? I am fond of grass and shade,”’ said 
Monte-Cristo. 

“ Yes,’ said Madame de Villefort, ‘‘ the door was to- 
wards the road before ; and on the day of my miraculous 
escape you brought me into the house from the road, 
I remember.” 

“Yes, madame,” said Monte-Cristo; ‘but I pre- 
ferred having an entrance which would allow me to 
see the Bois de Boulogne over my gate.” 

“Tn four days!’’ said Morrel. “It is extraordinary!” 

“Indeed,” said Chateau-Renaud, ‘‘it seems quite 
miraculous to make a new house out of an old one; for 
it was very old and dull too. I recollect coming to look 
at it for my mother when M. de Saint-Méran advertised 
it for sale two or three years ago.” 

““M. de Saint-Méran!” said Madame de Villefort. 
‘Then this house belonged to M. de Saint-Méran before 
you bought it 2” 

“It appears so,”’ replied Monte-Cristo. 

“ How? Do you not know of whom you purchased it?” 

‘““No, indeed ; my steward transacts all this business 
for me.” 

“Tt is certainly ten years since the house had been 
occupied,” said Chateau-Renaud, “and it was quite 
melancholy to look at it, with the blinds closed, the 
doors locked, and the weeds growing in the courtyard. 
Really, if the house had not belonged to the father-in- 
law of the procureur du roi one might have thought 
it some accursed place where a horrible crime had been 
committed.” 

Villefort, who had hitherto not tasted the three or four 
glasses of rare wine which were placed before him, here 
took one, and drank it off. Monte-Cristo allowed a 
short time to elapse, and then said,— 
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‘Tt is singular, ‘baron; but the same idéa ‘came across 
me the first time I entered it; it looked so gloomy I 
should never have bought ‘it if my ‘steward had not 
acted for me. Perhaps the‘ fellow had been bribed by 
the notary.” be 

‘Tt is probable,’ stammered out De Villefort; “ but, 
believe me, I have nothing to do with this corruption. 
This house is part of the marriage-portion of Valentine, 
and M. de Saint-Méran ‘wished to’sell it, for if it had 
remained another year or two uninhabited it would 
have fallen to ruin.’ 

It was‘Morrel’s turn to become pale. 

““ Phere was, above all, one room,” continued Monte- 
Cristo, “very plain in appearance, hung with red dam- 
ask, which, I know not why, appeared to’ me quite 
dramatic.” 

“Why so?” said Danglars. '\“ Why dramatic ?”’ 

““Can we account for instinct?” said’ Monte-Cristo. 
‘Are there not some places: where we seem to breathe 
sadness—why, we cannot’tell? It is a chain of recol- 
lections, an idea which carries you back to other times, 
to other places, which, very likely, have no connection 
with the present time and place. And there is some- 
thing in this’ room’ which reminds me forcibly of the 
chamber of the Marchioness de Ganges or Desdemona. 
Stay, since we have finished dinner, ] will show it to 
you, and then we will take'coffee'in the garden. After 
dinner the play.” 

) Monte-Cristo locked! inquiringly at his guests. Madame 
de Villefort rose, Monte-Cristo did the same, and the 
rest followed their’ example.’ Villefort’ and Madame 
Danglars remained for a moment as if rooted to ‘their 
‘seats; they interrogated’ each other with cold, glazed 
eyes. 

Pee Did you hear ?”’ said Madame Danglars. 

“ We must go,” replied Villefort, offering his arm. 

Every one else was already scattered in different parts 
of the house, urged by’ curiosity, for they! thought the 
visit would not be limited to the one room, and that, at 
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the same time, they would obtain a view of the rest of 
the building, of which Monte-Cristo had created a palace. 
Each one went out by the open doors. Monte-Cristo 
waited for the two who remained ; then, when they had 
passed, he closed the march with a smile, which, if they 
could have understood it, would have alarmed them 
much more than a visit to the room they were about 
to enter. 

They, therefore, began by walking through the apart- 
ments, many of which were fitted up in the Eastern 
style, with cushions and divans instead of beds, and 
pipes instead of furniture. The drawing-rooms were 
decorated with the rarest pictures by the old masters ; 
the boudoirs hung with draperies from China of fanciful 
colours, fantastic designs, and wonderful texture. At 
length they arrived at the famous room, There was 
nothing particular about it, excepting that, although 
daylight had disappeared, it was not lighted, and every- 
thing in it remained antique, while the rest of the rooms 
had been redecorated. These two causes were enough 
to give it a gloomy tinge. 

“Oh!” cried Madame de Villefort, “it is really 
frightful |” 

Madame Danglars tried to utter a few words, but was 
not heard. Many observations were made, the result of 
which was the unanimous opinion that there was a sin- 
ister appearance in the room. 

“Ts it not so ?”” asked Monte-Cristo. ‘‘ Look at that 
large clumsy bed, hung with such gloomy, blood-col- 
oured drapery! And those two crayon portraits, that 
have faded from the damp, do they not seem to say, 
with their pale lips and staring eyes, ‘ We have seen’ ?” 

Villefort became livid; Madame Danglars fell into a 
long seat placed near the chimney. 

“Oh!” said Madame de Villefort, smiling, “ are you 
courageous enough to sit down upon the very seat, per- 
haps, upon which the crime was committed ?”’ 

Madame Danglars rose suddenly. 

‘““ And then,” said Monte-Cristo, “‘ this is not all.’ 
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““ What is there more ?”’ said Debray, who had not 
failed to notice the agitation of Madame Danglars. 

“Ah! what else is there?” said Danglars, “for at 
present I cannot say that I have seen anything extraor- 
dinary. What do you say, M. Cavalcanti ?”’ 

“Ah!” said he, ‘we have at Pisa the tower of Ugo- 
lino; at Ferrara the prison of Tasso; at Rimini the 
room of Francesca and Paolo.’’ é 

“Yes; but you have not this little staircase!’ said 
Monte-Cristo, opening a door concealed by the drapery. 
‘Look at it, and tell me what you think of it.’ 

“What a wicked-looking, crooked staircase !’’ said 
Chateau- Renaud, smiling. 

“IT do not know whether the wine of Chios produces 
melancholy, but, certainly, everything appears to me 
black in this house,” said Debray. 

Ever since Valentine’s dowry had been mentioned 
Morrel had been silent and sad. 

“Can you not imagine,” said Monte-Cristo, ‘‘ some 
Othello or Abbé de Ganges, one stormy, dark night de- 
scending these stairs step by step, carrying a heavy load, 
which he wishes to hide from the sight of man, if not 
from God ?” 

Madame Danglars half fainted on the arm of Villefort, 
who was obliged to support himself against the wall. 

“Ah, madame!” said Debray, ‘“‘ what is the matter 
with you? How pale you look !”’ 

‘““This is what is the matter with her,’ said Madame 
de Villefort—‘‘ it is very simple—M. de Monte-Cristo 
is relating horrible stories to us, doubtless intending to 
frighten us to death.”’ 

“ Yes,’’ said Villefort, ‘“ really, count, you frighten the 
ladies.” 

‘“ What is the matter ?’’ asked Debray, in a whisper, 
of Madame Danglars. 

‘“ Nothing,’ she replied, with a violent effort. “I 
want air, that is all.” 

“ Will you come into the garden?” said Debray, ad- 
vancing towards the back staircase. 
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if No, no!’ she’ answered. © “TI would. rather remain) 
here.”’ 

“Are you really frightened, madame?” said Monte-. 
Cristo. 

“Oh no, sir,’ said Madame Danglars; “ but you 
suppose scenes in a manner which gives them abe appear- 
ance of reality.” 

“Ah, yes!” said Monte-Cristo, smiling ;' “it ‘is ‘all a 
matter of imagination. Why should we not scheint this 
the apartment of an honest family woman ? And this 
bed with red hangings a bed ‘visited by the goddess 
Lucina ? And’ that mysterious staircase the ‘passage 
through which, not to disturb their’sleép,’ the doctor 
and: nurse pass, or even the father carrying the sleeping 
child»? ” 

Here Madame Danglars, instead of being calmed by 
this soft picture, uttered a groan and fainted. 

‘‘ Madame Danglars is ill,” said Vil llefort; “ it would 
be better to take’ her'to her carriage.’ 

‘ Oh.t: Tchave forgotten my smelling- bottle yor said 
Monte-Cristo. 

“T have mine,” said Madame de Villefort’; ‘and she 
passed over to Monte-Cristo a bottle full of the same 
kind of red fluid whose' good properties the count had 
tested on Edward. 

“Ah!” said Monte-Cristo, taking ‘tl freee her hand. 

“Yes,” she said, “ at: your advice Ijhave triedi” 

“And have you succeeded ?.” 

“JT think so.” 

Madame Danglars was carried into the adjoining room. 
Monte-Cristo dropped a very small portion of the red 
liquid upon her lips ; She returned to consciousness. 

“Ah!” she cried, “ what a frightful dream ! ” 

Villefort pressed her hand to let’ her’ know it was not 
a dream. 

M. Danglars was sought, ‘but, little interested in 
poetical ideas, he had gone into ‘the garden, and was 
talking’ with Major Cavalcanti on vue projected railway 
from Leghorn to Florence. 
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Monte-Cristo seemed in despair. ‘He took:the arm of 
Madame Danglars and conducted -her into the garden, 
where, they found Danglars taking) coffee, between ‘the 
Cavalcanti), . | ' ; 

» “Really, madame,” he said,‘ did I alarm you much?” 

Oh. no, sir,”’ she answered ;.““but, you know, things 
impress jus. differently | according’; to» the mood. of. our 
minds.” 

Villefort forced a laugh. 

“* And then, you know,’ he’ said, ‘an idea,-a supposi- 
tion, is sufficient.’’| 

“Well,” said Monte-Cristo, “ you may believe me. if 
you like, but it is my belief that) a crime, has’ been 
committed in this house.’’ 

“Take care!” said Madame. de; Villefort, | “ the: pro- 
cureur ‘du roi is here.” ie 

“ Ah!” replied Monte-Cristo;- ‘since that is the case, 
I will take advantage of his presence to make my) dec- 
laration.” 

“ Your declaration !’’ said,Villefort. 

“Yes, before witnesses.” 

“Qh; this is very interesting,’ said Debray., ‘Ifithere 
eally has been a crime, we will investigate it.” 

“There has been a crime,” said Monte-Cristo, . ‘‘ Come 
his way, gentlemen. Come, M. de Villefort,;»for,a 
Jeclaration, to be available, should be made before!the 
-ompetent authorities,” 

He then took Villefort’s arm, and, at the same time, 
olding that of Madame Danglars under his own, he 
ragged the procureur to the plantain, tree, where the 
ade was thickest. All the| other guests followed. 
“Stay,” said Monte-Cristo, “here is the very spot.” 
nd he stamped upon the:ground).| ‘I had the: earth 
jug up and fresh mould put in» to ‘refresh, these’ old 
ees. Well, my man, digging, found a box, or rather 
he iron-work of a box, in the midst of which was ‘the 
keleton of a newly-born infant.” [ tu 

Monte-Cristo felt the arm of Madame Danglars stiffen, 
(hile that of Villefort trembled. shart 
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‘A newly-born infant!” repeated Debray. This 
affair becomes serious!” ; 

“ Well,” said Chateau-Renaud, “ I was not wrong just 
now, then, when I said that houses had souls and faces 
like men, and that their exteriors carried the impress of 
their characters. This house was gloomy because it was 
remorseful; remorseful because it concealed a crime.” 

““ Who said it was a crime ?”’ asked Villefort, with a 
last effort. 

“How ? Is it not a crime to bury a living child in a 
garden ?”’ cried Monte-Cristo. ‘“‘ And pray what do you 
call such an action ?” 

“But who said it was buried alive ?”’ 

“Why bury it there if it were dead? This garden 
has never been a cemetery.” 

‘‘ What is done to infanticides in this country ?”’ asked 
Major Cavalcanti innocently. 

“Oh, their heads are soon cut off,’ said Danglars. 

“Ah! indeed !”’ said Cavalcanti. 

“T think so. Am I not right, M. de Villefort ?” 
asked Monte-Cristo. 

‘“Yes, count,” replied De Villefort, in a voice now 
scarcely human. 

Monte-Cristo saw that the two persons for whom he 
had prepared this scene could scarcely bear it, so, not 
wishing to carry it too far, he said,— 

“ Come, gentlemen, some coffee; we seem to have for- 
gotten it.” And he conducted the guests back to the 
table on the lawn. 

“Indeed, count,” said Madame Danglars, “I am 
ashamed to own it, but all your frightful stories have 
so upset me that I must beg you to let me sit down ;” 
and she fell into a chair. Monte-Cristo bowed, and went 
to Madame de Villefort. 

“T think Madame Danglars again requires your 
bottle,’ he said. 

But before Madame de Villefort could reach her friend, 
the procureur had found time to whisper to Madame 
Danglars,— 
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“T must speak to you.” 

“When ?” 

“To-morrow.” 

““Where ? ” 

“In my office, or in the court, if you like; that is the 
surest place.” 

“T will go.” 

At this moment Madame de Villefort approached. 

“ Thanks, my dear friend,” said Madame Danglars, try- 
ing to smile; ‘it is over now, and I am much better,” 


CHAPTER -LXIV. 
THE BEGGAR. 


THE evening passed on. Madame de Villefort expressed 
a desire to return to Paris, which Madame Danglars had 
not dared to do, notwithstanding the uneasiness she ex- 
perienced. On his wife’s request M. de Villeforte was the 
first to give the signal of departure. He offered a seat 
in his landau to Madame Danglars, that she might be 
under the care of his wife. As for M. Danglars, ab- 
sorbed in the interesting conversation with M. Cavalcanti, 
he paid no attention to anything that was passing. 
While Monte-Cristo had begged the smelling-bottle of 
Madame de Villefort, he had remarked the approach of 
Villefort to Madame Danglars, and he soon guessed all 
that had passed between them, though the words had 
been uttered in so low a voice as hardly to be heard 
by Madame Danglars. Without opposing their arrange- 
ments, he allowed Morrel, Chateau-Renaud, and Debray 
to leave on horseback, and the ladies in M. de Villefort’s 
carriage. Danglars, more and more delighted with 
Major Cavalcanti, had offered him a seat in his carriage. 
Andrea Cavalcanti found his tilbury waiting at the door ; 
the groom, in every respect a caricature of the English 
fashion, was standing on tiptoes to hold ‘a large iron- 
gray horse. Andrea had spoken very little during 
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dinner ; he was an intelligent lad, and he feared to utter 
some absurdity before so many grand people, amongst 
whom he saw with dilating eyes the procureur du roi. 
Then he had been seized upon by Danglars, who, taking 
a rapid glance at the stiff-necked old major, and his 
modest son, and taking into consideration the hospi- 
tality of the count, made up his mind that he was in the 
society of some nabob come to Paris to finish the worldly 
education of his only son. He contemplated with un- 
speakable delight the large diamond which shone on the 
major’s little finger ; for the major, like a prudent man, 
in case of any accident happening to his bank-notes, 
had immediately converted them into articles of value. 
Then, after dinner, on the pretext of business, he ques- 
tioned the father and son upon their mode of living ; 
and the father and son, previously informed that it was 
through Danglars the one was to receive his. 48,000 
francs, and the other 50,000 livres annually, they were 
so full of affability that they would have shaken, hands 
even with the banker’s servants, so much did, their 
gratitude need an object to expend itself’ upon. One 
thing above all the rest ‘heightened the respect—nay, 
almost the veneration—of Danglars for Cavalcanti. The 
latter, faithful to the principle of Horace, wil admirari, 
had contented himself in proving his knowledge by say- 
ing in what lake the best lampreys were caught, Then 
he had ‘eaten some without saying a word. | Danglars 
therefore concluded that.these kind of luxuries were 
common at the table of the illustrious descendant of 
the Cavalcanti, who most likely in Lucca fed upon, trout 
brought from Switzerland, and lobsters sent from Eng- 
land by the same means used by the count to bring 
the lampreys. from’ the’ Lake Fusaro, and the sterlet 
from the Volga. Thus it was with much politeness 
of manner that he heard Cavalcanti pronounce these 
words,— | 

“To-morrow, sir, I shall have the honour of waiting 
upon you on business.” 

“And ‘T, sir,” said Danglars, ‘““ shall’ be most happy to 
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receive you.” Upon which he offered to take Caval- 
canti in his carriage to the Hétel des Princes, if it would 
not be depriving him of the company of hisson. To this 
Cavalcanti rephed by saying that for some time past 
his son had lived independently of him, that he had his 
own horses and carriages, and that, not having come 
together, it would not be difficult for them to leave 
separately. The major seated himself, therefore, by the 
side of Danglars, who was more and more charmed with 
the ideas of order and economy which ruled this man, 
and yet who, being able to allow his son 50,000 francs 
a year, might be supposed to possess a fortune of five 
or six hundred thousand livres. 

As for Andrea, he began, by way of showing off, to 
scold his groom, who, instead of bringing the tilbury to 
the steps of the house, had taken it to the outer door, 
thus giving him the trouble of walking thirty steps to 
reach it. The groom heard him with humility, took the 
bit of the impatient animal with his left hand, and with 
the right held out the reins to Andrea, who, taking them 
from him, rested his polished boot lightly on the step. 
At that momenta hand touched his shoulder. The young 
man turned round, thinking that Danglars or Monte- 
Cristo had forgotten something they wished to tell him, 
and had returned just as they were starting. But in- 
stead of either of these, he saw nothing but a strange 
face, sunburnt, and encircled by a beard, with eyes 
brilliant as carbuncles, and a smile upon the mouth 
which displayed a perfect set of white teeth, pointed 
and sharp as the wolf’s or jackai’s. A red handker- 
chief encircled his gray head ; ‘torn and filthy garments 
covered his large bony limbs, which seemed as though, 
like those of a skeleton, they would rattle as he walked ; 
and the hand with which he leant upon the young man’s 
shoulder, and which was the: first thing Andrea saw, 
seemed of a gigantic size. : 

Did the young man recognize that face by the light of 
the lantern im his tilbury, or was he merely struck with 
he horrible appearance of his interrogator ? We cannot 
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say, but only relate the fact that he shuddered and 
stepped back suddenly. 

“What do you want of me ?”’ he asked. 

“Pardon me, my friend, if I disturb you,’ said the 
man with the red handkerchief, ‘“‘ but I want to speak 
to you.” 

“ You have no right to beg at night,” said the groom, 
endeavouring to rid his master of the troublesome in- 
truder. 

“Tam not begging, my fine fellow,” said the unknown 
to the servant, with so ironical an expression of eye, 
and so frightful a smile, that he withdrew. “1 only 
wish to say two or three words to your master, who gave 
me a commission to execute about a fortnight ago.” 

“Come,” said Andrea, with sufficient nerve for his 
servant not to perceive his agitation, ‘““ what do you 
want ? Speak quickly, friend.” 

The man said in a low yoice,— 

“I wish—I wish you 'to spare me the walk back to 
Paris. JI am very tired, and not having eaten so good 
a dinner as you have, I can scarcely support myself.”’ 

The young man shuddered at this strange familiarity, 

“ Tell me,” he said—“ tell me what you want ?” 

“Well, then, I want you to take me up in your fine 
carriage and carry me back.” 

Andrea turned pale, but said nothing. 

“Yes!” said the man, thrusting his hands into his 
pockets, and looking impudently at the youth, “I have 
taken the whim into my head. Do you understand, 
Master Benedetto ?” 

At this name the young man, no doubt, reflected a 
little, for he went towards his groom, saying,— 

“ This man is right. I did indeed charge him with a 
commission, the result of which he must tell me. Walk 
to the barrier; there take a cab, that you may not be 
tooplate.”’ 

The surprised groom retired. 

“Let me, at least, reach a shady spot,’’ said Andrea. 

“Oh ! as for that, I'll conduct you to a splendid spot,” 
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said the man with the handkerchief; and, taking the 
horse’s bit, he led the tilbury to a place where it was 
certainly impossible for any one to witness the honour 
that Andrea conferred upon him. 

“Don’t think I want the honour of riding in your fine 
carriage,’ said he. “Oh no, it’s only because I am 
tired, and also because I have a little business to talk 
over with you.” 

“ Come, step in,” said the young man. 

It was a pity this scene had not occurred in daylight, 
for it was curious to see this rascal throwing. himself 
heavily down on the cushion beside the young and 
elegant driver of the tilbury. 

Andrea drove past the last house in the village 
without saying a word to his companion, who smiled 
complacently, as though well pleased to find himself 
travelling in so comfortable a vehicle. Once out of 
Auteuil, Andrea looked round, in order to assure himself 
that he could neither be seen nor heard, and then, stop- 
ping the horse and crossing his arms before the man, he 
asked,— 

“Now, tell me why you come to disturb my tran- 
quillity 2?” 

“Let me ask you why you deceived me ?”’ 

‘“ How have I deceived you ?”’ 

“How! Do you ask? |. When we parted at the 
Pont du’ Far you told me you were going to travel 
through Piedmont and Tuscany, but instead of that you 
come to Paris.” 

‘“‘ How does that annoy you ?” 

“Tt does not. On the contrary, I think it will answer 
my purpose.”’ ¢ 

“So,” said Andrea, ‘‘ you are speculating upon me?” 

‘“ What fine words he uses !”’ 

‘““T warn you, Master Caderousse, that you are mis- 
taken.” 

“Well, well, don’t be angry, my boy. You know well 
enough what it is to be unfortunate; and misfortunes 
make us jealous. 1 thought you were earning a living 
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in Tuscany or Piedmont by acting as facchino or cicerone, 
and I pitied you sincerely, as I would a child of my own. 
You know I always did call you my child ?”’ 

‘““ Come, come, what then ?”’ 

“ Patience ! patience !”’ 

“T am patient, but go on.” 

‘‘ All at once I see you pass through the barrier with a 
groom, a tilbury, and fine new clothes. You must have 
discovered a mine, or else become a stockbroker.”’ 

‘So that, as you acknowledge, you are jealous ?” 

‘“No, Iam pleased, so pleased that I wished to con- 
gratulate you; but as lam not quite properly dressed, 
I chose my opportunity, that I might not compromise 
you.” 

“Yes, and a fine opportunity you have chosen!” 
exclaimed Andrea.“ You speak to me before my 
servant.” 

‘How can I help that; my boy? I speak to you 
when I can catch you. You have a quick horse, a 
light tilbury; you are naturally as slippery as an eel. 
If I had missed you to-night, I might not have had 
another chance.” 

“You see I do not conceal myself.” 

“You ate lucky. I wish I could say as much. | I do 
conceal myself. And then I was afraid you would not 
recognize me, but you did,’ added Caderousse, with his 
unpleasant smile. “ It was very polite of you.” 

“Ceme,’’ said Andrea, ‘“‘ what do you want ?” 

“You do not speak affectionately to me, Benedetto, my 
old friend. That is not right. Take care, or I may 
become troublesome.” ; 

This menace smothered the young man’s passion. He 
trotted his horse on. . 

“ You should not speak so to an old friend like me, 
Caderousse, as you said just now; you are a native of 
Marseilles, I am——’” 

‘Do you know, then, now what you are ?”’ 

“No; but I was brought up in Corsica. You are 
old and obstinate; 1 am young and wilful. Between 
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folks like us threats are out of place ; everything should 
be amicably arranged. Is it my fault if Fortune, which 
has frowned on you, has been kind to me ?”’ 

‘Fortune has been kind to you, then ? Your tilbury, 
your groom, your clothes are not, then, hired ? Good! 
So much the better!’ said Caderousse, his eyes spark- 
ling with avarice. 

“Oh! you knew that well enough before speaking 
to me,” said Andrea, becoming more and more excited. 
“Tf I had been wearing a handkerchief like yours on my 
head, rags on my back, and worn-out shoes on my feet, 
you would not have known me.” 

“ You wrong me, my boy. Now I have found you, 
nothing preyents my being as well dressed as any one, 
knowing as I do the goodness of your heart. If you 
have two coats you will give me one of them. I used 
to divide my soup and beans with you when you were 
hungry.” 

‘““ True,” said Andreas 

“ What an appetite you used to have! Is it as good 
now ?” 

“Oh yes,” replied Andrea, laughing. 

“How did you come to be dining with that. prince 
whose house you have just left 2” 

‘““ He is not a prince ; simply a count.” 

“A count, and a rich one, too, eh ?”’ 

“Yes; but you had better not have anything to 
say to him, for he is not a very good-tempered gentle- 
man,” 

“Oh, be satisfied! I have no design upon your 
count, and you shall have him all to yourself. But,” 
said Caderousse, again smiling with the disagreeable 
expression he had before assumed, “ you must pay for 
it—you understand ? ” 

“Well, what do you want ?” 

“1 think that with a hundred francs per month ‘ 

ce Well ? ”) 

“T could live——’ 

“Upon a hundred francs ?”’ 


J 
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‘““Come—you understand me; but that with——” 

“With?” 

“With a hundred and fifty francs I should be quite 
happy.” 

‘““Here are two hundred,’ said Andrea; and he 
placed ten louis d’or in the hand of Caderousse. 

“Good !”” said Caderousse. 

“Apply to the steward on the first day of every 
month, and you will receive the same sum.” 

“ There, now, again you degrade me.” 

‘““ How so?” 

“By making me apply to the servants, when I want 
to transact business with you alone.” 

‘“ Well; be it so, then. Take it from me, then, and 
so long at least as I receive my income, you shall be 
paid yours.”’ 

“Come, come; I always said you were a fine fellow, 
and it is a blessing when good fortune happens to such 
as you. But tell me all about it ?” 

“Why do you wish to know ?”’ asked Cavalcanti. 

“What! do you again defy me?” 

“No; the fact is, | have found my father.” 

“What! areal father ?” 

“Yes, so long as he pays me a 

“You'll honour and believe him—that’s right. What 
is his name ?” 

“Major Cavalcanti.” 

“Ts he pleased with you ?” 

“So far I have appeared to answer his purpose.” 

‘And who found this father for you ?” 

‘The Count of Monte-Cristo.’’ 

i oa man whose house you have just left ?”’ 

eS. 

‘I wish you would try and find me a situation with 
him as grandfather, since he holds the money-chest.”’ 

“Well, I will mention you to him. Meanwhile, what 
are you going to do?” 

igs > ” 


"Yes, yours 
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“Tt is very kind of you to trouble yourself about 
me.” 

“Since you interest yourself in my affairs, I think it 
is now my turn to ask you some questions.” 

“ Ah, true. Well, I shall rent a room in some respect- 
able house, wear a decent coat, shave every day, and 
go and read the papers in a café. Then, in the evening, 
I will go to the theatre; I shall look like some retired 
baker. This is my wish.” 

“Come, if you will only put this scheme into execu- 
tion, and be steady, nothing could be better.” 

“Do you think so, M. Bossuet ? And you—what 
will you become ? A peer of France ?” 

“Ah,” said Andrea, ‘“‘ who knows ?”’ 

“Major Cavalcanti is already one, perhaps; but, 
then, hereditary rank is abolished.” 

“No politics, Caderousse! And now that you have 
all you want, and that we understand each other, jump 
down from the tilbury and disappear.” 

“Not at all, my good friend.” 

“ How! not at all ?” 

“Why, just think fora moment. With this red hand- 
kerchief on my head, with scarcely any shoes, no papers, 
and ten gold napoleons in my pocket, without reckoning 
what was there before—making in all about two hundred 
francs; why, I should certainly be arrested at the 
barrier! Then, to justify myself, I should say that 
you gave me the money. This would cause inquiries; it 
would be found that I left Toulon without giving due 
notice, and I should then be reconducted to the shores 
of the Mediterranean. Then I should become simply 
No. 106, and good-bye to my dream of resembling the 
retired baker! No, no, my boy; I prefer remaining 
honourably in the capital.” 

Andrea scowled. Certainly, as he had himself owned, 
the reputed son of Major Cavalcanti was a wilful fellow. 
He drew up for a minute, threw a rapid glance around 
him; and, after doing so, his hand fell instantly into 
his pocket, where it began playing with a pistol. But, 
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meanwhile, Caderousse, who had never taken his eyes 
off his companion, passed his hand behind his back, and 
unclasped a long Spanish knife, which he always carried 
with him, to be ready in case of need. The two friends, 
as we see, were worthy of and understood one another. 
Andrea’s hand left his pocket inoffensively, and was 
carried up to the red moustachio, which it played with 
for some time. 

‘““Good Caderousse,” he said, ““ how happy you will be!” 

‘“T will do my best,” said the innkeeper of the Pont 
du Gard, reclasping his knife. 

“Well, then, we will go into Paris. But how will 
you pass through the barrier without exciting suspicion ? 
It seems to me that you are in more danger riding than 
on foot.” 

“Wait,” said Cadérousse,'.“‘ you. shall ‘see.’ .He 
then took the great-coat with the large collar, which 
the groom had left behind in the tilbury, and put it on his 
back ; then he took off Cavalcanti’s hat, which he placed 
upon his own head; and finally assumed the careless 
attitude of a servant whose master drives himself. 

** But, tell me,” said Andrea, ““am I to remain’ bare- 
headed ?.” 

“Pooh !”’ said Caderousse, “it is so windy that your 
hat can easily appear to have blown off.” 

“Come, come ; enough of this,’’ said Cavalcanti. 

“What are you waiting for ?’’ said Caderousse... “ I 
hope I am not the cause ?”’ 

“ Chut !”’ exclaimed Andrea. 

They passed the barrier without accident. At the 
first cross street Andrea stopped his horse, and Cade- 
rousse leaped out. 

‘ Well,” said Andrea, “ my servant’s coat and hat ?”’ 

_“ Ah,” said Caderousse, “ ‘you would not like me to 
risk taking cold 2.” 
“ But what am I to do?” 


“You? Oh, you are young, whilst Iam, beginning | 
to get old. Aw revoir, Benedetto; and, running into | 


a court, he disappeared. 
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“ Alas!” said Andrea, sighing ; ‘‘ one cannot be com- 
pletely happy in this world. }”’ 


CHAPTER oLA Ve 
A CONJUGAL SCENE. 


Ar the Place Louis XY. the three young people sepa- 
rated —that is to say, Morre] went tothe Boulevards, 
Chateau-Renaud to the Pont de la Revolution, and 
Debray to the Quai. Most probably Morrel and Chateau- 
Renaud returned to their “ domestic hearths,” as they say 
in the gallery of the Chamber in well-turned speeches, and 
in the theatre of the Rue Richelieu in. well-written 
pieces. But it was not the case with Debray.. When 
he reached the wicket of the Louvre he turned to the 
left, galloped across the Carrousel, passed through the 
Rue Saint Roch, and issuing from the Rue de la Micho- 
diére, he arrived at M. Danglars’s door just at the same 
time that Villefort’s landau, after having deposited 
him and his wife at the Faubourg Saint Honoré, stopped 
to leave the bareness at her own house. .Debray, with 
the air of a man familiar with the house, entered first 
into the court, threw his bridle into the hands of a foot- 
man, and returned to the door to receive Madame Dan- 
glars, to whom he offered his arm, to conduct her to 
her apartments. The gate once closed, and Debray 
and the baroness alone in the court, he asked,— 

“What was the matter with you, Hermine ? and why 
were you so affected at that story, or rather fable; which 
the count related ?” 

‘“ Because I hawe been. in such shocking spirits all the 
_ evening, my friend,” said the baroness. 

‘No, Hermine,” replied Debray ;, “ you cannot make 
me believe that ; on the contrary, you were in excellent 
spirits when you arrived at the count’s., M. Danglars 
was disagreeable, certainly ; but I. know how much you 
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care for his ill-humour. Some one has vexed you. I 
will allow no one to annoy you.” 

“You are deceived, Lucien, I assure you,’ replied 
Madame Danglars; “and what I have told you is 
really the case, added to the ill-humour you remarked, 
but which I did not think it worth while to allude to.” 

It was evident that Madame Danglars was suffering 
from that nervous irritability which women frequently 
cannot account for even to themselves; or that, as 
Debray had guessed, she had experienced some secret 
agitation that she would not acknowledge to any one. 
Being a man who knew that the former of these symptoms 
was one of the elements of female life, he did not then 
press his inquiries, but waited for a more appropriate 
opportunity, when he should again interrogate her or 
receive an avowal proprio motu. 

At the door of her apartment the baroness met Made- 
moiselle Cornélie, her confidential lady’s maid. 

“What is my daughter doing?” asked Madame 
Danglars. 

“She practised all the evening, and then went to 
bed,” replied Mademoiselle Cornélie. 

“Yet I think I heard her piano.” 

“It is Mademoiselle Louise d’Arnilly, who is playing 
while Mademoiselle Danglars is in bed.” 

“Well,” said Madame Danglars, ‘“‘come and un- 
dress me.” 

They entered the bedroom. Debray stretched himself 
upon a large couch, and Madame Danglars passed into 
her dressing-room with Mademoiselle Cornélie. 

‘““My dear M. Lucien,” said Madame Danglars through 
the door, “you are always complaining that Eugénie 
will not address a word to you.” 

“Madame,” said Lucien, playing with a little dog, 
who, recognizing him as a friend of the house, expected 
to be caressed, “‘ I am not the only one who makes similar 
complaints ; I think I heard Morcerf say that he could 
not extract a word from his fiancée.” 

‘“ True,” said Madame Danglars; “ but yet I think 
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this will all pass off, and that you will one day see her 
enter your study.” é 

“ My study 2?” 

“At least that of the minister.”’ 

“ Why so?” 

“To ask for am engagement at the opera. Really, 
I never saw such an infatuation for music; it is quite 
tidiculous for a young lady of fashion.” 

Debray smiled. 

“Well,” said he, “let her come, with your consent 
and that of the baron, and we will try and give her. 
an engagement, though we are very poor to pay such 
talent as hers.” 

“Go, Cornélie,”’ said Madame Danglars; ‘I do not 
require you any longer.” 

Cornélie obeyed, and the next minute Madame Dan- 
glars left her room in a charming loose dress, and came 
and sat down close to Debray. Then, thoughtful, she 
began to caress the little spaniel. Lucien looked at 
her for a moment in silence. 

“Come, Hermine,”’ he said, after a short time, “ an- 
swer candidly—something vexes you; is it not so?” 

‘““ Nothing,”’ answered the baroness. 

And yet, as she could scarcely breathe, she rose and 
went towards a looking-giass. 

“Tam frightful to-night,’ she said. 

Debray rose, smiling, and was about to contradict the 
baroness upon this latter point, when the door opened 
suddenly. M. Danglars appeared ; Debray reseated him- 
self. At the noise of the door Madame Danglars turned 
round, and looked upon her husband with an astonish- 
ment she took no trouble to conceal. 

‘“ Good-evening, madame,” said the banker. “ Good- 
evening, M. Debray.”’ A 

Probably the baroness thought this unexpected visit 
signified a desire to repair the sharp words he had uttered 
during the day. Assuming a dignified air, she turned 
round to Debray, without answering her husband. 
“Read me something, M. Debray,”’ she said. 
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Debray, who was slightly disturbed at this visit, re- 
covered himself when he saw the calmness of the baroness, 
and took up a book marked by a mother-cf-pearl knife 
inlaid with gold. 

“Excuse me,” said the banker, “ but you will tire 
yourself, baroness, by such late hours, and M. Debray 
lives some distance from here.” 

Debray was petrified, not only to hear Danglars speak 
so calmly and politely, but that it was apparent that 
beneath this forced appearance there really lurked a 
determined spirit of opposition to do anything his wife 
wished that evening. The baroness was also surprised, 
and showed her astonishment by a look which would 
doubtless have had some effect upon her husband if he 
had not been intently occupied with the paper, where 
he was seeking the closing price of the funds. The 
result was that the proud look entirely failed. 

““M. Lucien,’ said the baroness, “I assure you I 
have no desire to sleep, and that I have a thousand 
things to tell you this evening, which you must listen 
to, even though you slept while hearing me.” 

“Tam at your service, madame,” replied Lucien coldly. 

“My dear M. Debray;” said the banker, “do not kiil 
yourself to-night listening to the follies’ of Madame 
Danglars, for you can hear them as well to-morrow ; 
but I claim to-night, and will dedicate it, if you will 
allow me, to talk over some serious matters with my 
wite.”’ 

This time the blow was so well aimed, and hit so 
directly, that Lucien and the baroness were staggered, 
and they interrogated each other with their eyes as if 
to seek help against this aggression ; but the irresistible 
will of the master of the house prevailed, and the hus- 
band was victorious. 

“Do not think I wish to turn you out, my dear De- 
bray,’ continued Danglars —‘“‘oh no, not at all! An 
unexpected occurrence forces me to ask my wife to have 
a little conversation with me; it is so rarely I make 
such a request, I am sure you cannot grudge it to me.” 
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Debray muttered something, bowed, and went out, 
knocking himself against the edge of the door, like 
Nathan in “ Athalie.”’ 

“It is extraordinary,’ he said, when the door was 
closed behind him, ‘‘ how easily these husbands, whom 
we ridicule, gain an advantage over us.” 

Lucien having left, Danglars took his place on the 
sofa, closed the open book, and placing himself in a 
dreadfully dictatorial attitude, he began playing with 
the dog; but the animal, not liking him’ so ‘well as 
Debray, and attempting to bite him, Danglars seized 
him by the skin of his neck and threw him to the other 
side of the room upon a couch. The animal uttered a 
cry during his transit, but, arrived at its destination, it 
crouched behind the cushions, and, stupefied at such 
unusual treatment, remained silent and motionless. 

“Do you know, sir,’ asked the baroness, “that you 
are improving ? Generally you are only rude, but to- 
night you are brutal.” 

‘“Tt is because Lam m a worse humour than usual,’” 
replied Danglars. 

Hermine looked at the banker with supreme disdain. 
These glances frequently exasperated the pride of Dan- 
glars, but this evening he took no notice of them, 

“And what have I to do with your ill-humour ?”’ said 
the baroness, irritated at the impassibility of her hus- 
band ;, “do these things concern me? Keep your ill- 
humour at home in your chests, or, since you have clerks 
whom you pay, vent it upon them.” 

“Not so,” replied Danglars ;\“ your advice’ is wrong, 
so I shall not follow it. My chests are:my Pactolus, as, 
I think, M. Demoustier says, and | will not retard its 
course or disturb its calm. My clerks are honest men, 
who earn my fortune, whom I pay much below their 
deserts, if I may value them according to what they 
bring in, therefore I shall not get into a passion with 
them. Those with whom I will be in a passion are 
those who eat my dinners, mount my horses, and ex- 
haust. my fortune.” 
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“And pray who are the persons who exhaust your 
fortune ? Explain yourself more clearly, I beg, sir.” 

‘Oh, make yourself easy; I am not speaking riddles, 
and you will soon know what I mean. The people 
who exhaust my fortune are those who draw out 700,000 
francs in the course of an hour.” 

‘‘T do not understand you, sir,” said the baroness, 
trying to disguise the agitation of her voice and the 
flush of her face. 

‘You understand me perfectly, on the contrary,” 
said Danglars; “ but, if you will persist, I will tell you 
that I have just lost 700,000 francs upon the Spanish 
loan.” 

‘And pray,’ asked the baroness, ““am I responsible 
for this loss ?”’ 

“Why not?” 

‘Ts it my fault you have lost 700,000 francs ? ”’ 

“Certainly it is not mine.” 

“Once for all, sir,’ replied the baroness sharply, “I 
tell you I will not hear cash named; it is a style of 
language I never heard in the house of my parents or 
in that of my first husband.” 

“Oh, I can well believe that, for neither of them was 
worth a penny!” 

“The better reason for my not being conversant with 
the slang of the bank, which is here dinning in my ears 
from morning to night; that noise of crowns jingling, 
which are constantly being counted and recounted, is 
odious to me. I only know one thing I dislike more, 
which is the sound of your voice.’ 

‘“ Really!” said Danglars. ‘‘ Well, this surprises 
_ sere thought you took the liveliest interest in my 
affairs. 

‘I! What could put such an idea into your head ?” 

“ Yourself !)”’ 

“ Ah! what next ?” 

‘“ Most: assuredly.” 

‘I should like to know upon what occasion.” 

“Ah! that is very easily done. Last February you 


THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO. IQI 


were the first who told me of the Haytian funds. You 
had dreamt that a ship had entered the harbour at Havre; 
that this ship brought news that a payment we had 
looked upon as lost was going to be made. I know how 
clear-sighted your dreams are; I therefore purchased 
immediately as many shares as I could of the Haytian 
debt, and I gained 400,000 franes by it, of which 100,000 
have been honestly paid to you. You spent it as you 
please¢d—that was your business. In March there was 
a question about a grant to a railway. Three com- 
panies presented themselves, each offering equal se- 
curities. You told me that your instinct—and although 
you pretend to know nothing about speculations, J 
think, on the contrary, that your comprehension is very 
clear upon certain affairs—well, you told me that your 
instinct led you to believe:the grant would be given to 
the company called) the’ Southern. I bought two- 
thirds of the shares of that company; as you had fore- 
seen, the shares became of triple value, and I picked up 
a million (£40,000), from which 250,000 francs were paid 
to you for pin-money. How have you spent this 250,000 
francs ? It is no business of mine.” 

“ When are you coming to the point ?”’ cried the 
baroness, shivering with anger. and impatience. 

“ Patience, madame, I am coming to it.”’ 

“ That’s fortunate ! ” 

“In April you went to dine at the minister’s. You 
heard a private conversation respecting the affairs of 
Spain—on the expulsion of Don Carlos. I bought some 
Spanish shares. The expulsion took place, and I pocketed 
600,000 francs the day Charles V. repassed the Bidassoa. 
Of these 600,000 francs you took 50,000 crowns. They 
were yours; you disposed of them according to your 
fancy, and I asked no questions ; but it is not the less 
true that you have this year received 500,000 livres. 

“ Well, sir, and what then?” — 

“Ah, yes; it was just after this that you spoiled 
everything !”’ 

“ Really, your manner of speaking 


” 
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“It expresses my meaning, and that is all I want.. 
Well, three days after that you talked politics with M., 
Debray, and you fancied from his words that Don: 
Carlos had returned to Spain. Well, I sold my shares;, 
the news was spread, and I no longer sold but gave them. 
Next day I find the news was false, and by this false: 
report I have lost 700,000 francs.’ 

‘““ Well 2” 

‘Well, since I give you a fourth of my gains, I think: 
you owe me a fourth of my losses—the fourth of 700,000) 
francs 1s 175,000 francs.”’ 

“What you say is absurd, and I cannot see why 
M. Debray’s name is mixed up in this affair.” 

‘Because if you do not possess the 175,000 francs I 
reclaim, you:must have lent them to your friends, and 
M. Debray is one of your friends.” 

‘“For shame!” exclaimed the baroness. 

“Oh, let us have no gestures, no screams, no modern 
drama, or you will oblige me to tell you that I see Debray 
leave here, pocketing nearly the whole of the 500,000 
livres you have handed over to him this year; while 
he smiles to himself, saying that he has found that 
which the most skilful players have never discovered— 
that is, a roulette where he wins without paying and ‘is, 
no loser when he loses.”’ | 

The baroness became enraged. 

‘“Wretch!”’? she cried, “ will you dare to tell me 
you did not know that with which you now reproach 
mere’? 

““T do not say that 1 did know it, and I do not say 
that I did not know it. I merely tell you to look into 
my conduct during the last four years that we have 
ceased to be husband and wife, and see whether it has 
not always been consistent. Some time after our rup- 
ture, you wished. to study music under the celebrated 
baritone who made such a successful début at the Théatre 
Italien. At the same time I felt inclined to learn dancing 
of the danseuse who acquired such a reputation in London. 
This cost me, on your account and mine, about 100,000 
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francs. I ‘said nothing, for we must have peace in the 
house ; and 100,000 francs fora lady and’gentleman to 
be properly instructed in) music and dancing are not too 
much, Well, you soon became tired of singing; and 
you take a fancy to study diplomacy with the minister’s 
secretary. You understand, it signifies nothing to me 
so leng as you pay for your lessons out of vour own ‘¢cash- 
box: But to-day I find you are ‘drawing on mine, and 
that your apprenticeship may) cost me. 700,000) francs 
per month. Stop there; madame, ‘for this cannot last. 
Either the diplomatist must give his’ lessons gratis, and 
{ will tolerate him, or he must never set his foot again in 
my house—do you understand, madame ?)” 

“Oh, this is too much!” cried Hermine, chokings 
“ you-are worse than despicable.” 192 

“ But,” continued Danglars, “I find: you did not even 
pause there y 3920. 

“ Insults)” 

iu You ate right; let ‘us leave’ these facts alone, and 

reason coolly. I have never/interfered in your affairs 
excepting for your good; treat»mé in the same way. 
You say you have nothing to do with my ‘cash-box ? 
Be it so. Do as you like with your own, but do ‘not 
fill or empty mimes Besides;-how do D:know that this 
was not a political trick ; that the minister, enraged at 
seeing me in the opposition, and jealous of the popular 
sympathy '1 excite, has not concerted) with M. Debray 
to'ruin me ?”’. 

‘‘ A -probablesthing! ”’ 

“ Why not ?::Who ever heard of such an occurrence 
as this? A false telegraphic dispatch—it is almost im- 
possible for signals to have been made different to those 
of the last two telegraphs. It was done on purpose for 
me, I am sure of it.” i 

“Sir,” said the baroness humbly, “‘.are you not aware 
that the man'employed there was dismissed; -that they 
talked of going to law with him; that orders were issued 
to arrest him, and that this order would ‘have been ‘put 
into execution, if he had not escaped theiriresearches 

IT, ie 
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by arflight which proves either his madness, or his culp- 
ability ?) It was a mistake.”’ 

“Ves, which made: fools laugh; which caused the 
minister to have a sleepless night; which has caused 
the minister’s secretaries to blacken several sheets of 
paper; but which has cost me 700,000 francs.” 

“ But, sir,”’ said Hermine suddenly, “‘if all this is, as, 
you say, caused by M. Debray, why, instead of going : 
direct to him, do you come and tell me of it? Why, , 
to accuse the man, do you address the woman ?”’ 

‘Do I know M. Debray ?—do I wish to know him ?—- 
do I wish to know that he gives advice ?—do I wish to») 
follow it >—do I speculate?» Noy; :you ‘do all, this, , 
not: I.” 

“Still it seems to me, that as-you profit by it 8 

Danglars shrugged his shoulders. 

“Foolish creature!’ he exclaimed. “Women fancy; 
they have talent because they have managed two or 
three intrigues without being the talk of Paris! But 
know, that if you had even hidden your irregularities: 
from your husband, which is but the commencement: 
of the art—for generally husbands will not see—yor 
would then have been but a faint imitation of most of} 
your friends among the women of the world. But it has 
not been so with me; I see, and always have seen. 
during the last sixteen years. You may, perhaps, have 
hidden a thought, but not a step, not an action, not ai 
fault has escaped me, while you flattered yourself upory 
your address, and firmly believed you had deceived me: 
What has been \the result ? That, thanks to my pre- 
tended ignorance, there are none of your friends, from 
M. de Villefort to M. Debray, who have not tremblec 
before me. ‘There is not one who has not treated me as4 
the master of the house, the only title I desire witli] 
respect to you. There is not one, in fact, who would have 
dared to speak of me as I have spoken of them this day 
I will allow you to make me hateful, but I will preven: 
your rendering me ridiculous, and, above all, I forbia| 
you to ruin me.” | 
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The baroness had been tolerably composed until the 
name of Villefort had been pronounced; but then she 
became pale, and rising, as if touched by a spring, she 
stretched out her hands as though conjuring an appari- 
tion. She then took two or three steps towards her 
husband, as though to tear the secret from him, of 
which he was ignorant, or which he withheld from 
some odious calculation, as all his calculations were. 

“ M. de Villefort ! What do you mean ?”’ 

“T mean that’ M. de Nargonne, your first husband, 
being neither a philosopher nor a banker, or, perhaps 
being both, and seeing there was nothing to be got out 
of a procureur du‘ roi, died of grief or anger at finding, 
after an absence of nine months, that you had been 
enceinte six. Iam brutal. I not only allow it, but boast 
of it ; it is one of the reasons of my success in commercial 
business. Why did he kill himself instead of you? 
Because he had no cash to save. My life belongs to my 
cash. M. Debray has made me lose 700,000 francs ; 
let him bear his share of the loss, and we will go on as 
before. If not, let him become bankrupt for the 250,000 
livres, and do as all bankrupts do—disappear. He is 
a charming fellow, I allow, when his news is correct, 
but when it is not, there are fifty others in the world 
who would do better than him.” 

Madame Danglars was rooted to the spot. She made 
a violent effort to reply to this last attack, but she fell 
upon a chair, thinking of Villefort, of the dinner-scene, 
of the strange series of misfortunes which had taken 
place in her house during the last few days, and changed 
the usual calm of her establishment to a scene of scandal- 
ous debate. Danglars did not even look at her, though 
she tried all she could to faint. He shut the bedroom 
door after him, without adding another word, and 
returned to his apartments ; and when Madame Danglars 
recovered from her half-fainting condition, she could 
almost believe she had had a disagreeable dream. 


196 THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO. 


CHAPTER=:LXVI. 
MATRIMONIAL PROJECTS. | 


Tue day following this scene, at the hour the banker 
usually, chose to pay a visit) to Madame Danglars on 
his way to his office, his cowpé-did not appear in the 
court. At this time—that is, about: half-past twelve— 
Madame Danglars ordered her carriage, and went out. 
Danglars, placed behind, a curtain, watched the: depar- 
ture he had been waiting for... He gave.orders that: he 
should be -informed, directly Madame) Danglars ap- 
peared, but at two o'clock she had not returned. He 
then called. for his! horses, drove to the Chamber, and 
inscribed his name to speak against the budget... From 
twelve to two-o’clock Danglars had remained in his 
study, unsealing his dispatches, and becoming more and 
more sad every minute, heaping figure upon figure, and 
receiving among other visits, one from Major Cavalcanti, 
who, as stiff andas exact as ever, presented himself 
precisely at the hour named the night before, to terminate 
his. business with the banker. On leaving the Chamber, 
Danglars, who had shown violent marks of agitation 
during the sitting, and had been more: bitter than. ever 
against the ministry, re-entered his carriage, and. told the 
coachman to drive to the Avenue des Champs-Elysées, 
No. 30. 

Monte-Cristo was at home, only he was engaged with 
some one, and begged Danglars to wait for a moment in 
the drawing-room. While the banker was: waiting, the 
door opened, and a man dressed as an abbé entered, 
who,, doubtless more familiar with the house than he 
was, instead of waiting merely bowed, and, passing on 
to the further apartments, disappeared. A minute after, 
the door by which the priest had entered reopened, and 
Monte-Cristo. appeared. ! 

“ Pardon me,’ said he, ‘‘ my dear baron, but one of 
my friends, the Abbé Busoni, whom you perhaps saw 
pass by, has just arrived in Paris; not having seen him 
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for a long time, I could not make up my mind to leave 
him sooner, so I’hope this will be sufficient reason for my 
having made you wait.” 

‘t Nay,” ‘said Danglars,« “itis my fault; I have 
chosen my visit at a’ wrong time, and will retire.” 

“Not at all; on the contrary, be seated. But what 
is the matter with you ? ‘You look careworn. Really, 
you alarm me; for a capitalist to be sad, like the ap- 
pearance of a comet, presages some misfortune to the 
world.”’ 21H 

“T have been in ‘ill-luck for’several days,” said Dan- 
glars, “ and I] have‘heard nothing but bad news.” 

“ Ah, indeed!”’ said Monte-Cristo. “Have you had 
another fall at the Bourse ?” 

“No; I am safe for’a few days at least. I am only 
annoyed about a bankrupt of Trieste.” 

“Really ? Does it happen to be Jacopo Manfredi ?”’ 

“Exactly so. Imagine a man who has transacted 
business with me for I do not know how long, to the 
amount of eight or nine hundred thousand francs during 
the year. Never a mistake or delay—a fellow who paid 
like a’ prince. Well, I was a million in advance with 
him, and now my fine Jacopo Manfredi suspends pay- 
ments !i< 

“sReally 2)?7\(7o1 

“Tt is an unheard-of fatality. I draw upon him for 
600,000 francs; my bills are returned unpaid, and, more 
than that) I hold bills of exchange signed by him to the 
value of 400,000 francs, payable at his correspondent’s 
in Paris at the'end of this month. To-day is the 3oth. 
I present them ; but my correspondent has disappeared. 
This, with my Spanish affairs, made a pretty end to 
the month.” 

“Then you really lost by that affair.in Spain ?”’ 

“Yes; only 700,000 francs out of my) cash-box— 
nothing more'!”’ fu 

‘“ Why, how could you make such a mistake—such ian 
old stager?)” > 

‘©Qh, it is all my wife’s fault. She dreamed Don 
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Carlos had returned to Spain—she believes in dreams, 
It is magnetism, she says; and when she dreams a thing 
it is sure to happen, she assures me, On this conviction 
I allow her to speculate; she has her bank and_her 
stockbroker; she speculated and lost.. It is true she 
speculated with her own money, not mine ; nevertheless, 
you can understand that when 700,000 francs leave the 
wife’s pocket the husband always finds it out. But do 
you mean to say you have not heard of this 2? Why, 
the thing has made a tremendous noise.” 

. “Yes, I heard it spoken of, but) I,did not know the 
details; and then no ‘one can be more ignorant than I 
am of the affairs in the Bourse.” 

“Then you do not speculate ?.” 

“I? How could I speculate when I already have''so 
much trouble in regulating my income? I should, be 
obliged, besides my steward, to keep a clerk and a ‘boy. 
But touching these Spanish affairs, I think the baroness 
did not dream the whole of this entrance of Don Carlos. 
The papers said something about it, did they not ?”’ 

“Then you believe in the newspapers 2?” 

“I? Not the least in the world ; only I fancied that 
the honest Messager was an exception to the rule, and 
that it only announced telegraphic dispatches.”’ 

“Well, this is what puzzles me,” replied Danglars ; 
“ the news of the return of Don (Carlos was brought by 
telegraph.” |, 

“So that,” said: Monte-Cristo, “ you have lost nearly 
1,700,000 francs this month ?.”’ 

“Not nearly, indeed; that is exactly my loss.’”: 

‘ Diable /”. said Monte-Cristo. compassionately, ‘‘ it 
is a hard blow for a third-rate fortune.” 

‘ Third-rate,” said Danglars, rather humbled; “‘ what 
do you mean by that ?” 

“ Certainly,” continued Monte-Cristo, ‘‘'I make. three 
assortments in fortunes—first-rate, second-rate, and 
third-rate fortunes. I call, those first-rate which are 
composed of treasures one possesses under one’s hand, 
such as mines, lands, and funded property, in such states 
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as France, Austria, and England, providing these treas- 
ures and property form a: total: of about a hundred 
millions ;* 1 call those second-rate fortunes gained by 
manufacturing enterprises, joint-stock companies, vice- 
royalties, and principalities, not drawing more than 
1,500,000 francs, the whole’ forming a capital of about 
fifty millions; finally, I call those third-rate fortunes 
composed of a fluctuating capital, dependent upon the 
will of others, or upon chances which a bankruptcy: in- 
volves or a false telegraph shakes, such as~ banks, 
speculations of the day—in fact, all operations under 
the influence of greater or less mischances, the whole 
bringing in a real or fictitious capital of about fifteen 
millions. I think this is about your position, is it not ?”’ 

“ Confound it, yes!” replied Danglars. 

“The result, then, of six more such months as this 
would be to reduce the third-rate house to despair ?”’ 

“Oh,” said Danglars, becoming very pale, “ how you 
are running on!” 

“ Let us imagine seven such months,” continued Monte- 
Cristo, in the same tone. ‘Tell me, have you ever 
thought that seven times 1,700,000 francs make nearly 
twelve millions ? No, you have not; well, you are 
right, for if you indulged in’ such reflections you would 
never’ risk your ‘principal, which is ‘to the speculator 
what the skin is ‘to civilized man.’ We have our clothes, 
some more splendid than others—this is our credit ; 
but when’a man dies he has only his skin; in the same 
way, on retiring from business, you have nothing but 
your real principal of about five or six millions at the 
most, for third-rate fortunes are never more than the 
fourth of what they appear to be, like the locomotive on 
the railway, the size of which is magnified by the smoke 
and steam surrounding it: Well, out of the five or six 
millions, which form your real capital, you have just 
lost neatly two millions, which must, of course, in the 
same degree diminish your credit and fictitious fortune. 
To follow out my simile, your skin has been opened by 
bleeding, which, repeated three or four times, will cause 
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death, so pay attention to it} M. Danglars. Do: you 
want money 2?) Do you wish me to lend you some? ”’ 

“ What a bad calculator you are!’’ exclaimed Dan- 
glars, calling to his assistance all his; philosophy and 
dissimulation. ‘‘I have made money, at the same time, 
by speculations which have succeeded. Ihave made up 
for the loss: of blood by nutrition!)I lost a battle in 
Spain, I have been defeated in Trieste, but my naval 
army in) India will have taken: some galleons, and my 
Mexican pioneers will have discovered some mine.”’ 

‘““Very good! very good! But the wound remains, 
and will reopen at the first loss.”’ 

““No}3 for I am only embarked in certainties,’ rephed 
Danglars, with the air of a mountebank; sounding out 
his own praises;, |“ to involve: the, three governments 
must crumble to dust.”?« 

“Well, such things: have been !”’ 

‘That there should be a famine ?”’ 

“ Recollect the seven fat and the seven lean kimew”’ 

“Or, that the sea should become dry, as in the days of 
Pharaoh; and even'|then my. vessels would become 
caravans.” 

“So much the better, I congratulate you, my dear 
M. Danglars,’’ said Monte-Cristo.. “‘ I see, Lwas deceived, 
and that you belong to the class ef second-rate fortunes.’ 

“T think I may aspire to that honour,’ said Danglars 
with a smile, which reminded Monte-Cristo of one of 
_ those sickly moons: which bad artists are so fond: of 
daubing into their pictures of ruins. . ‘‘ But while we are 
speaking of business,’’ he added, pleased to find an oppor- 
tunity of changing the subject, “tell me what, J; am to 
do for M. Cavalcanti.” 

‘Give him money, if he is recommended to you; and 
the recommendation seems good.” 

‘Excellent! he presented himself this morning with 
a bond of 40,000 franes, payable at sight on you, signed 
by Busoni, and returned by you toime with your in- 
dorsement. ; Of course I immediately counted him over 
the forty banknotes.” 
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Monte-Cristo nodded his head in token of assent. 

“But that is not all,’ continued Danglars; “he has 
opened an account with my house for his son.” 

“May I ask how much he allows the young man ?”” 

“ Five thousand francs per month.” 

“Sixty thousand francs per year. I thought I was 
right in believing that Cavalcanti to be a stingy fellow. 
How can a young man live upon 5,000 francs a month ? ”’ 

“But you understand that if the young man should 
want a few thousands more a 

“Do not advance it; the father will never repay it. 
You do not know these ultramontane millionaires ; 
they ‘are regular misers. And by whom were they 
recommended to you ?”’ 

“Oh, by the house of Fenzi, one of the best in Flor- 
ence,” 

‘““T do not mean to say you will lose, but, nevertheless, 
mind you hold to the terms of the agreement.”’ 

“Would you not trust the Cavalcanti ?” 

“T? Oh, I would advance six millions on his signa- 
ture. I owas only speaking in reference to the second- 
rate fortunes we were mentioning just now.” 

“And with all this how plain he is! I should never 
have taken him for anything more than a mere major.” 

“And you would have flattered him, for certainly, as 
you say, he has no manner. The first time I saw him 
he appeared to me like an old lieutenant who had grown 
mouldy beneath his epaulet. But all the Italians are 
the same—they are like old Jews when they are not 
glittering in Oriental splendour.” 

“The young man 1s better,” said Danglars. 

“Yes; a little nervous perhaps; but, upon the whole, 
he appeared tolerable. I was uneasy about him.” 

(aa Why ? a” f 

‘Because you met him at my house, just after his 
introduction into the world, as they told me. He has 
been travelling with a very severe tutor, and had never 
been to Paris before.” 

“ Ah, I believe noblemen marry amongst themselves, 
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do they not ?”’ asked Danglars carelessly; ‘‘ they like 
to unite their fortunes.”’ 

“Tt is usual, certainly; but Cavalcanti is an original 
who does nothing like other people. _ I cannot help think- 
ing he has brought his son to France to choose a wife.” 

‘Do you think so ?”’ 

‘““Tam sure of it.” 

‘And you have heard his fortune mentioned ?”’ 

‘Nothing else was talked of; only some said he 
was worth millions, and others that he did not possess 
a farthing.” 

“ And what is your opinion ?,” 

‘““T ought not to influence you, because it is only my 
own personal impression,” 

“Well, and it is that——”’ 

“My opinion is, that all these old podestats, these 
ancient condottiert, for the Cavalcanti have commanded 
armies and governed provinces—- my opinion, I say, is 
that they have buried their millions in corners, the 
secret of which they have only transmitted to their 
eldest sons, who have done the same from generation to 
generation, and the proof of this is seen in their yellow 
and dry appearance,’ like’ the florins of the republic, 
which, from being constantly gazed upon, have become 
reflected in them.” 

“ Certainly,” said Danglars, ‘and this is. further 
supported by the fact of their not possessing an inch 
of land.” 

“Very little, at least. I know of none which Caval- 
canti possesses, excepting his palace in Lucca.” 

“Ah, he has a palace ?’”’ said Danglars, laughing ; 
“come, that is something.” 

“Yes; and more than that, he lets it to the Minister 
of Finances while he lives in a simple house. Oh, as I 
told you before, I think the good man very close !”’ 

‘Come, you do not flatter him,” 

_“ T scarcely know him. I think I have seen him three 
times in my life. All I know relating to him is through 
Busoni and himself. He was telling me this morning 
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that, tired of letting his property lie dormant in Italy, 
which is a dead nation, he wished to find a method, 
either in France or England, of multiplying his millions ; 
but remember, that though I place great confidence in 
Busoni, I am not responsible for this.” 

“Never mind. Accept my thanks for the client you 
have sent me. It is a fine name to inscribe on my lists, 
and my cashier was quite proud of it when I explained 
to him who the Cavalcanti were. | By the way, this is 
merely a simple question: When these kind of people. 
marry their sons do they give them any fortune ? ” 

“Oh, that depends upon circumstances. I know an 
Italian prince, rich as a gold-mine, one of the noblest 
families in Tuscany, who, when his sons married accord- 
ing to his wish gave them millions, and when they 
married against his consent merely allowed them thirty 
crowns a month. Should Andrea marry according to 
his father’s views, he will perhaps give him one, two, 
or three millions. For example, supposing it were the 
daughter of a banker, he might take an interest in the 
house of the father-in-law of his son; then again, if he 
disliked his choice, the major takes the key, double- 
locks his cofier, and Master Andrea would be obliged 
to live like the son of a Parisian family, by shuffling 
cards or rattling the dice.”’ 

‘““ Ah, that boy will find out some Bavarian or Peruvian 
princess; he will want a crown and an immense fortune.” 

“No; these grand lords on the other side of the Alps 
frequently, marry into plain families. Like Jupiter, 
they like to cross the race. But do you wish to marry 
Andrea, my dear M. Danglars, that you are asking so 
many questions ?”’ 

“Ma foi!” said. Danglars, “it would not be a bad 
speculation, I fancy, and you know lam a speculator.”’ 

“You are not thinking of Mademoiselle Danglars, I 
hope. You would not like poer Andrea to have his 
throat cut by Albert ?” 

‘Albert |” repeated Danglars, shrugging his shoulders. 
‘““Ah! yes; he would care very little about it, I think.” 
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“But he is betrothed to your daughter, I believe ? ” 

“Certainly, M. de Morcerf and I have talked about 
this: marriage, but Madame de Morcerf and Albert——” 

‘“You do not mean to say that it would not be a good 
match ?” 

‘Indeed, I imagine that Mademoiselle Danglars is as 
good as M. de Morcerf.”’ 

‘“Mademoiselle Danglars’s fortune will be great, no 
doubt, especially if the telegraph should not make any 
more mistakes.” 

“Oh, I do not mean her fortune only ; but tell me Hq 

“What ?” 

“Why did you not invite M. and Madame de Morcerf 
to your dinner ?”’ 

“JT did so; but he excused himself on account of 
Madame de Morcerf being obliged to go to Dieppe for 
the benefit of sea air.” 

‘““Yes, yes,’ said Danglars, laughing, “it would do 
her a great deal of good.” 

“ Why so?” 

“Because it is the air she always breathed in her 
youth.” 

Monte-Cristo took no notice of this ill-natured re- 
mark. 

“ But still, if Albert be not so rich as Mademoiselle 
Danglars,”’ said the count, ‘“ you must allow that he has 
a fine name.” 

‘So he has; but I like mme as well.” 

“Certainly, your name is popular, and does honour 
to the title they intended to adorn you with; but you 
are too intelligent not to know that according to a 
prejudice, too firmly rooted to be exterminated, a no- 
bility which dates back five centuries is worth more 
than one that can only reckon twenty years.” 

“And: for this very reason,’’ said Danglars, with a 
smile which he tried to make sardonic, “I prefer M. 
Andrea Cavalcanti to M. Albert de Morcerf.” 


“Still, I should not think the Morcerfs would yield to 
the Cavalcanti.” 
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“The Morcerfs ? Stay, my dear count,” said’ Dan- 
glars. ‘ You are a clever man, are you not ?” 

‘I think so.” 

“And you understand heraldry ?.” 

SA thitile.7 

“Well, look at my coat-of-arms; it) is worth morc 
than Morcerf’s.”’ 

ins Why so >? ? ; 

‘‘ Because, though I am not a baron by birth, my real 
name is, at least, Danglars.”’ 

“ Well, what then ?” 

‘‘ While his name is not Morcerf.”’ 

‘““ How—not Morcerf ?” 

“Not the least in the world.” 

eGoson, ¥, 

““Lhave been made a baron, so that [I actually am one ; 
he made himself a count, so that he is not one at all.” 

“ Impossible ! ” 

“Listen, my dear count. M. de Morcerf has been my 
friend, or rather my acquaintance, during the last thirty 
years. You know I have made the most of my arms, 
though I never forgot my origin.” 

‘A proof of great humility or great pride,” said Monte- 
Cristo. 

“Well, when I was a clerk; Morcerf was a mere fisher- 
man.” 

“ And then he was called——” 

“ Fernand,” 

‘Only Fernand ?” 

“Fernand Mondego.’ 

“Vou aresure 2 

‘“ Paydieu! 1 have bought enough fish of him to 
know his name !”’: 

‘Then, why did you think of giving your daughter 
to him?” 

“ Because, Fernand and Danglars being both far- 
venus, both having become noble, both rich, are about 
equal in worth, excepting that there have been certain 
things mentioned of him that were never said of me.” 
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‘What ?” 

“Oh, nothing !”’ 

“Ab, yes; what you tell me recalls to mind some- 
thing about the name of Fernand Mondego. I have 
heard that name in Greece.”’ 

‘In conjunction with the affairs of Ali Pacha ?”’ 

“Exactly so.” 

“This is the mystery,” said Danglars. “I acknow- 
ledge I would: have given anything to find it out.” 

“It would be very easy if you much wished it.” 

“ How so ?”’ 

‘Probably you have some correspondent in Greece ? ” 

‘“ T should think so.” 

“At: Janina >?” 

“ Everywhere.”’ 

‘Well, write to your correspondent in Janina, and ask 
him what part was played by a Frenchman named 
Fernand Mondego in the catastrophe of Ali Tebelen.”’ 

“You are right,’’ exclaimed Danglars, rising quickly ; 
‘““ T will write to-day.” 

“Do so.” 

“T will.” 

“And if you should hear of anything very scandal- 
ous——”’ 

“J will communicate it to you.” 

“ You will oblige me.” 

Danglars rushed out of the room, and made but one 
leap into his coupé. 


CHAPTER LXVIIL. 
THE OFFICE OF THE PROCUREUR DU ROI. 


Let us leave the banker driving his horses at their fullest 
speed, and follow Madame Danglars in her morning 
excursion. We have said that at half-past twelve 
o'clock, Madame Danglars had ordered her horses, and 
had left home in the carriage. She directed her course 
towards the Faubourg Saint-Germain, went down the 
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Rue de Seine, and stopped at the Passage du Pont-Neuf. 
She descended and crossed the passage. She was very 
plainly dressed, as would be the case with a woman of 
taste walking in the morning. At the Rue Guénégaud 
she called a fiacre, and directed him to drive to the Rue 
de Harlay. 

As soon as she was seated in the coach, she drew from 
her pocket a very thick black veil, which she tied on to 
her straw bonnet; she then replaced: the bonnet, and 
saw with pleasure, in a little pocket mirror, that her 
white complexion and brilliant eyes were alone visible. 
The fiacre crossed the Pont-Neuf and entered the Rue 
de Harlay by the Place Dauphine; the driver was paid 
as the door opened, and stepping lightly up the stairs, 
Madame Danglars soon reached the Salle des Pas- 
Perdus. 

There was a great deal going on that morning, and 
many business-like persons at the Palais; business-like 
persons pay very little attention to women, and Madame 
Danglars crossed the hall without exciting more atten- 
tion than any other female calling upon her lawyer. 
There was a great press of people in M. de Villefort’s 
antechamber, but Madame Danglars had no occasion 
even to pronounce her name. The instant she appeared, 
the doorkeeper rose, came to her, and asked whether 
she was not the person with whom M. le Procureur du 
Roi had made an appointment, and, on her affirmative 
answer being given, he conducted her by a private 
passage to M. de Villefort’s office. The magistrate was 
seated in an armchair writing, with his back towards 
the door;. he heard it open, and the doorkeeper pro- 
nounce the words, ‘“‘ Walk in, madame!’’ and then re- 
close it, without moving. But no sooner had the man’s 
footsteps ceased than he started up, drew the bolts, 
closed the curtains, and examined every corner of the 
room. Then, when he had assured himself that he could 
neither be seen nor heard, and was, consequently, re- 
lieved of doubts, he said,— 

‘Thanks, madame—thanks for your punctuality,” 


208 THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO. 


and he offered a chair to Madame Danglars, which she 
accepted, for her heart beat so violently that she felt 
nearly suffocated. 

“Tt is a long time, madame,’’ said the procureur du 
roi, describing a half-circle with his chair so as to place 
himself directly opposite to Madame Danglars—‘“‘it is 
a long time since [ had the pleasure of speaking alone 
with you; and I regret that we have only now met to 
enter upon a painful conversation.” 

“ Nevertheless, sir, you see I] have answered your first 
appeal; although, certainly, the conversation must be 
much more painful for me than for you.” 

Villefort smiled bitterly. 

‘Tt is true, then,” he said, rather uttering his thoughts 
aloud than addressing his companion—‘‘it is true, 
then, that all our actions leave their traces—some sad, 
others. bright—on' our paths! It is; then, true, that 
every step in our lives resembles the course of an insect 
on the sand—it leaves its track! Alas! to many the 
path is traced by tears.” 

“Sir,” said: Madame Danglars, “you can feel for my 
emotion, can you not >) Spare me, then, I beseech you. 
When Tf look at this room, whence so many guilty crea- 
tures have departed trembling and ashamed; when I 
look at'that chair before which I now sit trembling and 
ashamed, oh! it requires all my reason to convince me 
ae I. am not avery guilty womanjand you a menacing 
judge.” y 

Villefort dropped his head and sighed. 

““And I,” he said, ‘I feel that my place is not in the 
judge’s seat, but on the prisoner’s stool.” 

“ You !’’ said. Madame: Danglars. 

fsivesit} me!’ 

““T think,’ sir, you exaggerate your situation,” said 
Madame Danglars, whose ‘beautiful eyes sparkled for a 
moment. “The paths of which you were just speaking 
have been traced by all young men of ardent imagina- 
tions. Besides the pleasure there is always remorse, 
from the indulgence of our passions; and, after all, 
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what have you men to fear from all this—the world 
excuses and notoriety ennobles you.”’ 

“Madame,” replied Villefort, ‘“‘ you know that I am 
no hypocrite, or, at least, that I never deceive without 
a reason. If my brow be severe, it is because many 
misfortunes have clouded it; if my heart, be: petrified, 
it is that 7 might sustain the blows it has received. I 
was not so in my youth; I was not so on the night of 
the betrothal, when we were all seated round a table 
in the Rue du Cours at Marseilles. But since. then 
everything has changed: iv and about me. I am accus: 
tomed to brave difficulties, and, in the conflict, to crush 
those who, by their own: free will or by chance, voluntarily 
or involuntarily, interfere with me in my career, It is 
generally the case that what we most ardently desire 
is as ardently withheld from us by those who wish to 
obtain it, or from whom we attempt to snatch it. Thus 
the greater number of a man’s errors come before him 
disguised under the specious form of necessity; then, 
after error’ has been committed, in.a moment of’ excite- 
ment, of delirium, or of fear, we see that we might have 
avoided and escaped it:: The meansiwe might have used, 
which we in‘our blindness could: not see,’ then seem 
simple and easy, and we say, ‘Why did I not do this 
instead of that ?’ Women, on the contrary, are rarely 
tormented with remorse, for the decision does not come 
from you ;) your misfortunes are generally imposed upon 
you, and your faults the result of other’s crimes.”’ 

“Tn any icase, sir, you will: allow,” replied Madame 
Danglars, “that, even if the fault: were alone mine, I 
last night received a severe punishment for it.” : 

“Poor thing!” said Villefort, pressing her hand, “ it 
was too severe for your strength, for you were: twice 
overwhelmed, and yet——” 

SOWWell 7¥* 

“ Well; I must tell you. Collect all your courage, for 
you have not yet heard all)” i 

“Ah,” exclatmed Madame Danglars, alarmed, “ what 
is there more to hear ? ” 
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‘You only look back to the past; and it is, in- 
deed, bad enough. Well, picture to yourself a future 
more gloomy still—certainly frightful—perhaps sangul- 
nary!” 

The baroness knew how calm Villefort naturally was, 
and his present excitement frightened her so much that 
she opened her mouth to scream, but the sound died 
in her throat. 

“How has this terrible past been recalled?” cried 
Villefort. “‘ How is it that it has escaped from the 
depths of the tomb and the recesses of our hearts, where 
it was buried, to visit us now, like a phantom, whitening 
our cheeks and flushing our brows with shame ?.”’ 

“ Alas !”’ said Hermine, ‘‘ doubtless it is chance.’ 

“Chance,” rephed Villefort; “no, no, madame; there 
is no such thing as chance.” 

“Oh yes; has not a fatal chance revealed all this ? 
Was it not by chance the Count of Monte-Cristo bought 
this house ? Was it not by chance he caused the earth 
to be dug? Is it not by chance that the unfortunate 
child was disinterred under the trees? That poor inno- 
cent offspring of mine, which I never even kissed, but 
for whom I wept many, many tears. Ah, my heart 
clung to the count when he mentioned the dear spoil 
found beneath the flowers.” 

“Well! No, madame! This is the terrible news I 
have to tell you,” said Villefort in a hollow voice. ‘No! 
nothing was found beneath the flowers; there was no 
child disinterred—no! You must not weep; no, you 
must not groan—you must tremble!” 

“What can you mean?’ said Madame Danglars, 
shuddering. 

“I mean that M. de Monte-Cristo, digging underneath 
these trees, found neither skeleton nor chest, because 
neither of them were there.” 

“Neither of them there!’ repeated Madame Dan- 
glars, fixing upon him her eyes, which, by their fearful 
dilation, indicated how much she was alarmed. 

“ Neither of them there!” she again said, as though 
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striving to impress herself with the meaning of the words 
which escaped her. 

“No!” said Villefort, burying his face in his hands— 
““no, a hundred times no!”’ 

“Then you did not bury the poor child there, sir ? 
Why did you deceive me? Where did you place it ? 
Tell me—where ?” ’ 

“There! But listen to me—listen, and you will 
pity one who has for twenty years alone borne the 
heavy burden of the grief I am about to reveal, without 
casting the least portion upon you.” 

“Oh, you frighten me; but speak—I will listen.”’ 

“You recollect that sad night, when you were half 
expiring on that bed in the red damask room, while J, 
scarcely less agitated than you, awaited your delivery. 
The child was born, was given to me, without move- ° 
ment, without breath, without voice; we thought it 
dead.” 

Madame Danglars moved rapidly, as though she 
would spring from her chair ;. but Villefort stopped, and 
clasped his hands as if to implore her attention. 

“We thought it dead,’ he repeated. ‘I placed it in 
the chest, which was to take the place of a coffin; I 
descended to the garden; I dug a hole, and then flung 
it down in haste. Scarcely had I covered it with mould, 
when the arm of the Corsican was stretched towards 
me; I saw a shadow rise, and at the same time a flash 
of light. I felt pain; I wished to cry out, but an icy 
shiver ran through my veins and stifled my voice; I 
fell lifeless, and fancied myself killed. Never shall I 
forget your sublime courage when, having returned to 
consciousness, I dragged myself to the foot of the stairs, 
where, expiring yourself, you came to meet me. We 
were obliged to keep silent upon the dreadful catas- 
trophe. You had the fortitude to regain the house 
assisted by your nurse. A duei was the pretext for my 
wound. Though we scarcely expected it, our secret 
remained in our own keeping alone. I was taken to 
Versailles. For three months I struggled with death ; 
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at last, as'l seemed to cling to life, I was ordered to the 
south. Four men carried me from Paris to Chélons, 
walking six leagues a day ; Madame de Villefort followed 
the litter in her carriage. At Chalons I was put upon 
the Soane, thence I passed on to the Rhone, whence I 
descended, merely with the current, to Arles; at Arles 
I was again placed on my litter, and continued my 
journey to Marseilles. My recovery lasted six months ; 
I never heard you mentioned, and I did not dare inquire 
for you. When I returned to Paris, I learned. that, 
widow of M. de Nargonne, you had married M. Danglars. 

“What had been the subject of my thoughts ever 
since consciousness had returned to me? Always the 
same—always the child’s corpse, which, ¢very night in 
my dreams, rising from the earth, fixed itself above the 
grave with a menacing look and gesture: I inquired 
immediately on my return to Paris; the house had not 
been inhabited since we left it, but it had just been let 
for nine years. I found the tenant; I pretended that 
I disliked the idea of a house belonging to my wife’s 
father and mother passing into the hands» of strangers ; 
I offered to pay them for yielding up the lease; they 
demanded 6,000 frances; I would have given r0,0o00— 
I would have given 20,000. I had the money with me; | 
I made the tenant sign the cancelling deed; and when — 
1 had obtained what I so much wanted, I galloped to 
Auteuil. No one had entered the house since I had 
left it. It was five o’clock in the afternoon ;' I ascended 
into the red room and waited for night. There all the 
thoughts which had disturbed me during my year of 
constant agony occurred with double force. The Cor- 
sican, who had declared the vendetta against me, who had 
followed me from Nimes to Paris, who had hid himself 
in the garden, who had struck me, had seen me dig the 
grave, had seen me inter the child, he might become 
acquainted with your person ; nay, he might even then 
have known it. Would he not-one day make you pay 
for keeping this terrible secret ? Would it not be a 
sweet revenge for him when he found I had not died 
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from the blow of his dagger ? It was therefore neces- 
sary, before everything else, and: at all risks, that I 
should cause all traces of the past to disappear; that I 
should destroy every material vestige—too much reality 
would always remain in my recollection. It was’ for 
this I had annulled the lease, it was for this I had come, 
it was for this’ I was waiting. Night arrived; I 
allowed it to become quite dark. I was without a light 
in that room; when the wind shook all the doors. be- 
hind which I continually expected to see some con- 
cealed spy, I trembled. I seemed everywhere to hear 
your moans behind me in the bed, and 1 dared nct 
turn round. My heart beat so violently that I feared 
my wound would open; at length, one by one, all the 
noises in the neighbouring country ceased. I understood 
that I had nothing to fear, that I should neither be seen 
nor heard, so | decided upon descending to the garden. 
“Listen, Hermme! 1 consider myself as brave as 
most men; but when I drew from my breast the little 
key of the staircase which I had found in my coat—that 
little key we both used to cherish so much, which you 
wished to have fastened to a golden ring—when I opened 
the door, and saw the pale moon shedding a long stream 
of white light on the spiral staircase like a spectre, I 
leaned against the wall and nearly shrieked. I seemed 
to be going mad. At last I mastered my agitation. I 
descended the staircase step by step; the only thing 
I could not conquer was a strange trembling in my 
knees. I grasped the railings; if I had relaxed my 
hold for a moment, I should have fallen. I reached 
the lower door. Outside this door a spade was placed 
against the wall; I took it and advanced towards. the 
thicket. I had provided myself with a dark lantern. 
In the middle of the lawn I stopped to light it, then I 
continued my path. It was the end of November; all 
the freshness of the garden had disappeared, the trees 
were nothing more than skeletons with their long bony 
arms, and the dead leaves sounded on the gravel under 
my feet. My terror overcame me to such a degree as 
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I approached the thicket, that I took a pistol from my 
pocket and armed myself.. I fancied continually that 
I saw the figure of the Corsican between the branches. 
I examined the thicket with my dark lantern; it was 
empty. I cast my eyes all round. I was indeed alone ; 
no noise disturbed the silence of the night but the owl, 
whose piercing cry seemed as if calling up the phantoms 
of the night. I tied my Jantern to a forked branch 
I had remarked a year before at the precise spot where 
I stopped to dig the hole. The grass had grown very 
thickly there during the summer, and when autumn 
arrived no one had been there to mow it. Still one 
place less covered attracted my attention ; it evidently 
was there I had turned up the ground. I returned to 
work. The hour, then, for which I had been waiting 
during the last year had at length arrived. How I 
worked, how I hoped, how I sounded every piece of 
turf, thinking to find some resistance to my spade! But 
no, I found nothing, though I had made a hole twice as 
large as the first. I. thought I had been deceived, had 
mistaken the spot. I turned round; I looked at the 
trees; I tried to recall the details which had struck 
me at the time. A cold, sharp wind whistled through 
the leafless branches, and yet the drops fell from my 
forehead. I recollected that I was stabbed just as I 
was trampling the ground to fill up the hole. While 
doing so, | had leaned against a false ebony tree. Behind 
me was an artificial rock, intended to serve as a resting- 
place for persons walking in the garden; in falling, my 
hand, relaxing its hold of the tree, felt the coldness of 
this stone. On my right I saw the tree, behind me the 
rock. I stood in the same attitude, and threw myself 
down; I rose, and again began digging and enlarging 
the hole; still I found nothing—nothing—the chest 
was no longer there.” 

“The chest no longer there!’? murmured Madame 
Danglars, choking with fear. 

“ Think not I contented myself with this one effort,” 
continued Villefort. ‘No, I searched the whole thicket, 
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I thought the assassin, having discovered the chest, 
and supposing it to be a treasure, had intended carrying 
it off, but, perceiving his error, had dug another hole 
and deposited it; but there was nothing. Then the 
idea struck me that he had not taken these precautions, 
and had simply thrown it in a corner. In the last case 
I must wait for daylight to make my research. I re- 
gained the room and waited.” 

‘-O Heaven !” 

“ When daylight dawned, I went down again. My first 
visit was to the thicket. I hoped to find some traces 
which had escaped me in the dark. , [had turned up the 
earth over a surface of more than twenty feet square 
anda depth of two feet... A: labourer would not have 
done in a day what occupied:me an hour. But I could 
find. nothing—absolutely nothing... Then I renewed the 
search. Supposing it had been thrown aside, it would 
probably be on the path which led to the little gate ; 
but this examination was as useless as the first, and, 
with a bursting heart, I returned to the thicket, which 
now contained no hope for me.” 

“Oh!” cried Madame Danglars, “it was enough to 
drive you mad.” 

‘““T hoped for a moment that it might,’’ said Villefort ; 
“but that happiness was denied me. However, re- 
covering my strength and my ideas, ‘ Why,’ said I, 
‘should that man have carried away the corpse ?””’ 

‘““ But you said,’ replied Madame Danglars, “ he would 
require it as a proof ?”’ 

“Ah! no, that could not be. Dead bodies are not 
kept a year; they are shown to a magistrate, and the 
evidence is taken. _ Nothing of the kind has happened.” 

“What, then ?”? asked Hermine, trembling violently. 

‘“Something more terrible, more fatal, more alarming 
for us; the child was, perhaps, alive, and the assassin 
may have saved it.” 

Madame Danglars uttered a piercing cry, and seizing 
Villefort’s hand, exclaimed,— 

“My child was alive!” said she ;) “you buried my 
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child alive, sir!) You were not certain my child was 
dead, and you buried it! Ah! t 

Madame Danglars had risen, and stood before the pro- 
cureur, whose hands she wrung im her feeble grasp. 

“T know not; 1 merely suppose so, as I might sup- 
pose anything else,” replied Villefort, with a look ‘so 
fixed it indicated that his powerful mind was on the 
verge of despair and madness. 

‘““Ah, my child, my poor child!” cried the baroness, 
falling on her chair, and stifling her sobs in her handker- 
chief. 

Villefort, becoming somewhat reassured, perceived that 
to avert the maternal storm gathering over his head, he 
must inspire Madame Danglars with the terror he felt. 

“ You understand, then, that if it were so,” said he, 
rising in his turn, and approaching the baroness, to 
speak to her in a lower tone, “we are lost. This child 
lives, and some one knows it lives. Some one is in pos- 
session of our secret; and since Monte-Cristo speaks 
before us of a child disinterred, when that child could 
not be found, it is he who is in possession of our secret.” 

“Just God! avenging God!” murmured Madame 
Danglats. 

Villefort’s only answer was a species of groan, ‘ 


“ But the child—the child, sir ?’’ repeated the agitated | 


mother. 
“How have I searched for him!’ replied Viliefort, 
wringing his hands. ‘‘ How have I called him in my long 


sleepless nights! How have I longed for royal wealth 
to purchase a million of secrets from a million of men, 
and to find mine: among them. -At last one day, when 
for the hundredth time I took up my spade, I asked 
myself again and again what the Corsican could have 
done with the child. .A child encumbers a fugitive. Per- 
haps, on perceiving it was still alive, he had thrown it 
intorthemayer.:: 

“Impossible!” cried Madame Danglars. ‘A man 
may murder another out of revenge, but he would not 
deliberately drown a child,” : 
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“ Perhaps,” continued Villefort, “che had put it in the 
fowndling hospital ?” 

“Ohat 7 yespivesite”” 
is there!” 

“Tran to the hospital, od jednsied thatthe same 
night—the night of the zoth September—a child had 
been brought there» wrapped in part of. a: fine’ linen 
napkin, purposely torn in half. This portion of the 
napkin ‘was marked with half a baron’s crown and the 
letter H.” 

“ Truly, truly,” said Madame Danglars, “all my linen 
is marked thus. ‘Monsieur de Nargonne was a baronet, 
and my name is Pececne! Thank God! my child was 
not then dead.” 

‘No, 1t was not dead.” 

“ And you can tell. meso without fearing to make me 
die of joy, sir?! Where is the child ? ”’ 

Villefort shrugged his shoulders. 

“Deal know ?:” said he; >“ and do-you believe that 
if I knew I would relate to ‘you all its ‘trials and all 
its adventures as would a dramatist or a: novel-writer ? 
Alas! no,;°I know not. A woman, about. six months 
after, came to’ claim it with the other half of the napkin. 
This woman gave all the requisite Gia gobi a and it 
was entrusted to her.” 

“ But you should have inquired for the woman; you 
should have traced her.” 

“And what do you think I did? I feigned a criminal 
process, and employed all the most acute bloodhounds 
and skilful agents in search of her. They traced her to 
Chalons, and there they lost her.” 

“They lost her 2? uy 


cried. the baroness ; sof my child 


“Yes ; -for ever.’ 

Madame Danalan had listened to: this Patil with a 
sigh, a tear, or a shriek for every circumstance. 

‘And that is all?” saidoshevoy ‘And: you stopped 
there?2”’ . 

‘Oh not’ said Villefort ; ““T, never ceased to seareh 
and to inquire. However, the last two or three years) I 
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had allowed myself'some respite. . But now I will begin 
with more perseverance and fury than éver, since fear 
urges me, not my conscience.” 

“But,” replied Madame Danglars, “the Count of 
Monte-Cristo can know nothing, or he would not seek 
our society as he does.” 

‘Oh, the wickedness of ‘man. is very great,” said Ville- 
fort, ‘since it surpasses the goodness of God. Did you 
observe that man’s eyes while he was speaking to us ?”’ 

“No.” 

‘But have you ever watched him carefully ?” 

‘Doubtless he is capricious, but that is all. One 
thing alone struck me.» Of all the exquisite things he 
placed before us he touched nothing.” 

“Yes, yes,” said Villefort ; ‘“I noticed that-also.) If I 
had known then what I know now, I would have touched 
nothing either. I should have feared being poisoned.” 

“And you see you would have been deceived.’ 

“ Yes, doubtless ; but, believe me, that man has other 
projects.» For that reason I wished to see you, to speak 
to you, to warn you against every one, but especially | 
against him. Tell me,’ cried Villefort, fixing his eyes 
more steadfastly on her than he had ever done before, 
“did you ever reveal to any one our connection ?’’ 

“ Never, to any one!” 

“ You understand me?” replied Villefort affection- 
ately. ‘“‘ When I say any one—patdon my) urgency— 
to any one living, I méan.” 

“Yes;oyes, I understand very well,’ ejaculated the 
baroness. | ““ Never, I swear to you.” 

‘““Were you ever in the habit of writing in the evening 
what had transpired in the morning? Do you keep a 
journal ?”’ 

“No. My life has been passed in frivolity. I wish 
to forget it myself.” 

“ Do-you talk in your sleep ? ”’ 

“T sleep soundly, like a child. Do you not remem: | 
ber ?”’ »The colour mounted to the baroness’s face ; | 
and Villefort turned awfully pale. 
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“It is true,” said he, in so low a tone that he could 
hardly be heard. 

‘““ Well 2?’ said the baroness. 

“ Well, I understand what I now have to do,” replied 
Villefort. “In less than one week from this time I will 
ascertain who this Monte-Cristo is, whence he comes, 
where he goes, and why he speaks in our presence of 
children who have been disinterred in a garden.” 

Villefort pronounced these words with an accent 
which would. have made the count shudder had he 
heard him. Then he. pressed the hand the baronress 
reluctantly gave him, and led her respectfully back to 
the door. 

Madame Danglars returned in another hackney-coach 
to the passage, on the other side of which she found 
her carriage, and her coachman sleeping peacefully on 
his box while waiting for her. 


CHAPTER »LXVHI. 
A SUMMER BALL, 


THE same day, during the interview: of Madame Danglars 
with the procureur, a travelling carriage entering the 
Rue du Helder passed through the gateway of No. 27, 
and stopped im the yard. .In'a moment the door was 
opened, and Madame de Morcerf alighted, leaning on 
her son’s arm. Albert soon left her, ordered his horses, 
and having arranged his toilet, drove to the: Champs 
Elysées to the house of Monte-Cristo. 

The count received him with his habitual smile. It 
was a strange thing that no one ever appeared to ad- 
vance a step in that man’s favour. »Those who would, 
as it were, force a passage to his heart found an impass- 
able barrier. . i 

Morcerf, who ran towards him with open arms, was 
chilled as he drew near, in spite of the friendly smile, 
and simply held out his hand. 
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Monte-Cristo shook it coldly, mae se to his invari- 
able practice. 

“ Here I am, dear count.” 

«Welcome home again.” 

‘7 arrived an hour since.” 

“From Dieppe ?” 

“Nox from Tréport.? 

ce Indeed | ”» : 

“And Iam directly come to see you.”’ 

“That is extremely kind of you,” ‘said Monte-Cristo, 
with a tone of perfect indifference. 

“And what is the news ?? 

“ You should not ask a stranger, a foreigner, for news,’ 

“| know it; but in asking for news, I mean, have you 
done anything for me?” 

“ Had» you commissioned me?” said Monte-Cristo, 
feigning uneasiness. 

“Come, come!” said Albert; ‘‘do not assume so 
much indifference. It is said sympathy travels rapidly, 
and when at Tréport I felt the electric shock. You 
have either been working for me or thinking of me.” 

“Possibly,” said Monte-Cristo. “I have indeed 
thought of you, but the magnetic wire I was guiding 
acted, indeed, without my knowledge.” 

“Indeed! pray tell me how it happened ?”’ 

.“ Willingly. M. Danglars dined with me.’ 
oT know it. To avoid meeting him, my mother and 
Tdeft town.” 
‘“ But he met here M. Andrea Cavalcanti.” 
“ Your Italian prince ?” 
“ Not so fast; M. Andrea only calls himself count.” 

si “ Cails himself, do-you say ?)”’ 

* Yes, calls himself” 

“Is he notia count ? ” 

“* Whatcan I know of him ?). He-calls himselfoso. I, 
of course, give him the same title, and every one else 
does the same.’ “a ‘ | 

“ What a strange man you are! What next? You 
said M. Danglars dined here ?” 
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“ Yes, with Count Cavalcanti, the marquis his’ father, 
Madame Danglars, M. and Madame de Villefort—charm- 
ing people—M. Debray, Maximilian Morrel, and M. de 
Chateau- Renaud.” inti 

“ Did they speak of me ? 

“ Not a word.” 

“ So much the worse.” 

‘Why so? I thought you wished them to forget 
yous? ?s.51 . 

“Tf they did not speak.of me, I am sure they thought 
about me, and I am in despair.” 

“ How will that affect you, since Mademoiselle Dan- 
glars was not among the number here who thought of 
you ?. Truly she might have thought of you at home.” 

‘“T have no fear of that ; or, if she did, it was only 
in the same way in which I think of her.” 

“ Touching sympathy ! + So you hate each other?” 
said the count. 

“ Listen |’ said Morcerf. “ If Mademoiselle Danglars 
were disposed to take pity on my supposed martyrdom 
on her account, and would dispense with all matrimonial 
formalities between our two families; I am ready to 
agree to the arrangement. In a word, Mademoiselle 
Danglars would make a charming mistress, but a wife, 
diable !” 

‘“And this,” said Monté+€risto, “is your opinion of 
your intended. spouse >”) [ 

“Yes. Lt is rather unkind, I acknowledge, but it is 
true. But as this dream cannot be realized, since 
Mademoiselle Danglars must become my lawful. wife, 
live perpetually with me, sing to me, compose verses 
and music within ten paces of me, and that for my whole 
life, it-frightens me. One may, forsake a mistress, but 
a wife, good heavens! there she must always be; and 
to marry Mademoiselle Danglars would be awful.” 

“ You are difficult to please, viscount.” 

“Yes, for I often wish for what is impossible.” 

‘“Whatiis that ?” 

“To find such a wife as my father found.” 


”» 
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Monte-Cristo turned pale, and looked at Albert, while 
playing with some magnificent pistols. 

“Your father was fortunate, then ?”’ said he. 

“You know my opinion of my mother, count. Look 
at her, still beautiful, witty, better than ever. For any 
other son to have accompanied his mother four days at 
Tréport, it would have been a complaisance, an un- 
profitable toil, while I return more contented, more 
peaceful—shall I say more poetic ?—than if I had taken 
Queen Mab or Titania as my companion.” 

“That is an overwhelming perfection, and you would 
make every one vow to live a single life.” 

“Such are my reasons for not liking to marry Made- 
moiselle Danglars. Have you ever noticed how much a 
thing is heightened in value when we obtain possession 
of it? The diamond which glittered in the window oi 
Marlé or of Fossin shines with more splendour when it 
is our own; but if we are compelled to acknowledge the 
superiority of another, and still to retain the one that is 
inferior, do you understand what must be the suffering ?” 

‘““ Worldling !’? murmured the count. 

“Thus I shall rejoice when Mademoiselle Eugénie per- 
ceives I am but a pitiful atom, with scarcely as many 
hundred thousand francs as she has millions.” 

Monte-Cristo smiled. 

“One plan occurred to me,’ continued Albert. ‘‘ Franz 
likes all that is eccentric. I tried to make him fall in 
love with Mademoiselle Danglars; but in spite of four 
letters, written in the most alluring style, he invariably 
answered, “My eccentricity may be great, but it will 
not make me break my promise.’” 

“That is what I call devoted friendship, to recommend 
to another one whom you would not marry yourself.” 

Albert smiled. 

“ Abropos !”’ continued he, “ Franz is coming soon, 
but it will not interest you; you dislike him, I think ?” 

“JT!” said Monte-Cristo. “My dear viscount, how 
have you discovered that I did not like M. Franz? I 
like every one.” 
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“ And you include me in the expression every one ? 
Many thanks!” 

“Let us not mistake,’’ said* Monte-Cristo. ‘“I/love 
every one as’God commands’us to love our neighbour, 
as Christians, but I thoroughly hate but a few. Let 
us return to M. Franz d’Epinay. Did you say he was 
coming ?” 

“Yes ; summoned by M. de Villefort, who is apparently 
as anxious to get Mademoiselle’ Valentine married as 
M. Danglars is to see Mademoiselle Eugénie settled. It 
must be a very irksome office to be the father of a grown- 
up daughter. It seems to make them fevérish, and to 
quicken their pulse until they get rid of them.” 

“ But M. d’Epinay, unlike you, bears his misfortune 
patiently.” 

“Still more, he talks seriously about the matter, 
puts on a white cravat, and speaks of his family. He 
entertains a very high opinion of M. and Madame de 
Villefort.”’ 

“Which they deserve, do they not ?” 

‘“T believe they do. M: de Villefort has always passed 
for a severe but a just man.” 

“ There is, then, one,” said Monte-Cristo, “ whom you 
do not condemn like poor Danglars ? ”’ 

“ Because I am not compelled to marry his daughter, 
pethaps,” replied Albert, laughing. 

“Indeed, my dear sir,’’ said Monte-Cristo, 
revoltingly foppish.” 

“| foppish! How do you mean ?” 

“ Yes; pray take a cigar, and cease to defend yourself 
and to struggle to escape marrying Macerroiselle Dan- 
glars. Let things take their course. Perhaps you may 
not have to retract.” 

“ Bah!’ said Albert, staring. 

‘“ Doubtless, M: le Vicomte, you will not be taken by 
force. And seriously, do you wish to break off your 
engagement ?” 

“T would give a hundred thousand francs to be able 
to do so.” 


‘ 


“you are 
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‘‘ Then» maké--yourself | quite happy. . M. Danglars 
would give double that sum to attain the same end:” 

“Am I, andeed,'!so happy ?”’ said Albert; who still 
could not prevent.an almost imperceptible cloud passing 
across his brow. ‘ But, my dear, count, has M, Danglars 
any reason:? °” [PD aes 

“Ah! there is your proud and selfish nature... You 
would ;expose the self-love of another with a hatchet, 
but you shrink if your own is attacked with a needle.” 

“ But yet, M. Danglars appeared yt al 

‘“ Delighted with you, was he not ?s- Well, heis a man 
of bad. taste, and is still more enchanted with another. 
I know not whom.) Study and) judge fer yourself.’ 

“‘ Thank you, I understand. But my mother—no} not 
my mother, I mistake—my father intends giving a bali.” 

vo A ball-at this season >)” [fs 

* Summer balls are fashionable.” 

“di they were not, the countess has only to wish it 
and they would become so.”’ 

“ You are right: | Youknow they are wimixed balls. 
Those whe remain in Parisin July must be true Parisians. 
Will you take charge of Our:imvitation to Messieurs 
Cavaleanti ? otein’ 

‘“ When will it take-place i?” 

“On Saturday.’ 

“M. Cavalcanti’s father! will be: gone.”: 

“ But the’ son wilh be here. . Will, yow invite, young 


M. Cavalcanti ?” I 
“1 do not know‘ him; viscount?’ «| 
“Youjdo not dinewshite;s icots 6 osls 

“No, -Inhad never seen him until,a few days since, 
and am not responsible, for him.’ 

‘‘ But you received him at your house?’ 

‘“ That is another thing.,,. He.was.recommended to me 
by .a, good abbé, who may be. deceived...Give him a 
direct invitation, but. do not,ask, me.,'to. present him) 
If he were afterwards to marry Mademoiselle: Danglars, 
you would accuse me,of intrigue, and would be challeng- 
ing me. Besides, I may not be there myself.” 
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“Where ? ” 

“ At your baliy’’ 

“Why should you not be there ? ” 

‘“ Because you have not yet invited me.” 

‘“ But I come expressly for that purpose.” 

“ You are very kind, but I may be prevented.” 

“Tf I tell you one thing, you will be so amiable as to 
set aside all impediments.” 

“Tell me what it is.” 

‘““My mother begs you to come.” 

“The Countess de Morcerf >?’ said Monte-Cristo, 
starting: 

“Ah, count,” said Albert, ‘I assure you, Madame de 
Morcerf speaks freely to me, and if you have not felt 
those sympathetic fibres of which I spoke just now thrill 
within you, you must be entirely devoid of them, for 
during the last four days we have spoken of no one else.”’ 

“You have talked of me?” 

“Yes; that is your privilege, being a living problem.” 

‘“Then I am, also, a problem to your mother? I 
should have thought her too reasonable to be led by 
imagination.” 

“A problem, my dear count, for every one—for my 
mother as well as others—much studied, but not solved, 
you still remain an enigma. Do not fear; my mother 
is only astonished that you remain so long unresolved. 
I believe, while the Countess ‘G takes you for Lord 
Ruthven, my mother imagines you to be Cagliostro or 
Count St. Germain, The first opportunity you have 
confirm her in her opinion. It will be easy for you, as 
you have the philosophy of the one and the wit of the 
other.” 

“JT thank you for the warning,” said the count. “I 
shall endeavour to be prepared for all suppositions.”’ 

“ You will, then, come on Saturday ?” 

““ Yes, since Madame de Morcerf invites me.” 

“You are very kind.” 

“ Will M. Danglars be there ?”’ 

“ He has already been invited by my father. We shall 
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try to persuade the great D’Aguesseau, M. de Villefort, 
to come, but have not much hope of seeing him.” 

“““ Never despair,’ says the proverb.” 

‘Do you dance, count ?” 

‘““T dance ? ” 

“Yes, you; it would not be astonishing.’ 

“ That is very, well before one is above forty. No, 
I do not dance, but I like to see others. Does Madame 
de Morcerf dance ?” 

“Never. You can talk to her;~she so delights in 
your conversation.” 

tuIndeed)!c 

“ Yes, truly; and I assure you, you are the only man 
of whom I have heard her speak with interest.”’ 

Albert rose and took his hat. The count conducted 
him to the door. 

‘““T have one thing to reproach myself with,’’ said he, 
stopping Albert on the steps, 

Wik at ispit, hr’ iengeri 

‘““T have spoken to you indiscreetly about Danglars.”’ 

“On the contrary, speak to me always in the same 
strain about him.” 

“That. is enough... Apropos, when do. you expect 
M. d’Epinay ?”’ 

‘““ Five or six days hence at the latest.” 

‘“ And when is he to be married ?”’ 

“Immediately on the arrival of M. and Madame de 
St. Méran.”’ 

“ Bring him to see me. Although you say I do not 
like him, I assure you I shall be happy to see him.” 

“T will obey your orders, my lord.” 

““ Good-bye.” 

“Until Saturday, when I may expect you, may I 
not ?)” 

“ Yes, I promised you.” 

The count watched Albert, waving his hand to him.. 
When he had mounted his phaeton, Monte-Cristo turned,, 
and seeing Bertuccio, ‘““ What news ?”’ said he, | 

““ She went to the Palais,” replied the steward. 
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‘“ Did she stay long there ?”’ 

“ An hour and a half.” 

‘““ Did she return home ?.”’ 

“ Directly.” 

“ Well, my dear Bertuccio,” said the count, “I row 
advise you to go in quest of the little estate I spoke to 
you of in Normandy.” 

Bertuccio bowed, and as his wishes were in perfect 
harmony with the order he had received, he started the 
same evening. 


CHAPTER -LXIX. 
THE INQUIRY. 


M. DE VILLEFORT kept the promise he had made to 
Madame Danglars to endeavour to find out how the 
Count of Monte-Cristo had discovered the history of the 
house at Auteuil. He wrote the same day to M. de 
Boville, who, from having been an inspector of prisons, 
was promoted to a high office in the police, for the in- 
formation he acquired; and the latter begged two days 
to ascertain exactly who would be most likely to give 
him full particulars. 

At the end of the second day M. de Villefort received 
the following note :— 


“The person called M. le Comte de Monte-Cristo is an 
intimate acquaintance of Lord Wilmore, a rich foreigner, 
who is sometimes seen in Paris, and who is there at this 
moment. He is also known to the Abbé Busoni, a Sicilian 
priest, of high repute in the East, where he has Cone much 
good,” 


M. de Villefort replied by ordering the strictest inquiries 
to be made respecting these two persons. His orders 
were executed, and the following evening he received 
these details :— 


“ The abbé, who was in Paris for a month, inhabited a 
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small house behind St. Sulpice, composed of one single 
story over the ground-floor; two rooms were on each 
floor, and he was the only tenant. The two lower rooms 
consisted of a dining-room, with a table, chairs, and 
sideboard of walnut-tree, and a wainscoted parlour, 
without ornaments, carpet, or timepiece. It was evi- 
dent the abbé limited himself to objects of strict neces- 
sity. 

m It was true, the abbé preferred the sitting-room up- 
stairs, which, being furnished with theological books and 
parchments in which he delighted to bury himself during 
whole months, was more a library than a parlour. His 
valet looked at the visitors through a sort of wicket, and 
if their countenance was unknown, to him or displeased 
him, he replied that M. Abbé was not in Paris, an answer 
which satisfied most persons, because the abbé was known 
to be a great traveller. Besides, whether at home or 
not, whether in Paris or Cairo, the abbé always left some- 
thing to give away, which the valet distributed through 
this wicket in his master’s name. 

“The other room near the library was a bedroom. 
A bed without curtains, four armchairs, and a couch 
covered with yellow Utrecht velvet, composed, with a 
prie-Dieu, all its furniture. | 

‘Lord Wilmore resided in Rue Fontaine Saint George. 
He was one of those English tourists who consume a 
large fortune in travelling. He hired the apartment in 
which he lived furnished, passed only a few hours in the 
day there, and rarely slept there. One of his peculiar- 
ities was never to speak a word of French, which. he, 
however, wrote with great purity.” 


The day after these important particulars had been 
furnished to M. le Procureur, a:man alighted from a 
carriage at the corner of the, Rue Férou, and, rapping 
at 2 olive-green door, asked if the Abbé Busoni were 
within. 


: No; he went out early this morning,” replied the 
valet. 


THE COUNT. OF MONTE-CRISTO. 2290 


“T might not always be contented with that answer,” 
replied the visitor, “for I come from one to whom every 
one must be at home. But have the goodness to give 
the Abbé Busoni si 

“ Ltold you he was not at home,” repeated ‘the valet. 

“ Then, on his return, give him that card’ and this 
sealed paper. Will he be at home at eight o’clock this 
evening ?” 

“ Doubtless, unless he is at work, which is the same 
as if he were out.” 

“ T will come again at that time,’ 
who then retired: 

At the appointed hour the same man returned in the 
same carriage, which, instead of stopping this time at 
the end of the Rue Férou, drove up to the green door. 
He knocked, and it was opened immediately to admit 
him; 

From the signs of respect the valet paid him, he saw 
his note had produced a good effect. 

“Ts the abbé at home ?”’ asked he. 

“Yes; he is at work in his library, but he expects 
you, sir,” replied the valet. 

The stranger ascended a rough staircase, and before a 
table, whose surface was illumined by a lamp, whose light 
was concentrated by a large shade, whilst the rest of 
the apartment was in partial darkness, he perceived the 
abbé in a monk’s dress, with a cowl on his head, such as 
was used by learned men of the middle ages. 

“Have I the honour of addressing the Abbé Busoni ?” 
asked the visitor. 

“Yes, sir,’ replied the abbé: “And are you the 
person whom M. de Boville, formerly an inspector of 
prisons, sends to me’ from the prefect of police ?” 

“ Bxactlysir2’ 

“One of the agents appointed to secure the safety of 
Paris 2g j ; ; 

‘Yes, sir,” replied the stranger, with a slight hesita- 
tion, and blushing. oy 

The abbé replaced the large spectacles, which covered, 


a 


replied the visitor, 
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not only his eyes, but his temples, and sitting down, 
motioned to the visitor to do the same. 

“JT am.at your service, sir,’ said the abbé, with a 
marked Italian accent. 

“The mission with which I am charged, sir,” replied 
the visitor, speaking with hesitation, “is a confidential 
one on the part of him who fulfils it, and him by whom 
he is employed.” 

The abbé bowed. 

“Your probity,” replied the stranger, “is so well 
known to the prefect that he wishes, as a magistrate, to 
ascertain from you some particulars connected with the 
public safety, to ascertain which I am deputed to see 
you. It is hoped that no ties of friendship or humane 
consideration will induce you to conceal the truth.” 

‘““ Provided, sir, the particulars you wish for do not 
interfere with my scruples or my conscience. I ama 
priest, sir, and the secrets of confession, for instance, 
must remain between me and God, and not between me 
and human justice.” 

“Do not alarm yourself, M. PAbbé; we will duly 
respect your conscience.”’ 

At this moment the abbé pressed down his side of the 
shade, which raised it on the other, and threw a bright 
light on the face of the stranger, while his own remained 
obscured. 

Excuse me, abbé,” said the envoy of the pr efect of 
police, ‘ but the light tries my eyes very mitehi! 

The abbé lowered the shade. 

“ Now, sir, I am listening—speak ! ” 

“T will come at once to the point. Do you know the 
Count of Monte-Cristo ?” 

“You mean M. Zaccone, I presume ? ’ 

“Zaccone! Is not his name Monte-Cristo ?”’ 

“ Monte-Cristo is the name of an estate, or rather of 
a rock, and not a family name.’ 
i Well, be it so. Let us not dispute about words. 


And since M. de Monte-Cristo and M. Zaccone are the 
same is 


” 
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‘ Absolutely the same.” 

““Let us speak of M. Zaccone.’”’ 

““ Agreed.” 

‘“ Tasked you if you knew him ?” 

“ Extremely well.” 

“Who is he ?” 

“ The son of a rich shipbuilder in Malta.” 

“IT know that is the report; but, as you are aware, 
the police does not content itself with vague reports.” 

‘““ However,” replied the abbé, with an affable smile, 
“when that report is in accordance with the truth 
everybody must believe it, the police as well as all the 
TESUAY; 

‘“ Are you sure of what you assert ?”’ 

“What do you mean by that question ?” 

‘“ Understand, sir, I do not in the least suspect your 
veracity. I ask you, are you certain of it ?” 

“TI knew his father, M. Zaccone.” 

“nah babe! { 

“And when a child I often played with the son in the 
timber-yards.” 

“But whence does he derive the title of count ?” 

“You are aware that may be bought.” 

“Fal italy 2'? 

‘““ Everywhere.” 

‘“And his immense riches, whence does he procure 
theme. 

‘They may not, perhaps, be so very great.” 

‘“ How much do you suppose he possesses ?”’ 

“From one hundred and fifty to two hundred thou- 
sand livres per annum.” 

‘“ That is reasonable,” said the visitor. “ I have heard 
he had three or four millions.” 

‘Two hundred thousand per annum would make four 
millions of capital.” 

‘‘ But I was told he had four millions per annum ?’ 

“That is not probable.” 

“Do you know this island of Monte-Cristo ?”’ 

‘Certainly ; every one who has returned from Pal- 
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ermo, from Naples, or from Rome to France by sea must 
know it, since he has passed: close to it, and must have 
seen it.” 

“Tam told it is a delightful place 2” 

“ Tt istatrocle?? 

“And why has the count bought a rock ?”’ 

“For the sake of being a count. In Italy one must 
have a county to be a count.” 

“You have, doubtless, heard the adventures of M. 
Zaccone’s youth ?” 

“The father’s >”? 

“No, the son’s.” 

‘““T know nothing certain. At that period of his life 
I lost sight of my young comrade.’ 

“Did he go to war ?”’ 

“T think he entered the service.” 

“In what force?” 

“In the navy.” 

“ Are you not his confessor ? ” 

“No, sir. I believe he is a Lutheran.” 

AAP utheranver? 

“T say [ believe such is the case ;, I, do, not. affirm it. 
Besides, liberty of conscience is established in France.” 

“Doubtless ; and we are not now inquiring into his 
creed, but his actions. In the name of. the, prefect of 
police I demand, what do you know of him ?” 

“ He passes for a very charitable man. Our holy father 
the pope has made him a knight of Jesus Christ for the 
services he rendered to the Christians in the East. He 
has five or six rings as testimonials from Eastern mon- 
archs of his services.’ 

“Does he wear them ? ” 

“No; but he is proud of them., He is better pleased 
with rewards given to the benefactors of. man than to his 
destroyers.” 

“ He is a Quaker, then ?”’ 


“Exactly, he is a Quaker, with the exception of the | 


peculiar’ dress,”’ 
‘‘ Has he any friends >,’ 
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‘Yes; every one who knows'him is his friend.” 

‘““ But has he any enemies’? ”” 

‘POne only.” 

‘“ What is his name?” 

“ Lord Wilmore.” 

“Where is he ? ”’ 

“ He is in Paris just now.” 

“Can he give me any particulars ?” 

“Important ones. “He was in India with Zaccone.” 

“Do you know his abode ? ” 

“It is somewhere in the Chaussée d’Antin, but IT know 
neither the street nor the number.” 

“ Are you at variance with the Englishman ?” 

“T love Zaccone, and he hates him; we are‘ conse- 
quently not friends.” 

“Do you think the Count of ‘Monte-Cristo had ‘ever 
been in France before he made this visit to Paris ? ” 

“To that question I can answer positively. No, sir, 
he had never been, because he applied to me six months 
since for the particulars he required, and as I knew not 
when I might again come to Paris, I recommended 
M. Cavalcanti to him.” 

“Andrea ? ” 

“No; Bartolomeo, his father.” 

““ Now, sir, I have but one more question to ask, and 
I charge you, in the name of honour, of humanity, and 
of religion, to answer me candidly.” 

<Whatistt sit p?” 

“Do you know with what design M. de Monte-Cristo 
purchased a house at Auteuil ?” 

‘“‘ Certainly, for he told me.” 

“What was it, sir?” 

“ To make a lunatic asylum of it similar to that founded 
by the Count of Pisani at Palermo, Do you know that 
edifice ?”’ 

‘““T have heard of it.” 

‘Tt is a magnificent institution.” ; 

Having said this, the abbé bowed to imply he wished 
to pursue his studies. 

Vie 6 
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The visitor either understood the abbé’s meaning, or 
had no more questions to ask. He rose, and the abbé 
accompanied him to the door. 

“You are a great almsgiver,” said the visitor, “ and 
although you are said to be rich, I will venture to offer 
you something for your poor people. You will accept 
my offering ?”’ 

“JT thank you, sir. I am'only jealous of one thing— 
namely, that ithe relief I give should be entirely from 
my Own resources.” 

“ However——”’ 

‘““My resolution, sir, is unchangeable. However, you 
have only to search for yourself, and you will find, alas ! 
but too many objects upon whom to exercise your bene- 
volence.”’ 

The abbé once more bowed as he opened the door. 
The stranger) bowed and took his leave, and the carnage 
conducted him straight to the house of M. de Vulefort. 

An hour afterwards the carriage was again ordered, 
and this time it went to the Rue Fontaine Saint George, 
and stopped at No.'5,:where Lord Wilmore lived. 

The stranger had written to Lord Wilmore, requesting 
an interview, which the latter had fixed for ten o’clock. 

As the envoy of the prefect of police arrived ten min- 
utes before ten, he was told that Lord Wilmore, who was 
precision and, punctuality personified, was not yet come 
in, but that he would be sure to return as the clock 
struck. 

The visitor was introduced into the drawing-room, 
which was like all other furnished drawing-rooms. A 
mantelpiece, with two modern Sévres vases ; a timepiece 
representing Cupid with his bent’ bow;.’a looking-glass, 
with an engraving on’ each side, one representing Homer 
carrying his guide, the other Belisarius begging ; a grayish 
paper, red and black tapestry—such was the appearance 
of Lord Wilmore’s drawing-room. 

It was illuminated by lamps with ground-glass shades, 
which gave only a feeble light, as if out of consideration 
for the envoy’s weak sight. 
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After ten minutes’ expectation the clock struck ten. 
At the fifth stroke the door opened, and Lord Wilmore 
appeared. 

He was rather above the middle height, with thin, 
reddish whiskers, light complexion, and light hair, turn- 
ing tather gray. He was dressed with all the English 
peculiarity—namely; in a blue coat with gilt buttons and 
high collar in the fashion of 1811, a white kerseymere 
waistcoat, and nankeen pantaloons three inches too 
short, but which were prevented by straps from slipping 
up to the knee. | His first remark on entering was,— 

‘ You know, sir, I do not speak French? ” 

“T know you do not like to converse in our language,” 
replied the envoy. 

“ But you may use it,’ replied Lord Wilmore. “I 
understand it.” 

“And I,” replied the’ visitor; changing his idiom, 
“know enough of English to keep up the conversation. 
Do not put yourself to the slightest inconvenience.” 

“ Heigh-ho!” said Lord Wilmore; with that tone which 
is only known to natives of Great Britain. 

The envoy presented his letter of introduction, which 
the latter read with English coolness, and‘ having fin- 
ished,— 

‘“ T understand,” said he, “ perfectly.” 

Then began the questions, which were similar to those 
which had been addressed to the Abbé Busoni. But as 
Lord Wilmore, in the character of the count’s enemy, 
was less» restrained in his answers, they were more 
numerous. He described the youth of Monte-Cristo, 
who, he said, at ten years of age, entered the service of 
one of those petty: sovereigns of India who make war on 
the English ; it was there Wilmorehad first met him and 
fought against him.» In that: war Zaccone had been 
taken. prisoner, sent to England, put’‘on ‘the hulks, 
whence he had escaped by swimming. Then began his 
travels, his duels, his passions; then came the insurrec- 
tion in Greece, and he had served in the Grecian ranks. 
While in that service he had discovered a silver mine in 


236 THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO. 


the mountains of Thessaly, but he had been careful to 
conceal it from every one: After the battle of Navarino, 
when the Greek government was consolidated, he asked 
of King’ Otho\a mining grant for that district, which was 
given him. | Hence thatimmense fortune, which might, in 
Lord. Wilmote’s opinion, amount to one or two millions 
per annum, a precarious fortune, which might be mo- 
mentarily lost by the failure of the mine. 

“ But,” asked the visitor, ‘do you: know why he came 
to France?” 

“He is speculating in railways,” said Lord Wilmore, 
“and being a clever theorist, he has discovered'a new 
telegraph, which heis:seeking to bring to perfection.” 

“How much does he spend yearly ?”’ asked the prefect. 

‘““Not more than five or six hundred francs,” said 
Lord Wilmore. “He is a miser.” 

Hatred evidently inspired the Englishman, who, know- 
ing no other reproach, to bring on the count, accused him 
of avarice. oft # 

‘Do you know his house at Auteuil ? ” 

“ Certainly.’ ni 

‘“What do you know respecting it ?”’ 

»“ Do you wish to. know why he bought it ?”’ : 

he Ves. ; 

“The count is a speculator, who will certainly ruin 
himself in experiments. He thinks there is in the neigh- 
bourhood of the house he has bought a mineral spring 
equal to those,at Bagnéres,*Luchon, and Cauterets. He 
is going to turn his house into a Badhaus, as the'Germans 
term it.; He has already dug up all the garden two or 
three times, to find the famous spring, and, being un- 
successful, he. will soon purchase all the contiguous 
houses. Now, as I dislike him; and hope his railway, 
his electric telegraph, or his search for baths will ruin 
him, I.am watching’ for his discomfiture, which must 
soon take place.” 

‘“ What was the cause of your quarrel ?” 


_ When in England he seduced the wife of one of my 
friends.” 
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“Why do you not seek revenge ?”’ 

‘“T have already fought three duels with him,” said 
the Englishman, “ the first with the pistol, the second 
the sword, and the third with the two-handed sword.”’ 

‘“ And what was the result of those duels ? ”’ , 

“The first time he broke my arm, the second’ he 
wounded me in the breast, and the third time made 
this large wound.” 

The Englishman turned down his‘shirt collar, and 
showed a scar, whose redness proved it to be a recent 
one. 

“So that, you see, there is a deadly feud between us.” 

“ But,” said the envoy, “you do not go the way to 
kill him, if I understand right.” 

‘“Heigh-ho!”’ said the Englishman. “I practise shoot- 
ing every day, and every other day Grisier comes to my 
house.” 

This was all the visitor wished to ascertain, or, rather, 
all the Englishman appeared to know. The agent rose, 
and having bowed to Lord Wilmore, who returned his 
salutation with the stiff politeness of the English, he 
retired. 

Lord Wilmore having heard the door close after him, 
returned to his bedroom, where with one hand he pulled 
off his light hair, his red whiskers, his) false jaw, and his 
wound, to resume his own black hair, the dark complexion, 
and the pearly teeth of the Count of Monte-Cristo. 

It was M. de Villefort, and not the prefect, who returned 
to the house of M. de Villefort.. The procureur du roi felt 
more at ease, although he had learned nothing really 
satisfactory, and for the first time since the dinner-party 
at Auteuil he slept soundly. 
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CHAPTER LXX. 
THE BALL. 


Ir was in the warmest days of July, when, in due course 
of time, the Saturday arrived upon which the ball of 
M. de Morcerf was to take place: It was ten o’clock at 
night ; the large trees in the garden of the count’s hétel 
threw up their branches towards the azure canopy of 
heaven studded’ with golden stars, but where the last 
mists of a storm, which had threatened all day, yet 
glided. 

From the apartments:on the ground-floor might be 
heard the sound of music, with the whirl of the waltz 
and galop, while brilliant streams of light shone through 
the openings of the venetian blinds. 

At this moment the garden was only occupied by about 
ten servants who had just received orders from their mis- 
tress to prepare the supper, the serenity of the weather 
continuing to increase: Until now it had been’ unde- 
cided whether the supper should take place in the dining- 
room or under a long tent erected on the lawn; but the 
beautiful blue sky, covered with stars, had determined 
the case in: favour of the lawn. The gardens’ were 
iltuminated with coloured lanterns, ‘according to the 
Italian custom, and, as usual in those countries where 
the juxuries of the table are well understood, the supper- 
table was loaded with wax lights and flowers. 

At the time the: Countess de »Morcerf returned to the 
rooms after giving her orders, many guests were arriv- 
ing, more attracted by the charming hospitality of the 
countess than by the distinguished position of the count ; 
for, owing to the good taste of Mercédés, one was sure 
of finding some arrangements at her féte worthy of re- 
lating or even copying in case of need. 

Madame Danglars, in whom the events we have re- 
lated had caused deep anxiety, had hesitated in going 
to Madame de Morcerf’s, when during the morning her 
cattiage happened to cross that of De Villefort. The 
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latter made a sign, and the carriages having drawn close 
together, he said,— i 

“You are going to: Madame de: Morcerf’s, are you 
NOt gue 

“No,” replied Madame Danglars, “Iam too ill.” 

--“ You are wrong,” replied Villefort significantly. “ It 
is important that you should be seen there,’ 

a ag you think so ?”’ demanded the baroness: 

ce 0. P 

“ In that case, I will gow” 

And the two carriages passed: on towards their dif- 
ferent destinations. Madame Danglars, therefore, came, 
not only beautiful in person, but radiant with splendour. 
She entered by one door at the same time that Mercédés 
appeared at the other: The countess took, Albert to 
meet Madame Danglars. He approached, paid her some 
well-merited compliments on her toilet, and offered his 
arm to conduct her to a seat: Albert looked around 
him. 

“You are looking for my daughter ?’ said the baron- 
ess, smiling. — 

“TI confess it,” replied Albert: “ Could>:youo have 
been so cruel as not to bring her ?”’ 

“Calm yourself: She has met Mademoiselle de Ville- 
fort, and has taken her arm. See, 'they are following us, 
both in white dresses, one with a. bouquet of camellias, 
the other with one of myosotis: But tell me——’” 

“Well, what do you wish to know:?.” 

“Will not the Count of Monte-Cristo. be here to- 
night ?”’ 

“ Seventeen !|”’ replied Albert. 

‘“ What do you mean ?”’ 

‘“T only mean that the count seems the rage,’’ replied 
the viscount, smiling, ‘‘ and that you are the seventeenth 
person that has asked me the same question. The count 
is in fashion ; I congratulate him upon it.” 

‘And have you replied to every one as you have to 
Me: hey 

“Ah! to be sure, I have not answered you. Be satis- 
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fied); we shall have this: ‘lion.’ We are among the 
privileged ones.’ 

4 Were you at the opera yesterday ? ” 

ce No. 

‘“‘ He! was there.” 

“ Ah!) indeed: » And did the eccentric person commit 
any new originality ?)”’ 

be Can he: be seen without doing so? —_ Elssler was danc- 
ing in ‘Le Diable Boiteux;’ the Greek princess was in 
ecstasies. After the cachucha he placed a magnificent 
ring on the stem of a bouquet, and threw it to the charm- 
ing danseuse, who; in the third act, to do honour to the 
gift, reappeared with it on her finger: And the Greek 
princess, will she be here?” 

“No; you will be deprived of that pleasure: Her 
position in the count’s establishment is not sufficiently 
understood.” 

“Wait. Leave me here,and go and speak to Madame 
de Villefort, who is longing to engage your attention.” 

Albert bowed ‘to Madame Danglars, and advanced to- 
wards Madame de Villefort, whose lips opened as he 
approached. 

“JT wager anything,” said Albert, interrupting her, 
that I know what you were about to say.’ 

‘“Well, whats it?” 

“Tf P guess rightly, will you confess it ?” 

ce Yes. ” 

“On your honour ? ” 

“On my honour 1” 

“You were going to ask me “3 the Count of Monte- 
Cristo were arrived, or expected.” 

“Not at all. It is not of him that Iam now thinking. 
I was going to ask you if you had received any news of 
M. Franz >?” 

‘Yes, yesterday.” 

“What did he tell you ?.” 

“ That he was leaving at the same time as his letter.” 

‘ Well—now then, the count ?”’ 

“The count will come, be satisfied.” 


is 
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“You know that he has another name besides Monte- 
Cristo ?”’ 

“No, I did not know it.” 

““Monte-Cristo is the name of an island, and he has 
a family name.” 

“ I never heard 1?’ 

“Well, then, I am better informed than you. His 
name is Zaccone.” 

“Tt is possible.” 

“He is a Maltese.” 

“ That is also possible.” 

“The son of a shipowner.” 

“ Really, you should relate all this aloud ; you would 
have the greatest success.” 

““He served in India, discovered a mine in Thessaly, 
and comes to Paris to form an establishment of mineral 
waters at Auteuil.” 

“Well! I’m sure,” said Morcerf, “this is news indeed! 
Am I allowed to repeat it ?” 

“Yes, but cautiously. Tell one thing at a time, and 
do not say I told you.” 

“Why so?” 

“ Because it is a secret just discovered.” 

“ By whom ?.” 

““ The police.”’ 

“ Then the news originated 

‘“At the prefect’s last night. Paris, you can under- 
stand, is astonished at the sight of such unusual splen- 
dour, and the police have made inquiries.” 

“Good !. Nothing more is wanting than to arrest the 
count as a vagabond, on the pretext of his being too 
rich.”’ 

“Indeed, this would doubtless have happened if his 
credentials had not been so favourable.” 

“Poor count! And is he aware of the danger he has 
been in ?” 

“T think not.” 

“Then it will be but charitable to inform him. When 
he arrives, I will not fail to do so.” 

i 6a 
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Just then a handsome young man with bright eyes, 
black hair, and glossy moustache respectfully bowed to 
Madame de Villefort. Albert‘extended him his hand. 

‘‘ Madame,” said Albert, ‘allow me to present to you 
M. Maximilian Morrel, captain of Spahis, ene of our 
best, and, above all, of our bravest officers.” 

“T have already had the pleasure of meeting this 
gentleman at Auteuil, at the house of the, Count, of 
Monte-Cristo,” replied Madame de Villefort, turning 
away with marked coldness of manner. 

This answer, and, above all, the tone in which it was 
uttered, chilled the heart of poor Morrel; but a recom- 
pense was in store for him. Turning round, he saw 
near the door a beautiful fair face, whose large blue eyes 
were without any marked expression fixed upon him, 
while the bouquet of myosotis was gently raised to the 
lips. 

The salutation was so well understood that Morrel, 
with the same expression in his eyes, placed his hand- 
kerchief to his mouth; and these two living statues, 
whose hearts beat so violently under their marble aspect, 
separated from each other by the whole length of the 
room, forgot themselves for a moment, or rather forgot 
the world in their mutual contemplation. 

They might have remained much longer lost in one 
another, without any one.-noticing their. abstraction. 
The Count of Monte-Cristo had just entered. We have 
already said that there was something in the count 
which attracted universal attention wherever he ap- 
peared. It was not the coat, unexceptionable in its 
cut though simple and unornamented; it was not the 
plain white waistcoat ; it was not the trousers that dis- 
played the foot so perfectly formed; it was none of 
these things that attracted the attention. It was his 
pale complexion, his waving black hair; it was the ex- 
pression so calm and serene ; it was the eye, so dark and 
melancholy ; it was the mouth chiselled with such mar- 
vellous delicacy, which so easily expressed such high 
disdain—these were what fixed all eyes upon him: 
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Many men might have been handsomer, but certainly 
there could be none whose appearance was more sipnift- 
cant, if the expression may be used. Everything about 
the count seemed to have its meaning, for the constant 
habit of thought which he had acquired had given an 
ease and vigour to the expression of his face, and even 
to the most trifling gesture, scarcely to be understood. 
Yet the Parisian world is so strange that ‘even all this 
might not have won attention had there not been, be- 
sides this a mysterious story gilded by an’ immense 
fortune. 

Meanwhile he advanced through the crowd of curious 
glances and exchange of salutations towards Madame 
Morcerf, who, standing before a mantelpiece ornamented 
with flowers, had seen his entrance in a looking-glass 
placed opposite the door, and was prepared to receive 
him. She turned towards bim with a serene smile just 
at the moment he was bowing to her. No doubt she 
fancied the count would speak to her, while on his side 
the count thought she was about to address him; but 
both remained silent; and after a mere bow, Monte- 
Cristo directed his steps to Albert, who received him 
cordially. 

“ Have you seen my mother ?”’ asked Albert. 

“T have just had the pleasure,” replied the count; 
“ but I have not seen your father.” 

“ See, he is down there talking politics with that little 
group of great geniuses.” 

“ Indeed !”’ said Monte-Cristo. “‘ And so those gentle- 
men down there are men of great talent. I should not 
have suspected it. And for what kind of talent are 
they celebrated 7? You know there are different sorts.” 

That tall, harsh-looking manis very learned. He 
discovered in the neighbourhood of Rome a kind of 
lizard with a vertebra more than usual, and he im- 
mediately laid his discovery before the institute. The 
thing was discussed for a long time, but finally decided 
in his favour. I can assure you the vertebra made a 
great noise in the learned world; and the gentleman, 
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who was only a Knight of the Legion of Honour, was 
made an Officer.” 

“ Come!’ said Monte-Cristo, ‘‘ this cross seems to me 
to be wisely awarded. I suppose, had he found another 
additional vertebra, they would have made him a com- 
mander.”’ 

“Very likely,” said Albert. 

“And who can that person be who has taken it into 
his head to wrap himself up in a blue coat embroidered 
with green ?” 

‘“‘ Oh, that coat is not his own idea ; it is the Republic’s, 
which deputed David to draw a uniform for the Aca- 
demicians.”’ 

“Indeed !”’ said Monte-Cristo. “So this gentleman 
is an Academician ?.”’ 

“Within the last week he has been made one of the 
learned assembly.” 

‘““ And what is his especial talent ?”’ 

“His talent ? I believe he thrusts pins through the 
heads of rabbits, that he makes fowls eat madder, and 
that he keeps back the spinal marrow of dogs with 
whalebone.” 

““ And he is made a member of the Academy of Sciences 
for this ?”’ 

‘No, of the French Academy.” 

“ But what has the French Academy to do with all 
this ?”’ 

“T was going to tell you. It seems ‘ 

“That his experiments have very considerably ad- 
vanced the cause of science, doubtless ?”’ 

“No, that his style of writing is very good.” 

“ This must be very flattering to the feelings of the 
rabbits into whose heads he has thrust pins, to the fowls 
whose bones he has dyed red, and to the dogs whose 
spinal marrow he has repelled ? ” 

Albert laughed. 

“And the other one ?”’ demanded the count. 

“That one ?.”’ 

“Yes, the third ?” 
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“Ah! in the dark blue coat 2?” 

“ec Yes,” 

“He is a colleague of the count, and one of the 
warmest opponents to the Chamber of Peers having a 
uniform. He was very successful upon that question, 
He stood badly with the Liberal papers, but his noble 
opposition to the wishes of the court has recommended 
him to them. They talk of making him an ambas- 
sador.” 

“And what are his claims to the peerage ? ”’ 

“He has composed two or three comic operas, written 
four or five articles in the Szécle, and voted five or six 
years for the minister.” 

“ Bravo, viscount !’’ said Monte-Cristo, smiling, ‘ you 
are a delightful cicerone. And now you will do me a 
favour, will you not ?”’ 

What is it 2” 

“Do not introduce me to any of these gentlemen, 
and should they wish it you will warn me.” 
Just then the count felt his arm pressed. He turned 

round ; it was Danglars. 

“Ah! is it you, baron ?”’ said he. 

“Why do you call me baron ?”’ said Danglars. “ You 
know that I care nothing for my title. I am not like 
you, viscount. You like your title, do you not ?” 

“ Certainly,” replied Albert, “ seeing that without my 
title I should be nothing, while you, sacrificing the baron, 
would still remain the millionaire.” 

““ Which seems to me the finest title under the royalty 
of July,” replied Danglars. 

“ Unfortunately,’ said Monte-Cristo, “one’s title to 
a millionaire does not last for life, like that of baron, 
peer of France, or Academician. For example, the mil- 
lionaires, Frank and Poulmann of Frankfort, who have 
just become bankrupts.” 

“ Indeed !”’ said Danglars, becoming pale. 

“Yes, I received the news this evening by a courier. 
I had about a million in their hands, but, warned in time, 
I withdrew it a month ago.” 
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“ Ah!” exclaimed Danglars, “they have drawn on 
me for 200,000 francs.” 

“ Well, you can guard against it. Their signature is 
worth five per cent.” 

“ Yes,, but it is too late,’ said Danglars; “I have 
honoured their bills.” 

‘“ Good. !”’ said Monte-Cristo, ‘‘ here are 200,000 francs 
gone after——’” 

“Hush! Do not mention these things,” said. Dan- 
glars; then approaching Monte-Cristo, he added, “ espe- 
cially before young M. Cavalcanti,” after which he smiled, 
and turned towards the young man in question. 

Albert had left the count to speak to his mother, Dan- 
glars to converse with young Cavalcanti. Monte-Cristo 
was for an instant alone. Meanwhile the heat became 
excessive. The footmen were hastening through the 
rooms with waiters loaded with ices. Monte-Cristo wiped 
the perspiration from his forehead, but drew back when 
the waiter was presented to him. He took no refresh- 
ment. Madame de Morcerf lost not sight of Monte- 
Cristo. She saw that he took nothing, and even noticed 
the movement with which he withdrew from it. 

‘ Albert,” sheasked, “‘ did: you notice that ?”’ 

“What, mother ?”’ 

“That the count will never accept an invitation to 
dine with us.” 

“ Yes ; but then he breakfasted with me,—indeed, he 
made his first appearance in the world on that occa- 
sion,’ 

“ But your house is not M. de! Morcerf’s,” murmured 
Mercédes, “‘ and since he has been here I have watched 
him,” 

ins Well ? ) 

“Well he has taken nothing yet.” 

“The count is very temperate.” 

Mercédés smiled sadly. 

‘““ Approach . him,” said she, ‘and, the next waiter 
that passes insist upon his taking something,” 

“ But why, mother ?” 
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“ Oblige me, Albert,” said Mercédés. 

Albert kissed his mother’s hand, and drew near to the 
count. Another salver passed, loaded as the preceding 
ones, She saw Albert attempt to persuade the count, 
but he obstinately refused. Albert rejoined his mother ; 
she was very pale. 

“ Well,” said she, “ you see he refuses ? ”’ 

“Yes; but why need this annoy you ?.” 

““You know, Albert, women are singular creatures. I 
should like to have seen the count take something in my 
house, if only a morsel of ‘pomegranate. Perhaps he 
cannot reconcile himself to the French style of living, and 
might prefer something else.” 

“Oh no. J have seen him eat of everything in Italy. 
No doubt he does not feel inclined this evening.” 

*“ And besides,” said the countess, ‘‘ accustomed as he 
is to burning climates, possibly he does not feel the heat 
as we do.” 

“T do not think that, for he has complained of feeling 
almost suffocated, and asked why the venetian blinds 
were not opened as well. as the windows.” 

“In a word,” said Mercédés, “it was a way of assuring 
me that his abstinence was intended.” 

And she left the room. A minute afterwards the blinds 
were thrown open, and through the .jessamine and 
clematis that overhung the window might be seen the 
garden ornamented with lanterns, and the supper laid 
under the tent. Dancers, players, talkers, all uttered 
an exclamation of joy; every one inhaled with. delight 
the breeze that floated in. At‘the same time Mercédés 
reappeared, paler than before, but with that immovable 
expression of countenance which she sometimes wore. 
She went straight to the group of which her husband 
formed the centre. 

‘Do not detain these gentlemen here, count,’’ she 
said; ‘they would prefer, I should think, to breathe 
in the garden, rather than suffocate here, since they are 
not playing.” ; ; 

“Ah!” said a gallant old general, who, in 1809, had 
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sung ‘‘ Partons pour Ja Syrie!” ‘we will not go alone 
to the garden.” 

“Then,” said Mercédés, ‘‘ I will lead the way.” Turn- 
ing towards Monte-Cristo, she added, “ Count, will you 
oblige me with your arm ?”’ 

The count almost staggered at these simple words ; 
then he fixed his eyes on Mercédés. It was but the 
glance of a moment, but it seemed to the countess to 
have lasted for a century, so much was expressed in 
that one look. He offered his arm to the countess; she 
leaned upon it, or, rather, just touched it with her 
little hand, and they together descended the steps, 
lined with rhododendrons and camellias. Behind them, 
by another outlet, a group of about twenty persons 
rushed into the garden with loud exclamations of delight. 


CHAPTER LXXI. 
BREAD AND SALT. 


MADAME DE Morcerr entered an archway of trees with 
her companion—it was a grove of lindens, conducting to 
a conservatory. 

“It was too warm in the room, was it not, count ?”’ 
she asked. 

“Yes, madame ; and it was an excellent idea of yours 
to open the doors and the blinds.” 

As he ceased speaking, the count felt the hand of 
Mercédés tremble. 

“But you,” he said, “with that light dress, and 
without anything to cover you but that gauze scarf— 
perhaps you feel cold ?”’ 

“Do you know where I am leading you ?”’ said the 
countess, without replying to the question of Monte- 
Cristo, 

“No, madame,” replied Monte-Cristo, “ but you see 
I make no resistance.”’ 
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‘“ We are going to the green-house that you see at the 
end of this grove.” 

The count looked at Mercédés as if to interrogate her, 
but she continued waiking in silence ; on his side Monte- 
Cristo also said nothing. They reached the building, 
ornamented with magnificent fruits which ripen even 
in July, in the artificial temperature which takes the 
place of the sun so frequently absent in our climate. 
The countess left the arm of Monte-Cristo, and gathered 
a bunch of muscadel grapes, 

** See, count,’ she said, with a‘ smile.so sad in its 
expression that one could almost see the tears on her 
eyelids—“ see, our French grapes are not to be com- 
pared, I know, with yours of! Sicily and Cyprus, but you 
will make allowance for our northern sun.’ 

The count bowed, and stepped. back. 

“Do you refuse ?”’ said Mercédés, in..a\ tremulous 
voice, 

“Pray, excuse me, madame,” rephed Monte-Cristo, 
“ but I never eat muscadel grapes.”’ 

Mercédés let them fall, and sighed. A magnificent 
peach was hanging against an adjoining wall, ripened 
by the same artificial heat. Mercédés drew) near, and 
plucked the fruit. 

‘Take this peach, then,’’ she said. 

The count again refused. 


“What, again!’ she exclaimed, in so plaintive an 
accent that it seemed but to stifle a sob; “really, you 
pain me.” 


A long silence succeeded this scene’; the peach, lke 
the grapes, was rolling on the ground. 

“Count,” added Mercédés, with a supplicating glance, 
“there is’ a beautiful Arabian custom which makes 
eternal friends of those who have together eaten bread 
and salt beneath the same roof.” 

‘‘T know it, madamé,” replied the count; “‘ but we 
are in France, and not in Arabia, and in France eternal 
friendships are as rare as the custom of dividing bread 
and salt with one another,”’ 

Il, 6b 


250 THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO. 


“But,” said the countess breathlessly, with her eyes 
fixed on Monte-Cristo, whose arm she pressed convul- 
sively with both hands, “ we are friends, are we not ae 

The count became pale as death; the blood rushed 
to his heart, and then again rising, dyed his cheeks with 
crimson; his eyes swam like those of a man suddealy 
dazzled. 

‘Certainly we are friends,” he rephed ; “ why should 
we not be such ?” 

The answer was so little like the one Mercédés desired, 
that she turned away to give vent to a sigh, which 
sounded more like a groan. 

“Thank you,” she said. 

And they recommenced walking. They went the 
whole length of the garden without uttering a word. 

“Sir,” suddenly exclaimed the countess, after their 
walk had continued ten minutes in silence, “is it true 
that you have seen so much, travelled so far, and suf- 
fered so deeply ?” 

“TI have suffered deeply, madame,’ 
Cristo. 

“But now you are happy ?” 

“ Doubtless,” replied the count, “since no one hears 
me complain.” 

“And your present happiness, has it softened your 
heart 77 

““My present happiness equals my past misery,” said 
the count. 

“Are you not married ?”’ asked the countess. 

“T, married!’ exclaimed Monte-Cristo, shuddering, 
“who could have told you so? ”’ 

“No one told me you were; but you have frequently 
been seen at the opera with a young and lovely person.” 

“She is a slave whom I bought at Constantinople, 
madame, the daughter of a prince. I have adopted her 
as my daughter, having no one else to love in the world.” 

“You live alone, then ?” 

id Gore 

“You have no sister—no son—no father ?” 


d 


answered Monte- 
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“T have no one.” 

“ How can you exist thus, without any one to attach 
you to life ?”’ 

“It is not my fault, madame. At Malta I loved a 
young girl, was on the point of marrying her, when war 
came and carried me away. I thought she loved me 
well enough to wait for me, and even to remain faithful 
to my grave. When I returned she was married. This 
is the history of most men who have passed twenty years 
of age. Perhaps my heart was weaker than those of the 
generality, and I suffered more than they would have 
done, in my place. You know all.” 

The countess stopped for a moment, as if gasping for 
breath. 

“Yes,’”’ she said, ‘‘ and you have still preserved this 
love in your heart—one can only love once—and did 
you ever see her again ?”’ 

“Never !”’ 

“ Never ?.” 

‘““T never returned to the country where she lived.” 

“ At Malta ?”’ 

se MeSys atiMalta-: 

‘““ She is, then, now at Malta)? ”’ 

“T think so.” 

‘““And have you forgiven her for all she has made you 
Suen anes 

“Yes, I have pardoned her,’’ 

“But only her, Do you, then, still hate those who 
separated you ?”’ 

““T hate them ?—not at all! Why should I?” 

The countess placed herself before Monte-Cristo, still 
holding in her hand a portion of the perfumed grapes. 

“Take some,’ she said. 

“‘ Madame, I never eat muscadel grapes,” replied Monte- 
Cristo, as if the subject had not been mentioned before. 

The countess dashed the grapes into the nearest 
thicket with a gesture of despair. 

“Tnflexible man !”’ she murmured. 

Monte-Cristo remained as unmoved as if the reproach 
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had not been addressed to him. Albert at this moment 
ran in. 

“Oh, mother,” he exclaimed, “‘ such a misfortune has 
happened !” 

“What ?—-what has happened ?”’ asked the countess, 
as though awaking from a sleep to the realities of life ; 
‘did you say a misfortune?) Indeed I should expect 
misfortunes.”’ 

‘“M. de Villefort jis here.” 

SW ellopi? 

“ He comes to fetch his wife and daughter.” 

“Why so?” i 

‘Because Madame de Saint-Méran is just arrived in 
Paris, bringing the news of M. de Saint-Méran’s death, 
which took place on the first stage after he left Marseilles. 
Madame de Villefort, who was in very good spirits, would 
neither believe nor think of the misfortune ; but Made- 
moiselle Valentine, at the first words, guessed the whole 
truth, notwithstanding all the precautions of her father. 
The blow struck her like a thunderbolt, and she fell 
senseless.” 

“And how was M. de Saint-Méran related to Made- 
moiselle de Villefort ?” said the count. 

“He was her grandfather on the mother’s side. He 
was coming here to hasten her marriage with Franz.” 

“Ah, indeed ! ” 

“Franz is delayed then. Why is not M. de Saint- 
Méran also grandfather to Mademoiselle Danglars ?” 

“Albert! Albert!” said Madame de Morcerf in a 
tone of mild reproof, “what are you saying? Ah, 
count, he esteems you so highly; tell him that he has 
spoken, amiss.” 

And she took two or three steps forward. Monte- 
Cristo watched her with an air so thoughtful and so full 
of affectionate admiration that she returned; taking his 
hand, at the same time she grasped that of her son and 
joined them together. 

“We are friends, are’ we not ?’’ she asked. 

“Oh, madame, I do not presume to call myself your 
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friend, but at all times I am your most respectful sery- 
ant.” 

The countess left with an indescribable pang in her 
heart, and before she had taken ten steps the count saw 
her raise her handkerchief to her eyes. 

“ Do not my mother and you agree ?”’ asked Albert, 
astonished. 

“On the contrary,” replied the count, ‘ did you not 
hear her declare that we were friends ?.”’ 

They re-entered the drawing-room, which Valentine 
and Madame de Villefort had just quitted. Monte- 
Cristo departed almost at the same time. 


d 


CHAPTER EX XIT- 
MADAME DE SAINT-MERAN. 


A GLoomy scene had indeed just passed at the house of 
De Villefort. . After. the ladies had departed for the ball, 
whither all the entreaties,of Madame de, Villefort had 
failed in persuading him to accompany them, the pro- 
cureur du roi had, as usual, shut himself up in his study » 
with a heap of papers calculated to alarm any one else, 
but which generally scarcely satisfied his inordinate 
desires. But this time the papers were a mere matter 
of form. Villefort had secluded himself not to’ study, 
but. to reflect ; and, with the door locked, and orders 
given. that he should not: be disturbed), excepting for 
important business, he sat down in his armchair and 
began to ponder over those events, the remembrance, of 
which had, during the last eight days, filled his mind 
with so many gloomy thoughts and. bitter recollections. 
Then, instead of plunging into the mass of papers piled 
before him, he opened the drawer of his desk, touched a 
spring, and drew out a parcel of notes—precious docu- 
ments—amongst. which} he had. carefully, arranged, \in 
characters only known to himself, the names of all those 
who, either in his political career, in money matters, at 


254 THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO. 


the bar, or in his mysterious love affairs, had become his 
enemies. Their number was formidable, now that he 
had begun to fear, and yet these names, powerful though 
they were, had often caused him to smile with the same 
kind of satisfaction experienced by a traveller who, 
from the summit of a mountain beholds at his feet the 
craggy eminences, the almost impassable paths, and the 
fearful chasms through which he has so_ perilously 
climbed. When he had run over all these names in his 
memory, again read and studied them, commenting 
meanwhile upon his lists, he shook his head. 

“No,” he murmured, “none of my enemies would have 
waited so patiently and laboriously for so long a space 
of time that they might now come and crush me with 
this secret. Sometimes, as Hamlet says,— 


‘ Deeds will rise, 
Tho’ all the earth o’erwhelm them, to men’s eyes ;’ 


but, like a phosphoric light, they rise but to mislead. 
The story has been told by the Corsican to some priest, 
who, in his turn, has also repeated it. M. de Monte- 
Cristo may have heard it, and to enlighten himself—but 
why should he wish to enlighten himself upon the sub- 
ject 2” asked Villefort, after a moment’s reflection. 
“What interest can this M. de Monte-Cristo, M. Zaccone, 
son of a shipowner of Malta, discoverer of a mine in 
Thessaly, now visiting Paris for the first time—what 
interest, I say, can he take in discovering a gloomy, 
mysterious, and useless fact like this? However, amidst 
all the incoherent details given to me by the Abbé Busoni 
and by Lord Wilmore—by that friend and that enemy— 
one thing appears certain and clear in my opinion, that 
in no period, in no case, in no circumstance, could there 
have been any contact between him and me.” 

But Villefort uttered words which even he himself did 
not believe. He dreaded not the revelation so much, 
for he could reply to, or deny its truth. He cared little 
for that Mene, Tekel, Phares, which appeared suddenly 
in letters of blood upon the wall ; but what he was really 
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anxious for was. to discover’ whose hand had. traced 
them. While he was endeavouring to calm his fears, 
and instead of dwelling upon the political future, that 
had so often been the subject of his ambitious dreams, 
he was imagining a future limited to the enjoyments of 
home, fearing to awaken the enemy that had so long 
slept, the noise of a carriage sounded in the yard, then 
he heard the steps of an aged person ascending the stairs, 
followed by tears and lamentations, such as servants 
always assume when they wish to appear interested. in 
their master’s grief. He drew back the bolt of his door, 
and almost directly an old lady entered, unannounced, 
carrying her shawl on her arm and her bonnet in her 
hand. The white hair was thrown back from her yellow 
forehead, and her eyes, already sunken by the furrows 
of age, now almost disappeared beneath the eyelids so 
swollen with grief. 

‘“‘Oh, sir,” she said—‘ oh, sir, what a misfortune! 
I shall die of it. Oh yes, I shall certainly die of it!” 

And then, falling upon the chair nearest the door, she 
burst into a paroxysm of sobs. The servants, standing 
in the doorway, not daring to approach nearer, were 
looking at Noirtier’s old servant, who, having heard a 
noise in his master’s room, had run there also, and 
remained behind the others. Villefort rose, and ran 
towards his mother-in-law, for it was she. 

“Why, what can have happened ?’’ he exclaimed ; 
“what has thus disturbed you? Is M. de Méran with 

ou?” 

“M. de Saint-Méran is dead!” answered the old 
marchioness, without preface, without expression ; she 
appeared stupefied. 

Villefort drew back, and, clasping his hands together, 
exclaimed,— 

“Dead! So suddenly ?”’ 

“A week ago,” continued Madame de Saint-Méran, 
‘we went out together in the carriage after dinner. 
M. de Saint-Méran had been unwell for some days; still, 
the idea of seeing our dear Valentine again inspired him 
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with courage, and, notwithstanding his illness, he would 
leave. When at six leagues from Marseilles, after having 
eaten some of the pastilles he is accustomed to take, he 
fell into such a deep sleep that it appeared to me un- 
natural; still I hesitated to wake him, when I fancied 
his face became red, and that the veins in his temples 
throbbed more ‘violently than usual. However, as it 
became dark, and I could ‘no longer see, I fell asleep. 
I was soon awakened by a piercing shriek, as from a 
person suffering in his dreams, and he suddenly threw 
his head back. I stopped the postilion; [I called M. de 
Saint-Méran; I applied my smelling-salts; but all was 
over, and I arrived at Aix by the side of a corpse.” 

Villefort stood with his mouth half open, quite stupe- 
fied. 

‘Of course, you sent for.a doctor ?”’ 

“Immediately ; but, as I have told you, it; was too 
late.” I 
“Yes; but then he could tell of what complaint the 
poor marquis had died.” 

“Oh yes, sir, he told me;4t appears to have been an 
apoplectic stroke.” 

“And what did you.do then ?”” 

“M. de Saint-Méran had always expressed a desire 
in case of his death happening during his absence from 
Paris, that his body might be brought to the | family 
vault. I had him put into a leaden» coffin, and) 1 am 
preceding him by afew days.” 

“Oh, my poor mother!” said De Villefort, “ to: have 
such duties to perform at your age aftersuch a blow !”’ 

“ God has supported me through all! And then, my 
dear marquis, he would certainly have done everything 
for me that I performed for him. It is true that’ since 
I left him I seem to have lost my senses; I cannot cry. 
At my age they say that wé have no more tears ;° still, 
I think that when one is in trouble we should have the 
power of weeping. Where is Valentine, sir? It is on 
her account I am here ; I wish to see Valentine.” 

Villefort thought it would be terrible to reply that 
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Valentine was at a ball; so he only said that she had 
gone out with her step-mother, and that she should be 
fetched. 

“This instant, sir—this instant, I beseech you!” said 
the old lady. 

Villefort placed the arm: of Madame de Saint-Méran 
within his own, and conducted her to his apartment, 

‘““ Rest yourself, mother,’ he said. 

The marchioness raised her head at this word, and 
beholding the man who so forcibly reminded her of her 
deeply-regretted child who still lived for her in Valentine, 
she felt touched at the name of mother; and bursting 
into tears she fell on her knees before an armchair, where 
she buried her venerable head. 

Villefort left her to the care of the women, while old 
Barrois ran, half scared, to his master; for nothing 
frightens old men so much as when death relaxes its 
vigilance over them for a moment in-order to strike some 
other old man. 

Then, while Madame de Saint-Méran, still on her 
knees, remained praying fervently, Villefort sent for a 
hackney coach, and went himself to fetch his wife and 
daughter from’ Madame de Morcerf's. He was so pale 
when he appeared at the door of the ballroom that 
Valentine ran to him, saying,— 

‘Oh, father! some misfortune has happened !”’ 

“Your grandmamma has just arrived, Valentine,’’ said 
M. de Villefort. 

“And grandpapa ?” inquired the young girl, trem- 
bling with apprehension. 

M. de Villefort only replied by offering. his arm to his 
daughter. It was just in time, for Valentine’s: head 
swam, and she staggered. Madame de: Villefort ‘in- 
stantly hastened to her assistance, and ‘aided her husband 
in dragging her to the carriage, saying,-~~ 

“What a singular event! Who could have thought 
it > Ah, yes, it is indeed strange !”’ 

And the wretched family departed, leaving a cloud of 
sadness hanging over the rest of the evening. At the 
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foot of the stairs Valentine found Barrois awaiting 
her. 

‘MM. Noirtier wishes to see you to-night,’’ he said in an 
undertone. i 

“Tell him I will come when I leave my dear grand- 
mamma,” she replied, feeling, with true delicacy, that 
the person to whom she could be of the most service 
just then was Madame de Saint-Méran. 

Valentine found her grandmother in bed. Silent 
caresses, heartwrung sobs, broken sighs, burning tears, 
were all that passed in this sad interview, while Madame 
de Villefort, leaning on her husband’s arm, maintained 
all outward forms of respect, at least towards the poor 
widow. She soon whispered to her husband,— 

“T think it would be better for me to retire, with your 
permission, for the sight of me appears still to afflict 
your mother-in-law.” 

Madame de Saint-Méran heard her. 

“Yes, yes,’ she said softly to Valentine, “let her 
leave ; but do you stay.” 

Madame de Villefort left, and Valentine remained alone 
beside the bed, for the procureur du roi, overcome with 
astonishment at the unexpected death, had followed his 
wife. 

Meanwhile, Barrois had returned for the first time 
to old Noirtier, who, having heard the noise in the house, 
had, as we have said, sent his old servant to inquire the 
cause; on his return his quick and intelligent eye in- 
terrogated the messenger. 

“Alas, sir!’’ exclaimed Barrois, “a great misfortune 
has happened. Madame de Saint-Méran has arrived, 
and her husband is dead !”’ 

M. de Saint-Méran and Noirtier had never been on 
strict terms of friendship; still the death of one old 
man always considerably affects another. Noirtier let 
his head fall upon his chest, apparently overwhelmed 
and thoughtful ; then, closing one eye, he inquired,— 

““ Mademoiselle Valentine ?” 

Noirtier nodded his head. 
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“She is at the ball, as you know, since she came to 
say good-bye to you in full dress.” 

Noirtier again closed the left eye. 

‘Do you wish to see her ?”’ 

Noirtier again made an affirmative sign. 

“Well, they have gone to fetch her, no doubt, from 
Madame de Morcerf’s. I will await her return, and 
beg her to come up here. Is that what you wish 
for 2,” 

“ Yes,” replied the invalid. 

Barrois therefore, as we have seen, watched for Val- 
entine, and informed her of her grandfather’s wish. — 
Consequently Valentine came up to Noirtier on leaving 
Madame de Saint-Méran, who, in the midst of her grief, 
had at last yielded to fatigue and fallen into a feverish 
sleep. Within reach of her hand they placed a small 
table, upon which stood a bottle of orangeade, her usual 
beverage, and a glass. Then, as we have said, the 
young girl left the bedside to see M. Noirtier. 

Valentine kissed the old man, who looked at her with 
such tenderness that her eyes again filled with tears, 
whose sources he thought must be exhausted. The 
old gentleman continued to dwell upon her with the 
same expression. 

“Yes, yes,” said Valentine, “you mean that I have 
yet a kind grandfather left, do you not ?” 

The old man intimated that such was his meaning. 

“Alas! happily I have,” replied Valentine. ‘‘ With- 
out that, what would become of me ?”’ 

It was one o’clock in the morning. Barrois, who 
wished to go to bed himself, observed that after such 
sad events every one stood in need of rest. Noirtier 
would not say that the only rest he needed was to see 
his child, but wished her good-night, for grief and fatigue 
had made her appear quite ill. 

The next morning she found her grandmother in bed. 
The fever had not abated; on the contrary, her eyes 
glistened, and she appeared to be suffering from violent 
nervous irritability. 
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“Qh, dear grandmamma, are you worse ?.”’ exclaimed 
Valentine, perceiving all these signs of agitation. 

“No, my child, no; said Madame de: Saint-Méran ; 
“but I was impatiently waiting your arrival that I 
might send for your father.” 

“ My father ?”’ inquired Valentine uneasily. 

“Yes. I wish to speak to him,” 

Valentine durst not oppose her grandmother’s wish, 
the cause of which she knew not; and an instant after- 
wards Villefort entered. 

“Sir,” said Madame de: Saint-Méran, without using 
any circumlocution, and as if fearimg she had no time 
to lose, ‘‘ you wrote to me concerning the marriage of 
this child ?” 

““Yes, madame,” replied Villefort; “‘it is not only 
projected, but arranged.” 

“Your intended son-in-law) is named \M. Franz 
d’Epinay ?”’ 

“Yes, madame.’’ 

“Ts he not the son of General d@Epinay, who was on 
our side, and who was assassinated some days) before 
the usurper returned from the Isle of Elba ?:\» Does he 
not dislike the idea of marrying the granddaughter of a 
Jacobin ?” 

“Our civil dissensions are now happily extinguished, 
mother,’ said Villefort. ‘ M. @Epinay was quite a 
child when his father died; he knows very little of 
M. Noirtier, and will meet him, if not with! pleasure, 
at least with indifference.” 

“Is it a suitable match ?” 

“In every respect.” 

“And the young man ?”’ 

“ Possesses universal esteem.” 

“ You approve of him ?”’ 

“He is one of the most distinguished young men I 
know.” 

During the whole of this: conversation Valentine had 
remained silent. 

“ Well, sir,” said Madame de Saint-Méran, after a few 
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minutes’ reflection, “I must hasten the marriage, for I 
have but a short time to live.” 

“You, madame!” 1“ Yiou, dear grandmamma ?”’ ex- 
claimed M. de Villefort.and Valentine at the same time. 

“JT know what I am saying,” continued the marchion- 
ess. ‘IT must hurry you, so that, having no mother, 
she may at least have a grandmother to bless her mar- 
riage. I amoall that is left to her belonging to my poor 
Renée, whom you have so soon forgotten, sir.” 

“ Ah, madame,” said Villefort, “you forget that I was 
obliged to give a mother to my child.” 

“A step-mother is never a mother, sir. But this is 
not to the purpose. Our business concerns Valentine ; 
let us leave the dead in peace.” 

All this was said with such exceeding rapidity that 
there was something in the conversation that seemed 
like the commencement of delirium. 

“It shall be as you wish, madame,” said Villefort ; 
“more especially since your wishes coincide with mine, 
And as soon as M.-d’Epinay arrives in Paris u 

““My dear mother,” interrupted Valentine, “ consider 
decorum—the recent death. You would not have me 
marry under such sad auspices ? ” . 

‘““My child,’ exclaimed the old lady sharply, “let us 
hear none of those conventional objections that deter 
weak minds from forming their fortunes. I also was 
married at the deathbed of my mother, and certainly I 
have not been less happy on that account.” 

“ Still, that idea of death, madame !”’ said Villefort. 

“Still? Always! I tell you I am going to die—do 
you understand ? . Well, before dying, I wish to see my 
son-in-law. I wish to tell him to make my child happy ; 
I wish to read in his eyes whether he intends to obey 
me; in fact, I will know him—I will!” continued the 
old lady, with a fearful expression, “that I may rise 
from the depths of my grave to find him if he should 
not fulfil his duty.’’ 

“ Madame,” said Villefort, “you must lay aside these 
exalted ideas, which almost assume the appearance of 
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madness. The dead, once buried in their graves, rise 
no more.” 

‘And I tell you, sir, that you are mistaken. This 
night I have had a fearful sleep. It seemed as though 
my soul were already hovering over my body; my 
eyes, which I tried to open, closed against my will; and 
what will appear impossible above all to you, sir, I saw, 
with my eyes shut, in the spot where you are now stand- 
ing, issuing from that corner where there is a door leading 
into Madame de Villefort’s dressing-room, I saw, I tell 
you, silently enter a white figure.” 

Valentine screamed. 

“Tt was the fever that disturbed you, madame,” said 
Villefort. 

“Doubt, if you please, but I am sure of what I say. 
I saw a white figure; and as if to prevent my discredit- 
ing the testimony of.only one of my senses, I heard my 
glass removed, the same which is there now on the table.” 

“Oh, dear mother, it was a dream.”’ 

“So little was it a dream, that I stretched my hand 
towards the bell, but when I did so the shade disap- 
peared ; my maid then entered with a light.” 

“But she saw no one ?”’ 

“Phantoms are visible to those only who ought to see 
them. It was the soul of my husband. Well, if my 
husband’s soul can come to me, why should not my soul 
reappear to guard my grand-daughter ? The tie is even 
more direct it seems to me.” 

“Oh, madame!” said Villefort, deeply affected in 
spite of himself, “ do not yield to those gloomy thoughts. 
You will long live with us, happy, loved, and honoured, 
and we will make you forget 3 

“ Never, never, never !”’ said the marchioness. ‘‘ When 
does M. d’Epinay return ?” 

“We expect him every moment.” 

“It is well. As soon as he arrives inform me. We 
must be expeditious. And then I also wish to see a 
notary, that I may be assured that all our property 
returns to Valentine.” 
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‘“ Ah, my mother !”” murmured Valentine, pressing her 
lips on the burning brow of her grandmother, “do you 
wish to kill me ? Oh, how feverish you are! We must 
not send fora notary, but for a doctor!” 

“A doctor!” said she, shrugging her shoulders. “‘‘I 
am notill, I am thirsty—that is all.” 

“What are you drinking, dear mamma ?”’ 

“The same as usual, my dear. © My glass is there on 
the table; give it me, Valentine.” 

Valentine poured the orangeade into a glass, and gave 
it to her grandmother with a certain degree of dread, 
for it was the same glass, she fancied, that had been 
touched by the spectre. The marchioness drained the 
glass at a single draught, and then turned on her pillow, 
repeating,— 

“The notary! the notary!” 

M. de Villefort left the room, and Valentine seated 
herself at the bedside of her grandmother. The poor 
child appeared herself to require the doctor she had 
recommended to her aged’ relative. A burning spot 
flushed her cheek, her respiration was short and diffi- 
cult, and her pulse beat with feverish excitement. She 
was thinking of the despair of Maximilian, when informed 
that Madame de Saint-Méran, instead of being an ally, 
was unconsciously acting as his’ enemy. More than 
once she thought of revealing all to her grandmother, 
and she would not have hesitated a single moment if 
Maximilian Morrel had been named Albert de Morcerf or 
Raoul de Chateau-Renaud, But Morrel was of plebeian 
extraction, and Valentine knew how the haughty Mar- 
quise de Saint-Méran despised all who were not noble. 
Her secret had each time been repressed when she was 
about to reveal it, by the sad conviction that it would 
be useless to do so, for, were it once discovered by her 
father and mother, all would be lost. Two hours passed 
thus. Madame de Saint-Méran was in a feverish sleep, 
and the notary had arrived. Though announced in a 
very low tone, Madame de Saint-Méran arose from her 
pillow. 
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“ The notary!’ she exclaimed, ‘‘‘ Let him come in.” 

The notary, who was at the door, immediately en- 
tered. 

“Go, Valentine,’ said Madame de Saint-Méran, “‘ and 
leave me with this gentleman.” 

“ Bult; mother—==% 

“Leave: mé 'snGoshy 

The young girl kissed her grandmother, and left with 
her handkerchief to her eyes.. At the door she found 
the valet-de-chambre, who told her that the doctor was 
waiting in the dining-room. Valentine instantly ran 
down. The doctor was a friend of the family, and at 
the same time one of the cleverest men of the day, and 
very fond of Valentine, whose birth he had. witnessed. 
He had himself a daughter about her age, but whose 
life was one continued source of anxiety and fear to 
him from her mother having been consumptive. 

“Oh,” said Valentine, ‘we, have been waiting for 
you with such impatience, dear M. d’Avrigny. But, 
first of all, how are Madeleine and Antoinette ? ”’ 

Madeleine was the daughter of M. d’Avrigny, and 
Antoinette his niece. M. d’Avrigny smiled sadly. 

“Antoinette is very well,’ he said, “‘ and Madeleine 
tolerably so.. But you sent for me, my dear child. It 
is not your father or Madame de Villefort. who is ill. 
As for you, although we doctors cannot divest our 
patients of nerves, I fancy you have no further need of 
me than to recommend you not to allow your imagina- 
tion to take too wide a field.” 

Valentine coloured. M. d’Avyrigny carried the science 
of divination almost to a miracle, for he was one of those 
doctors who always work upon the body through the 
mind. 

“No,” she replied, “it is for my poor grandmother. 
You know the calamity that has happened, to us, do 
you not ?”’ 

‘ I know nothing,’’ said M. d’Avrigny. 

“ Alas!’ said Valentine, restraining her tears, “ my 
grandfather is dead.”’ : 
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“M. de Saint-Méran ?” 

“e OSes 

“ Suddenly ?” 

“ From an apoplectic stroke.” 

“ An apoplectic stroke ? ”’ repeated the doctor. 

“Yes. And my poor grandmother fancies that her 
husband, whom she never left, has called her, and that 
she must go and join him. Oh, M. d’Avrigny, I beseech 
you, do something for her !”’ 

‘““ Where is she ?” 

“In her room with the notary.” 

‘““And M. Noirtier ?” 

“ Just as he was, his mind perfectly clear, but the 
same incapability of moving or speaking.” 

“And the same love for you—eh, my dear child ?” 

“Yes,” said Valentine ; “ he is very fond of me.” 

“Who does not love you ?” 

Valentine smiled sadly. 

“What are your grandmother’s symptoms ?”’ 

“An extreme nervous excitement and a strangely agi- 
tated sleep. She fancied this morning in her sleep that 
her soul was hovering above her body, which she at the 
same time watched. It must have been delirium. She 
fancies, too, that she saw a phantom enter her chamber, 
and even heard the noise it made on touching her glass.” 

‘Tt is singular,” said the doctor. ‘I was not aware 
that Madame de Saint-Méran was subject to such hal- 
lucinations.”’ 

“Tt is the first time I ever saw her thus,” said Valen- 
tine; ‘‘ and this morning she frightened me so that I 
thought her mad. And my father, who, you know, is a 
strong-minded man, himself appeared deeply impressed.” 

“We will go and see,” said the doctor. ‘What you 
tell me seems very strange.” 

The notary here descended, and Valentine was in- 
formed that her grandmother was alone. 

‘“‘Go upstairs,” she said to the doctor. 

“ And you ?” 

“Oh, I dare not. She forbade my sending for you. 
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And, as you say, I am myself agitated, feverish, and 
unwell. I will go and take a turn in the garden to 
recover myself.” | LIS 

The doctor pressed Valentine’s hand, and while he 
visited her grandmother, she descended the steps. We 
need not say which portion of the garden was her fa- 
vourite walk. After’remaining for a short time in the 
parterre surrounding the house, and gathering a rose to 
place in her waist or hair, she turned into the dark 
avenue which led to the bank, then from the bank she 
went to the gate. As usual, Valentine strolled for a 
short time among her flowers, but without gathering 
them. The mourning in her heart forbade her assum- 
ing this simple ornament, though she had not yet had 
time to put on the outward semblance of woe. She 
then turned towards the avenue. As she advanced she 
fancied she heard a voice pronounce her name. She 
stopped astonished; then the voice reached her ear 
more distinctly, and she recognized it to be that of 
Maximilian. 


CHAPTER (LXXIII. 
THE PROMISE. 


Ir was indeed Maximilian Morrel, who had passed a 
wretched existence since the previous day. | With that 
instinct peculiar to lovers, he had anticipated, after the 
return of Madame de Saint-Méran and the death of the 
marquis, that something would occur at.M. de Villefort’s 
in connection with his attachment for Valentine. His 
presentiments were realized, as we shall see, and it was 
his uneasy forebodings which led him, pale and trem- 
bling, to the gate under the chestnut-trees, Valentine 
was ignorant of the cause of his sorrow and anxiety, 
and as it was not his accustomed hour for visiting her, 
pure chance, or rather a happy sympathy, led her at 
the moment to that spot. 
Morrel called her,:and she ran to the gate. 
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“You here, at this hour ?”’ said she. 

“Yes, my. poor girl,” replied Morrel. ‘“I come to 
bring and to hear bad tidings.” ' 

“This is, indeed, a house of mourning !’’ said Valen- 
tine. ‘“‘ Speak, Maximilian, although the cup of sorrow 
seems already full,” 

‘“ Dear Valentine,’’ said Morrel, endeavouring to con- 
ceal his own emotion, “listen, I.entreat you. What Iam 
about to say is solemn. When are you to be married ?”’ 

“T will tell you all,’ said Valentine; ‘ from you I 
have nothing to conceal, This morning the subject was 
introduced, and my dear grandmother, on whom I de- 
pended as my only support, not only declared herself 
favourable to it, but is so anxious for it that they only 
await the arrival of M. d’Epinay, and the following day 
the contract will be signed.”’ 

A deep sigh escaped the young man, who gazed ‘long 
and mournfully at her he loved. 

“ Alas!” rephed he, “it is dreadful thus te hear my 
condemnation from your own’ lips. The sentence is 
passed, and in a few hours will be executed. It must 
be so, and I will not endeavour to prevent it. But, 
since you say nothing remains but for M. d’Epinay to 
arrive that the contract may be signed, and the follow- 
ing day you will be his, to-morrow you will be engaged 
to M. d’Epinay, for he came this morning to Paris.” 

Valentine uttered a cry. 

““T was at the house of Monte-Cristo an hour since,” 
said Morrel. ‘‘ We were speaking, he of the sorrow your 
family had experienced, and I of your grief, when a 
carriage rolled into the courtyard. Never till then had 
I placed any confidence in presentiments, but now I 
cannot help believing them, Valentine. At the sound 
of that carriage I shuddered. Soon I heard steps on the 
staircase, which terrified me as much as the footsteps 
of the commander did Don Juan.’ The door at last 
opened. Albert de Morcerf entered first, and I began 
to hope my fears were vain, when; after. him, another 
young man advanced, and the count 'exclaimed,— 
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““« Ah! M. le Baron Franz d’Epinay !’ 

‘“T summoned all my strength and courage to my sup- 
port. Perhaps I turned pale and trembled, but certainly 
I smiled; and, five minutes after, I left, without having 
heard one word that had passed.” 

“Poor Maximilian !”? murmured Valentine. 

‘‘ Valentine, the time has arrived when you must an- 
swer me. And, remember, my life depends on your 
answer. What do you intend doing ?” 

Valentine held down her head ; she was overwhelmed. 

“ Listen ! ”:\saidi(Morrel. |“ It is not 'the first time 
you have contemplated our present position, which is a 
serious and urgent one. I do not think it is a moment 
to give way to useless sorrow ; leave that for those who 
like to suffer at their leisure and indulge their grief in 
secret. There are such in the world, and God will 
doubtless reward them in heaven for their resignation 
on earth; but those who mean to contend must not lose 
one precious moment, but must return immediately the 
blow which fortune strikes. Do you intend to struggle 
against our ill-fortune ? Tell me, Valentine, for it is that 
I came to know.” 

Valentine trembled, and looked at him with amaze- 
ment. The idea of resisting her father, her grand- 
mother, and all the family had never occurred to her. 

“What do you say, Maximilian ?”’ asked Valentine. 
“What do you term a struggle? Oh! it would be 
sacrilege. What! I resist my father’s order and my 
dying grandmother’s wish ? Impossible !”’ 

Morrel started. 

“You are too noble not to understand me, and you 
understand me so well that you already yield, dear 
Maximilian, No, no! I shall need all my strength to 
struggle with myself and support my grief in secret, as 
you say. But to grieve my father—to disturb my 
grandmother’s last moments—never ! ” 

“ You are right,” said Morrel calmly. 

‘In what a tone you speak!” cried Valentine. 

‘I speak as one who admires you, mademoiselle.”’ 
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“ Mademoiselle !’’ cried Valentine—‘‘ mademoiselle ! 
Oh, selfish man! He sees me in despair and pretends 
he cannot understand me! ” 

‘You mistake ; I understand you perfectly. You will 
not oppose M. de Villefort, you will not displease the 
marchioness, and to-morrow you will sign the contract 
which will bind you to your husband.” 

“ But, tell me, how can I do otherwise ?”’ 

‘Do not appeal to me, mademoiselle. I shall be a bad 
judge in such a case; my selfishness will blind me,” re- 
plied Morrel, whose low voice and clenched hands an- 
nounced his growing desperation. 

“What would you have proposed, Morrel, had you 
found me willing to accede ?” 

“It is not for me to say.” 

“You are wrong ; you must advise me what to do.” 

“Do you seriously ask my advice, Valentine ?”’ 

“Certainly, dear Maximilian, for, if 1t is good, I will 
follow it. You know my devotion to you.” 

“Valentine,” said Morrel, pushing aside a plank that 
was split, give me your hand in token of forgiveness 
for my anger. My senses are confused, and during the 
last hour the most extravagant thoughts have passed 
through my brain. Oh! if you refuse my advice ft 

‘“What do you advise ?” said Valentine, raising her 
eyes to heaven and sighing. 

‘““T am free,” replied Maximilian, “ and rich enough 
to support you. I swear to make you my lawful wife 
before my lips even shall have approached your fore- 
head.” 

‘“You make me tremble!” said the young girl. 

“ Follow me,” said Morrel. “I will take you to my 
sister, who is worthy also to be yours. We will embark 
for Algiers, for England, for America, or, if you prefer 
it, retire to the country, and only return to Paris when 
our friends have reconciled your family.” 

Valentine shook her head. 

“ T feared it, Maximilian,” said she. “ It is the counsel 
of a madman, and I should be more mad than you did 
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I not stop you at once with the word ‘ Impossible, Mor- 
rel—impossible !?” 

“ You will then submit to what fate decrees for you 
without even attempting to contend with it ?”” said 
Morrel sorrowfully. 

““Vies; iflE die’ 

“ Well, Valentine,” resumed Maximilian, ‘‘ I again re- 
peat you are right.’ Truly it is I] who am mad, and you 
prove to me that passion blinds the most correct minds. 
I appreciate your calm reasoning. It is then under- 
stood, to-morrow you will be irrevocably promised to 
M. Franz d’Epinay, not only by that theatrical formality 
invented to heighten the effect: of a comedy called the 
signature of the contract, but your own will ?”’ 

“Again you drive me to despair, Maximilian,” said 
Valentine ; ‘“ again you plunge the dagger in the wound. 
What would you do, tell me, if your sister listened to 
such a proposition ? ” 

‘““ Mademoiselle,”’ replied Morrel, with a bitter smile, 
““T am ‘selfish—you have already said so—and, as a 
selfish man, I think not of what others would do in my 
situation, but of what I intended doing myself. I think 
only that I have known you now a whole year. From 
the day I first saw you, all my hopes of happiness have 
been in securing your affection. One day you acknow- 
ledged that you loved me, and since that day my hope 
of future happiness has rested on obtaining you, for to 
gain you would be life to me, Now I think no more. 
1 say only that fortune has turned against me. f had 
thought to gain heaven, and now I have lost it. It is 
an everyday occurrence for a gambler to lose not only 
what he possesses but also what he has not.” 

Morrel pronounced these words with perfect calmness. 
Valentine looked at him a moment with her large, scrutin- 
izing eyes, endeavouring not to let Morrel discover the 
grief which struggled in her heart: 

‘és But, in a word, what are you going to do ?”” asked 
she. 

“T am going to have the honour of taking my leave 
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of you, mademoiselle, solemnly assuring you that I wish 
your life may beso calm, so happy, and so fully occupied 
that there may be no place for me even in your memory.” 

“ Oh!’ murmured Valentine. 

“ Adieu, Valentine, adieu!” said Morrel, bowing. 

“ Where are you going ?’’ cried the young girl, ex- 
tending her hand through the opening and seizing Maxi: 
milian by his coat, for-she understood from her own agi- 
tated feelings that her lover’s calmness. could not be 
real—“‘ where are you going ?” 

“J am going that I may not bring fresh trouble into 
your family, and to set an example which every honest 
and devoted man, situated as\I am, may follow.” 

‘ Before you leaye me, tell me what you are going to 
do, Maximilian.” 

The young man smiled sorrowfully. 

“Speak! speak!” said Valentine; “I entreat you.” 

“ Has your resolution changed, Valentine ?” 

“Tt cannot change, unhappy man! You knowit must 
not!” cried the young girl. 

“Then adieu, Valentine!”?  . 

Valentine shook the gate with a‘strength of which 
she could not have been supposed to be possessed, as 
Morrel was going away, and passing both her hands 
through the opening, she clasped and wrung them. 

‘““T must know what you mean to do,’ said she. 
“ Where are you going?) 2.41) 

““Oh, fear not,’’ said Maximilian, stopping at a short 
distance, “I do not intend to render another man, re- 
sponsible for the rigorous fate reserved for me. An-' 
other might threaten to seek M. Franz to provoke him 
and to fight with him. All that would be folly. What 
has M. Franz to do withit ? Hesaw me this morning for 
the first time, and has already forgotten he has seen me. 
He did not even know I existed when it was arranged 
by your two families that you should be united. 1 have 
no enmity against M. Franz, and promise you the pun- 
ishment shall not fall on him.” 

“ On whom, then ?. On me?.”’ 
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“On you, Valentine? Oh, Heaven forbid! Woman 
is sacred; the woman one loves is holy.” 

‘On yourself, then, unhappy man? On yourself?” 

‘“‘T am the only guilty person, am I not ?” said Maxi- 
milian. 

‘‘ Maximilian !’’ said Valentine, ‘‘ Maximilian, return, 
Ientreat you!” 

He drew near, with his sweet smile, and, but for his 
paleness, one might have thought him in his usual happy 
frame. 

‘Listen, my dear, my adored Valentine,” said he, in 
his melodious and grave tone, “‘ those who, like us, have 
never had a thought for which we need blush before the 
world, such may read each other’s heart. I never was 
romantic, and am no melancholy hero. I imitate neither 
Manfred nor Antony; but without words, without 
protestations, and without vows, my life has entwined 
itself with yours. You leave me, and you are right in 
doing so—I repeat it, you are right—but in losing you 
I lose my life. The moment you leave me, Valentine, 
I am alone in the world. My sister is happily married. 
Her husband is only my brother-in-law—that is, a man 
whom the ties of social life alone attach to me. No one, 
then, longer needs my useless life. This is what I shall 
do. I will wait until the very moment you are married, 
for I will not lose the shadow of one of those unexpected 
chances which are sometimes reserved for us, for, after 
all, M. Franz may die before that time. A thunderbolt 
may fall even on the altar as you approach it. Nothing 
appears impossible to one condemned to die, and miracles 
appear quite reasonable when his escape from death is 
concerned. Iwill, then, wait until the last moment, and 
when my misery is certain, irremediable, hopeless, I will 
write a confidential letter to my brother-in-law, another 
to the prefect of police, to acquaint them with my inten- 
tion, and at the corner of some wood, on the brink of 
some abyss, on the bank of some river, I will put an end 
to my existence, as certainly as I am the son of the most 
honest man who ever lived in France.” 
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Valentine trembled convulsively.. She loosed her hold 
of the gate, her arms fell by! her side, and two large tears 
rolled down her cheeks. The young man stood. before 
her} sorrowful and resolute. 

‘Qh, for pity’s sake,” said she, ‘‘ you will live, will you 
not?” 

“ No,-on my honour,’ said’ Maximilian; “but that 
will not affect you.| You have done your duty, and 
your conscience will be at rest.”’ 

Valentine fell on her knees, and pressed her almost 
bursting heart. 

‘““ Maximilian,” said she—‘ Maximilian, my friend; my 
brother on earth, my true husband in heaven, I entreat 
you, do as I do, live in suffering; perhaps we may one 
day be united.” 

‘ Adieu, Valentine,’ repeated Morrel. 

“My God,” said Valentine, raising both her hands to 
heaven with a sublime expression, “I have done my ut- 
most to remain a submissive daughter. I have begged, 
entreated, implored ; he has regarded neither my prayers, 
my entreaties, nor my! tears. It is done,’ cried she, 
wiping away her tears, and resuming her firmness. “I 
am resolved not to die of remorse, but rather of shame. 
Live, Maximilian, and I will be yours. Say when shall 
it be ?, Speak, command, I will obey.” 

Morrel, who had already gone some few steps away, 
again returned, and, pale with joy, extended both hands 
towards Valentine, through the opening. 

‘“‘ Valentine,” said he, ‘dear Valentine, you must not 
speak thus—rather let me die. Why should I obtain 
you by violence if our love is mutual? Is it from 
mere humanity you bid me live? I would then rather 
die.’’ t : 

“Truly,” murmured Valentine, “ who on this earth 
cares for me if he does not ?. Who has consoled me in 
my sorrow but he ?. On whom do my hopes rest? On 
whom does my bleeding heart repose ? On him, on him, 
always on him! Yes, you are right. Maximilian, I will 
follow you, I will leave the paternal home, I will give up 
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all. Oh! ungrateful girl that I am,” cried ‘Valentine, 
sobbing, ‘‘I will give up all, even-my dear old grand- 
father, whom I had nearly forgotten.” 

“No,” said Maximilian, “you shall not leave him. 
M. Noirtier has evinced, you say, a kind feeling towards 
me. Well, before you leave, tell him all. His consent 
would be your justification in God’s sight! As soon as 
we are married he shall come and live with us. Instead 
of one child he shall have two.) You have told me how 
you talk to him, and how he answers you. I shall very 
soon learn that language by signs, Valentine; ‘and I 
promise you solemnly that instead of despair it is happi- 
ness that awaits us.” 

“Oh! see, Maximilian, see'the power you have over 
me; you almost make me believe you. And yet what 
you tell me is madness, for my father will curse me. 
He is inflexible. He will never pardon me. Now listen 
to me, Maximilian. If by artifice, by entreaty, by acci- 
dent—in short, if by any means I can delay this mar- 
riage, will you wait ?” 

“Yes, I promise you; as faithfully as you have prom- 
ised me that this horrible marriage shall not take 
place, and that if you are dragged before a magistrate 
or a priest, you will refuse.” 

“T promise you by all that is most sacred to me in the 
world—namely, by my mother.” 

“We will wait; then,” said Morrel. 

“Yes, we will wait,’ replied Valentine, who revived at 
these words; ‘there are somany things which may save 
unhappy beings such as we are.” 

“T rely on you, Valentine,” said Morrel ; ‘all you do 
will be well done. Only, if they disregard your prayers, 
if your father and Madame de Saint-Méran insist that 
M. d’Epinay should be called: to-morrow to sign the con- 
tract i 

“Then you have my promise, Morrel.”’ 

“Instead of signing———” 

“T will rejoin you, and we will fly... But from this mo- 
ment until then let us not tempt Providence, Morrel ; 
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let us not see each other. It is a miracle, it is a provi- 
dence that we have not been discovered. If we were 
surprised, if it were known that we met thus, we should 
have no further resource.”’ 

“Youvare right, Valentine. But how shall I ascer- 
tain?” 

“ From the notary, M. Deschamps.” 

“ T know him.” 

‘ And for myself—1I will write to you, depend on me. 
I dread this marriage; Maximilian, as much as you.” 

“Thank you, my adored Valentine—thank you; that 
is enough. When once I know the hour, I will hasten to 
this spot. You can easily get over this fence with my 
assistance. A carriage will await us at the gate, in 
which you will accompany me to my sister's. There, 
living: retired or mingling in ‘society as you wish, ‘we 
shall be enabled to use our power to resist oppression, 
and not suffer ourselves to be put to death like sheep, 
which only defend themselves by sighs.”’ 

“ Yes,”? said: Valentine, “I will now acknowledge you 
are right, Maximilian. And now are you satisfied with 
your betrothal:? ’? said the: young girl sorrowfully. 

“ My adored Valentine, words cannot express one-half 
of my satisfaction.” 

Valentine had approached, or rather, had placed her 
lips so near the fence that they nearly touched those of 
Morrel, which were pressed against the other side of the 
cold and inéxorable barrier. 

‘“ Adieu, then, till we meet again,” said Valentine, tear- 
ing herself away. 

‘‘T shall hear from you ?.” 

itt Yess’ ’ ! 

‘‘ Thanks, ‘thanks, dear love... Adieu !” 

Thé sound of! a kiss» was heard, and Valentine fled 
through ‘the avenue. ‘Morrel listened to catch the last 
sound of her’ dress brushing the branches, and of her 
footstep on the path, then raised his eyes with an inef- 
fable smile of thankfulness to Heaven for being permitted 
to be'thus loved, and then also disappeared. The young 
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man returned home and waited all the evening and all the 
next day without hearing anything. It was only onthe 
following day at about ten o'clock in the morning, as he 
was starting to call on M. Deschamps, the notary, that 
he received from the postman a small billet, which he 
knew to be from Valentine, although he had not before 
seen her writing. It was to this effect :— 


“ Tears, entreaties, prayers have availed me nothing. 
Yesterday, for two hours, I was at the church of Saint 
Philippe du Roule, and for two hours I prayed most 
fervently. Heaven is as inflexible as man, and the sig- 
nature of the contract is fixed for this evening at nine 
o’clock: I have but one promise and but one heart to 
give: that promise is pledged to you, that heart is also 
yours. This evening, then, at.a quarter past nine, at 
the gate, Your betrothed, 

“VALENTINE DE VILLEFORT. 

““P.S.—My poor grandmother gets worse and worse. 
Yesterday her fever amounted to delirium ; to-day her 
delirium is almost madness. You will be very) kind to 
me, will you not, Morrel, to make me forget my sorrow 
in leaving her thus ? I think it is kept a secret from 
grandpapa Noirtier that the contract is to be signed this 
evening.” 


Morrel went also to the notary, who confirmed: his 
account of the proposed signature. Then he went to 
call on Monte-Cristo, and heard still more. Franz had 
been to announce the solemnity, and Madame de Ville- 
fort had also written to beg the count to excuse her not 
inviting him; the death of M. de Saint-Méran and the 
dangerous illness of his widow would cast a gloom over 
the meeting which she would regret the count should 
share, whom she wished might enjoy every happiness. 
The day before, Franz had been presented to Madame de 
Saint-Méran, who had left her bed to receive him, but 
had been obliged to return to it immediately after. It 
1s easy to suppose that Morrel’s agitation would not 
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escape the count’s: penetrating eye. -Monte-Cristo was 
more affectionate than-ever; indeed his manner was so 
xind that several times Morrel was on the point of telling 
him all. But:he recalled the promise he had made to 
Valentine, and kept his secret. The young man read 
Valentine’s letter twenty times in the course of the day. 
It was-her first, and on what an occasion! Each time 
he readait he renewed his vow to make her happy. | How 
great is the authority of one who has made so courageous 
a resolution ? What devotion does she deserve from 
him for whom» she. has sacrificed everything ? How 
ought) she really to be:supremely loved ? She becomes 
at once a queen and a wife, and it is impossible to thank 
and love her sufficiently: Morrel longed intensely for the 
moment when he should hear Valentine say, ‘‘ Here I 
am, Maximilian’; come-and help me.’ - He had arranged 
everything for-her escape. Two ladders were hidden in 
the clover-field; ‘a cabriolet was ordered for Maximilian 
alone, without a servant, without lights; at the turning 
of the first street they would hght the lamps, as it would 
be foolish to attract the notice of the police by too many 
precautions. Occasionally he shuddered ; he thought of 
the moment when,’ from’ the top of that wall; he should 
protect the descent of his dear Valentine, pressing in his 
arms for the first time her of whom he had yet only 
kissed the delicate Hand. 

‘When the afternoon arrived, and he felt the hour was 
drawing near, he wished for solitude, his agitation was 
extreme. A simple question from a friend would have 
irritated him. He shut himself in his room and tried to 
read, but his eye glanced over the page without under- 
standing a word, and he threw away. the book, and for 
the second time sat down to sketch his plan, the ladders, 
and’ the fence. At length the hour drew near. | Never 
did aman deeply in love allow the clocks to go on peace- 
fully. Morrel tormented his so ‘effectually that they 
struck eight at half-past six, He then said, “ It is time 
to start; the signature was indeed fixed to take place 
at nine-o’clock, but perhaps Valentine would not wait 


278 THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO. 


for that.” Consequently Morrel, having left the Rue 
Meslay at half-past eight by his timepiece, entered the 
clover-field while the clock of Saint Philippe du Roule 
was striking eight. The horse and cabriolet were con- 
cealed behind a small ruin, where Morrel had often 
waited. The night gradually drew on, and the foliage 
in the garden assumed a deeper hue. Then Morrel came 
out from his hiding-place with a beating heart, and 
looked through the small opening in the paling. There 
was yet no one to be seen. The clock struck half-past 
eight, and still another half-hour was passed in waiting, 
while Morrel looked to and fro, and gazed more and more 
frequently through the opening. The garden became 
darker still, but in the darkness he looked in vain for 
the white dress, and in the silence he vainly listened for 
the sound of footsteps. The house, which was discernible 
through the trees, remained in darkness, and gave no 
indication that so important an event as the signature 
of a marriage-contract was going on. Morrel looked at 
his watch, which wanted a quarter to ten; but soon the 
same clock he had already heard strike two or three times 
rectified the error by striking half-past nine. This was 
already half an hour past the time Valentine had fixed. 
It was a terrible moment for’ the young man. The 
slightest rustling of the foliage, the least whistling of the 
wind, attracted his attention, and drew the perspiration 
on his brow; then he tremblingly fixed his ladder, and 
not to lose a moment, placed his foot on the first step. 
Amidst all these alternations of hope and fear, the clock 
struck ten. 

“It is impossible,” said Maximilian, “that the signing 
of a contract should occupy'so long a time without un- 
expected interruptions. I have weighed all the chances, 
calculated the time required for all the forms ; something 
must have happened.” And then he walked rapidly to 
and fro, and pressed his burning forehead against the 
fence. Had Valentine fainted ? or had she been dis- 
covered and stopped in her flight ? These were the only 
preventives which appeared possible to the young man. 
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Theadea that her strength had failed her in attempting 
to escape, and that she had fainted in one of the paths, 
was the obstacle most impressed upon his mind, |‘ In 
that case,’’ said he, “ Ishould lose her, and by my own 
fault.” He dwelt on this thought one moment, then it 
appeared reality. He even thought he could perceive 
something on the ground at a distance; he ventured 
to call; and it seemed to him that the wind wafted back 
an almost inarticulate sigh. At last the half-hour 
struck; it was impossible to wait longer. His temples 
throbbed violently; his eyes’ were growing dim; he 
passed one leg over the wall, and in a moment leaped 
down on the other side.» He was. on Villefort’s premises 
—had arrived there by scaling the wall. What might be 
the consequences ? However, he had not ventured thus 
far to draw back. He followed a short distance close 
under the wall, then crossed.a path, and entered a clump 
of trees. Ina moment he had passed through them, and 
could see the house distinctly. Then Morrel was con- 
vinced of one thing—instead of lights at every window, 
as is customary on days of ceremony, he saw only a 
gray mass, which was veiled also by a cloud, which 
that moment obscured the moon’s feeble light. A light 
moved rapidly from time to time past three windows of 
the first floor. These three windows were in Madame 
de Saint-Méran’s room: Another remained motionless 
behind ‘some red curtains which were in Madame de 
Villefort’s bedroom. Morrel guessed all this. So many 
times, in order to follow Valentine in, thought at every 
hour in the day; had he made her describe all the house, 
that, without -having seen it, he knew it all., This 
darkness and silence alarmed Morrel still more than 
Valentine’s:absence had done. Almost mad with grief, 
and) determined to venture éverything in order to see 
Valentine once’ more, and be certain of the misfortune 
he feared, Morrel gained the edge of the clump of trees, 
and was going to pass as quickly as possible through 
the flower-garden, when the sound of a voice, still At 
some distance, but which was borne’ upon: the wind, 
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reached him. At this sound, as he was already partially 
exposed to view, he stepped back and concealed himself 
completely, remaining ‘perfectly motionless. He had 
formed his resolution. If it was Valentine alone, he 
would speak as she passed’; if she was accompanied, and 
he could not speak, still he should see her and know that 
she was safe; if they were strangers, he would lsten 
to their conversation, and might understand something 
of this hitherto incomprehensible mystery. The moon 
had just then escaped from behind) the cloud «which 
had concealed it, and Morrel saw Villefort come out 
upon the steps, followed by a gentleman in black ; they 
descended and advanced towards the clump. of. trees, 
and Morrel soon recognized the other gentleman as Dr. 
d’Avrigny. ) 

The young man seeing them approach, drew back 
mechanically, until he found himself stopped by a 
sycamore tree in the centre of the clump; there he was 
compelled to remain. Soon the two gentlemen stopped 
also. 

““Ah, my dear doctor,’ said the procureur, “ Heaven 
declares itself against my house! ‘What a dreadful death 
—what a blow! Seek not to console me! Alas! 
nothing can alleviate so great a sorrow—the wound is 
too deep and too fresh! She is dead—she is dead !” 

A cold dampness covered the young man’s brow, and 
his teeth chattered. Who could be dead in that house 
which Villefort himself had called accursed ? 

“My dear M. de Villefort,” replied the doctor, with a 
tone which redoubled the terror of the young man, “I 
have not led you here to console you; on the con- 
trary uy 

‘What can you mean ?”’ asked the procureur, alarmed. 

“JT mean, that behind the misfortune which has just 
happened ‘to you, there is another perhaps still greater.” 

“Can it be possible ?”” murmured Villefort, clasping 
his hands. “ What are you going to tell me ?”’ 

‘Are we quite alone, my friend ?”’ 

“Yes, quite. But why all these precautions ? ”’ 


THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO. 281 


“Because I have a terrible secret to communicate to 
you,” said the doctor. “ Let us sit down.” 

Villefort fell rather than seated himself. The doctor 
stood before him, with one hand placed on his shoulder. 
Morrel, horrified, supported his head with one hand, and 
with the other pressed his heart, lest its beatings should 
be heard. 

“Dead! dead!” repeated he within himself; and he 
felt as if he were also dying. 

“Speak, doctor; ‘I am listening,” said: Villefort. 
“ Strike, I am prepared for everything !”’ 

““ Madame de Saint-Méran was, doubtless, advanced in 
years, but she enjoyed excellent health.” 

Morrel began again to breathe freely, which he had not 
done the last ten minutes. 

“Grief has consumed her,” said Villefort—‘‘ yes, 
grief, doctor! After living forty years with the mar- 

uis 9 
ae It is not grief, my dear Villefort,”’ said the doctor ; 
“grief may kill, although it rarely does, and never in a 
day, never in an hour, never in ten minutes.” 

Villefort answered nothing. He simply raised his 
head, which had been cast down before, and looked at 
the doctor with amazement. 

‘“Were you present during the last struggle ?””? asked 
M. d’Avrigny. 

““T was,” replied the procureur; “you begged me 
not to leave.” 

‘Did you notice the symptoms of the disease to 
which Madame de Saint-Méran has fallen a victim ?”’ 

“T did. Madame de Saint-Méran had three succes- 
sive attacks, at intervals of some minutes, each one 
more serious than the former. When you arrived, 
Madame de Saint-Méran had already been panting for 
breath for some minutes; she then had a fit, which I 
took to be simply a nervous attack, and it was only 
when I saw her raise herself in the bed, and her limbs 
and neck appear stiffened, that I became really alarmed. 
Then I understood from your countenance there was 
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more to fear than I had thought. This crisis, past, I 
endeavoured to catch your eye, but could not. You 
held her hand, you were feeling her pulse, and the second 
fit came on before you had turned towards me. This 
was more terrible than the first,;,the same nervous 
movements were repeated, and the mouth ‘contracted 
‘and turned purple.” 

“ And at the third she expired.” 

‘At the end of the first attack J discovered symptoms 
of tetanus ; you confirmed my opinion.” 

“Yes, before others,” replied the doctor;  ‘‘ but now 
we are alone fi 

‘What are you going tosay? Oh, spare me!” 

“ That the symptoms of tetanus and. poisoning, by 
vegetable substances are the same.’ 

M. de Villefort started ‘from his,seat, then in a moment 
fell down again, silent and motionless. 

Morrel knew not if he were dreaming or awake. 

‘“Jisten,’’ isaid the doctor. “J know the full im- 
portance of the statement I have gust made, and the 
disposition of the man to whom I;have made it.” 

' Dovwyou speak to me as:a;magistrate or as a friend?” 

asked Villefort. 

“As a friend, and only as a friend, at this moment, 
The similarity in the symptoms of tetanus and poisoning 
by vegetable substances is so great that were L.obliged 
to affirm by oath what I have now stated I should hesi- 
tate; I therefore repeat to you, I speak not to,a;magis- 
tate, but to a friend. And to that friend] say, ‘;During 
the three-quarters of an hour that the-struggle continued, 
l watched the convulsions:and the death of Madame de 
Saint-Méran, iand :am thoroughly .convinced that not 
only did her death proceed from poison, but could also, 
specify the poison.’ ” 

‘‘ Indeed, 'sir—indeed ! ” 

“The symptoms are marked, ,do| -you see-—sleep, 
disturbed by: nervous fits, excitement of the br ain, 
torpor of the system, Madame. ode Saint-Méran has 
sunk under a violent dose of dbxwaine or of strychnine, 
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Sota by some mistake, perhaps, has been given to 

Villefort seized the doctor’s hand. 

“Oh, it is impossible !”’ said he. ‘ I must be dream- 
ing! It is frightful to hear such things from such a 
man as you. Tell me, I entreat you, my dear doctor, 
that you may be deceived.” 

““ Deubtless | may, but——” 

ins But > »» 

“ But I do not think so.” 

“ Have pity on me, doctor! So many dreadful things 
have happened to me’ lately that I am on the verge of 
madness.”’ 

“Has any one besides me seen Madame de Saint- 
Méran ?”’ 

ce No.”’ 

“Has anything been sent for from a chemist’s that I 
have not examined ? ” 

“\ Nothing.”’ | 

“Had Madame de Saint-Méran any enemies ?”’ 

“ Not to my knowledge.” 

“ Would her death affect any one’s interests ?”’ 

“Tt could not, indeed; my daughter is her only 
heiress—Valentine alone. Oh, if such a, thought. could 
present itself, I would stab myself te punish my heart 
for having one instant. harboured it.’’ 

“Indeed, my dear friend,” said M. d’Avrigny, “I 
would not accuse any one ; I speak only of an accident, 
you understand—of a mistake ; but whether accident or 
mistake, the fact is there; it speaks to my conscience, 
and compels me to speak aloud to you. Make inquiry.” 

“Of whom? How? Of what >” 

_ “May not Barrois, the old servant, have made a mis- 
take; and have given Madame de Saint-Méran a dose 
prepared for his niaster ?”’ 

‘For my father ?” 

ins Yes.”’ 

“But how could a) dose prepared for M. Noirtier 
poison Madame de Saint-Méran ?.” 
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‘Nothing is more simple.| You know poisons become 
remedies in certain diseases, of which paralysis is one: 
For instance, having tried every other remedy to restore} 
movement and speech to M. Noirtier, I resolved to tryj 
one last means, and for three months I have been giving 
him brucine ; so that in the last dose I ordered for him} 
there were six grains. This quantity, which it is per? 
fectly safe to administer to the paralysed frame of M[ 
Noirtier, which has become gradually accustomed to it 
would be sufficient to kill another person.” 

‘““My dear doctor, there is no communication betwee 
M. Noirtier’s apartment and that of Madame de Saint} 
Méran, and Barrois never entered my mother-in-law’s 
room. In short, doctor, although 1 know: you to be 
the most conscientious man in the world, and althougt 
I place the utmost reliance on you, I want, notwith 
standing my conviction, to believe this axiom, errard 
humanum est.” 

“Ts there one of my brethren in whom you have 
equal confidence with myself ?.”’ 

‘Why do you ask me that ? What do you wish ?”’ 

“Send for him. J will tell him what I have seen, anc 
we will consult together, and examine the body.” 

“And you will find traces of poison ?”’ 

“No; I did not say of poison, but we can prove wha: 
was the state of the body. We shall discover the caus 
of her sudden death, and we'shall say, ‘ Dear Villefort 
if this thing has been caused by negligence, watch ove 
your servants ; if from hatred, watch your enemies.’ ”’ 

“What do you propose to me, D’Avrigny ?”’ sai 
Villefort in despair. ‘“So soon as another is admitte« 
to our secret, an inquest will become necessary, and ai 
inquest in my house—impossible! ~Still,’”? continued th 
procureur, looking at the doctor with uneasiness, ‘i 
you wish it—if you demand it, it shall be done. But 
doctor, you see me already so grieved ;. how can I intr. 
duce into my house so much scandal after so muc} 
sorrow ? My wife and my daughter would die of it: 
And I, doctor, you know a man does not arrive at th 
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post 1 occupy—one has not been procureur du roi twenty- 
five years—without having amassed a tolerable number 
of enemies; mine! are!numerous. Let this affair’ be 
talked of; it will be a triumph forothem ‘which will 
make them rejoice, and cover me with shame. Pardon 
me, doctor, these, worldly ideas; were.you a priest I 
should not dare tell you that, but you are a man, and 
you. know mankind.» Doctor, pray recall your words ; 
you have said nothing; have you?’ . 

‘““My dear M. de Villefort,” replied the doctor, ‘“ my 
first duty is humanity. T:would have saved Madame 
de Saint-Méran if science could have done it; but she is 
dead—my duty regards the living: Let) us bury this 
terrible secret in the deepest recesses of our hearts, I 
am willing, if any one should suspect this, that my 
silence on this subject should be imputed to my ignorance, 
Meanwhile, sir, watch always—watch carefully, for, per- 
haps, the evil may not stop here. And when you have 
found the culprit, if you find him, I will say to you, 
“Youjare a magistrate; do.as you will!’ ” 

“TI thank you, doctor,’ said Villefort, with indescrib- 
able joy. ‘I never had a better friend than you.” 
And, as if he feared Dr. d’Avrigny would recall his 
promise, he hurried him towards the house. 

When they were gone, Morrel ventured out from 
under the trees, and the moon shone upon his face, which 
was so pale it might have been taken for a phantom. 

““T am manifestly protected in a most wonderful but 
most terrible manner,” said he; ‘‘ but Valentine, poor 
girl! how will she bear so much sorrow ?” 

As he thought thus, he looked alternately at the 
window with red curtains and the three windows with 
white curtains. The light had almost disappeared from 
the former, doubtless Madame de Villefort had just put 
out her lamp, and the night-lamp alone reflected its dull 
light on the window. 

At the extremity of the building, on the contrary, 
he saw one of the three windows open. A wax light 
placed on the mantelpiece threw some of its pale rays 
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without, anda shadow was seen for one moment on the 
balcony. 

Morrel shuddered ; he eae iat he heard a sob. 

It cannot be wondered at that his mind, generally s 
courageous, but now disturbed by the two stronge: 
human passions, love and fear, was weakened even 
the indulgence of superstitious thoughts. Although i 
was impossible Valentine could see. him, hidden as h 
was, he thought he heard: the shadow at the window 
call him; his disturbed mind told him so. This doubleq 
error became an irresistible reality, and by one of thes 
incomprehensible transports of youth, he bounded fromy 
his hiding-place, and with two strides, at the risk off 
being seen, at the risk of alarming Valentine, at thi 
risk of, being discovered by some exclamation whic 
might escape the young girl, he crossed the flower-garden, 
which, by the light of the moon, resembled a large white 
lake, and, having passed the rows of orange-trees whicly 
extended in front of the house, he reached the step, 
ran quickly up, and pushed the door, which opene 
without. offering any resistance. Valentine had not 
seen him ; her eyes, raised towards heaven, were watchin 
a silvery cloud gliding over the azure; its form was that 
of a shadow mounting towards heaven. Her poetic ane 
excited mind pictured it as the soul of her grandmother, 
Meanwhile, Morrel: had traversed the anteroom an 
found the staircase, which, being carpeted, preventec 
his approach being heard; and he had regained thai 
degree of confidence that the presence of M. de Villefort 
even would not have alarmed him: Had he encounterec 
him, his resolution was formed; he: would have ap» 
proached: him and acknowledged all, begging him te 
excuse and sanction the love which united him>to his 
daughter, and this daughter to him. Morrel was mad 
Happily he did not meet any one. Now, especially, dic 
he find the description Valentine had given him of the 
interior of the house useful to him; he arrived safely 
at the top of the staircase; and while feeling his way 
a sob indicated the direction he was to take. He turnec 
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back ; a door parthky opem enabled him to see his road 
and to: hear the sorrowing voice. Heé pushed it open and 
entered. At the other end of the room, under a white 
sheet which covered it, Iay the corpse, still more alarming 
to Morrel since the account he had so unexpectedly 
overheard. By the side, on her knees, and her head 
buried. im the cushiom of am easy-chair, was) Valentine, 
trembling and sobbing, her hands extended above her 
head, clasped and stiff: She had turned from the 
window, which remained open, and was praying in 
accents: that would have affected the most unfeeling ; 
her words were rapid, mcoherent, unintelligible, for the 
burning weight of grief almost stopped her utterance. 
The moon shining through the open blinds made the 
lamp appear to burn paler, and. cast a sepulchral! hue 
over the wiole scéne. Morrel could not resist this ; 
he was not exemplary for piety, he was not easily 
impressed, but Valentine suffering, weeping, wringing 
her hands before him, was more than he could bear in 
silence. He sighed, and whispered’ a name, and the 
head bathed in tears and pressed on the velvet cushion 
of the chair—a head resembling a Magdalen by Cor- 
reggio, was raised and turned towards him. Valentine 
perceived him without betraying the least surprise. A 
heart overwhelmed with one great grief is insensible to 
minor emotions. Morrel held owt his hand to her. Val- 
entine; as her only apology for not having met him, 
pointed to the corpse under the: sheet, and began to sob 
again. Neither dared for some time to speak in that 
room. They hesitated to break the silence which death 
seemed to impose. At length Valentine ventured, _ 

‘ My friend,” said she, “how came you here 2 Alas! 
I would say you are welcome, had not death opened the 
way for you into this house.” 

“ Valentine,” said Morrel, with a trembling voice, “I 
had waited since half-past eight, and did not see you 
come. J became uneasy, leaped the wall, found my 
way through the garden, when voices conversing about 
the fatal event——” 
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‘What voices ?””’ asked Valentine. 

Morrel shuddered as he thought of the conversation of 
the doctor and M. de Villefort, and he thought he could 
see through the sheet the extended hands, the stiff neck. 
and purple lips. 

‘“Your servants,” said he, “‘ who were repeating the 
whole of the sorrowful story ; from them I learned it 
all.”’ 

“But it was risking the failure of our plan to come up 
here, love.” 

‘Forgive me,” replied Morrel; “I will go away.” 

‘““No,” said Valentine, “ you might meet some one 
stay.” 

“ But if any one should come here——’ 

The young girl shook her head. 

‘“No one will come,’ said she. ‘‘ Do not fear—there 
is our safeguard,” pointing to the bed. 

“But what has become of M. d’Epinay ?”’ repliec 
Morrel. 

“M. Franz arrived to sign the contract just as my 
dear grandmother was dying.” 

“Alas!’’ said Morrel, with a feeling of selfish joy 
for he thought this death would cause the wedding tc 
be postponed indefinitely. 

‘“ But what redoubles my sorrow,’ continued the young 
girl, as if this feeling was to receive its immediate pun 
ishment, “is that the poor old lady, on her deathbed 
requested the marriage might take place as soon a 
possible ; she also, thinking to protect me, was acting 
against me.” 

“ Hark!’ said Morrel. 

They both listened; steps were distinctly heard ir 
the corridor and on the stairs. 

“It is my father, who has just left his cabinet.” 

“To accompany the doctor to the door,’ addec 
Morrel. 

“ How do you know it is the doctor ?’’ asked Valentin 
astonished. 

“TI imagine it must be,” said Morrel. 
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Valentine looked at the young man. They heard the 
street-door close, then M. de Villefort locked the garden- 
door, and returned upstairs. He stopped a moment in 
the ;anteroom, as if hesitating whether to turn to his 
own apartment or into Madame de Saint-Méran’s. 
Morrel ; concealed himself behind a’ door; Valentine 
remained motionless—grief seemed to deprive her of all 
fear. M. de Villefort passed on to his own room, 

‘“Now,’’ said Valentine, “-youcan neither go out by 
the front door nor by the 'garden.” 

Morrel looked at her with astonishment. 

“There is but one way left you that is safe,’ said 
she—“ it is through my grandfather’s room.’’ She rose, 
““Come,’”’ she added. 

“Where ? ’’?asked Maximilian. 

“To my grandfather’s room.” 

‘“T an M. Noirtier’s apartment ?”’ 

‘Tesi! 

“Can you mean it, Valentine ?” 

“T have long wished it. He is my only remaining 
friend, and we both need his help—come.”’ 

‘Be careful, Valentine,” said Morrel, hesitating to 
comply with the young girl’s wishes. ‘ I now see-my 
error; I acted as a madman in:coming in here. Are you 
sure you are more reasonable ?” 

“Yes,” said Valentine; “and I have but one scruple— 
namely, that of leaving my dear grandmother’s remains, 
which I had undertaken to watch.” 

‘““ Valentine,’’ said Morrel, ‘‘death is in itself sacred.”’ 

“Yes,” said Valentine; ‘‘ besides, it will not be for 
long.” 

She then crossed: the corridor, and led the way down 
a narrow staircase to M. Noirtier’s room; Morrel fol- 
lowed her on tiptoe. At the door they found the old 
servant. 

“‘ Barrois,” said Valentine, “‘ shut the door, and let no 
one come in.” 

She passed first. 

Noirtier, seated in his chair, and listening to every 
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sound, was watching the door. He saw Valentine, and 
his eye brightened. There was something grave and 
solemn in the approach of the young girl which struck | 
the old man, and immediately his bright eye begun to 

interrogate. 

‘‘ Dear grandfather,” said she hurriedly, “you know | 
poor grandmamma died an hour since, and now I tee 
no friend in the world but you.” 

His expressive eyes evinced the greatest tenderness. : 

“To you alone, then, may I confide my! sorrows and | 
my hopes ?” 

The paralytic motioned “ Yes.” 

Valentine took Maximilan’s hand. 

“Look attentively, then, at this gentleman.” 

The old man fixed his ‘scrutinizing gaze with slight 
astonishment on Morrel. 

“Tt is M. Maximilian Morrel,”’ said she, “‘ the! son 
of that good merchant of Marseilles whom you doubtless 
recollect.” 

‘Yes,’ said the old man. 

““ He brings an irreproachable name, which Maximilian 
is likely to render glorious, since at thirty years of age 
he is a captain, an officer of the Legion of Honour.” 

The old man signified that he recollected him. 

“ Well, grandpapa,” said Valentine, kneeling before 
him, and pointing to Maximilian, ‘‘ I love him, and 
will be only his ; were I compelled to. marry another, I 
would destroy myself. ie 

The eyes of the paralytic expressed a multitude’ of 
tumultuous thoughts. 

“You like M. Maximilian Morrel, do ou not, grand- 
papa ?”’ asked Valentine. 

66 Yes; ) 

“And you. will protect us, who are your children, 
against the will of my father ? . 

Noirtier cast'an intelligent glance at Morrel, as if to | 
say, “ Perhaps I may.” 

Maximilian understood him. 

‘“ Mademoiselle,”? said he, |‘ you have a sacred duty 
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to fulfil in your deceased grandmother’s room. Will you 
allow me the honour of a. few minutes’ conversation with 
M. Noirtier ? ” rel 

“Phat is it,” said the old man’s eye... Then he looked 
anxiously at Valentine. 

“Do you fear he will not understand you ?.” 

ce Viesi?? 

“Oh, we have so often spoken of you that he knows 
exactly how I talk to you.” 

Then turning to Maximilian, with an adorable smile, 
although shaded by sorrow,— |, 

“ He knows everything I know,’ said she. _ 

Valentine rose, placed a chair for Morrel, | requested 
Barrois not to admit anyone, and haying tenderly 
embraced her grandpapa, and sorrowfully taken leave of 
Morrel, she went away. 

To prove to Noirtier that he was in Valentine’s) con- 
fidence and knew all their secrets, Morrel took the dic- 
tionary, a pen, and some, paper, and placed them all on 
a table where there was a light. 

“ But first,” said Morrel,“‘ allow me, sir, to tell you 
who I am, how much I love Mademoiselle Valentine, and 
what are my designs respecting her.”’ 

Noirtier made a sign that) he would listen. 

It was an imposing) sight to witness this old man, 
apparently. a mere useless, burden, becoming the. sole 
protector, support, and adviser of the lovers, who were 
both young, beautiful, and strong. His remarkably 
noble and austere expression. struck Morrel, who began 
his recital with trembling. He related the manner in 
which he had become. acquainted. with Valentine, and 
how he had loved her; and that Valentine, in her soli- 
tude and her misfortune, had accepted the offer of his 
devotion. He told him his birth, his position, his fortune ; 
and more than ence, when he consulted the look of the 
paralytic, that look answered, ‘That is good—proceed.”’ 

“ And now,” said Morrel, when he had. finished the 
first part of his recital—‘‘now I have told you of my love 
and my hopes, may I inform you of my intentions?” 


, 


292 THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO, 


“Yes,” signified the old man. iia 

‘This was our resolution: a‘cabriolet was in waiting 
at the gate, in which I intended to carry off Valentine 
to my sister’s house,’ to marry her, and to wait respect- 
fully M. de Villefort’s pardon.” 

‘“ No,” said Noirtier. 

“ We must not do so?” 

(zs No.”’ 

“ You do not sanction our project ?”’ 

66 No.”’ 

“There is another way,” said Morrel. 

The old man’s interrogating eye said, ‘ Which ?” 

“T will go,” continued Maximilian, “ I will seek’ M. 
Franz d’Epinay—I am happy to be able to: mention 
this in Mademoiselle de Villefort’s absence—and_ will 
conduct myself toward him so as’ to compel him to 
challenge me.” 

Noirtier’s look continued to interrogate. 

“ You wish to know what I will do ?”’ 

iss Yes.”’ ; 

“Twill find him, as I told ‘you. I will tell him the 
ties which bind me to Mademoiselle Valentine. If he be | 
a sensible man he will prove it by renouncing of his own 
accord the hand of his betrothed; and will secure my’ 
friendship and love ‘until death; if he refuse, either | 
through interest or ridiculous pride, after | have proved | 
to him that he would be forcing my wife from. me—that 
Valentine loves me, and will love no other—I will fight | 
with him, give him every advantage, and I shall kill 
him, or he will kill me. If I am victorious, he will not 
marry Valentine, and if I die, I am very sure Valentine | 
will not marry him.” 

Noirtier watched, with indescribable pleasure, this. 
noble and sincere countenance, on which every sentiment 
his tongue uttered was depicted, adding by the. ex- 
pression of his fine features all that colouring adds to: 
a sound and faithful drawing. Still, when Morrel had) 
finished, he shut his’ eyes several times, which was his 
manner of saying ‘“‘ No.” 
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“No?” said Morrel ; ‘“ you disapprove of this second 
project, as you did of the first?” 

“T do,” signified the old man. 

“But what must then be done?” asked Morrel. 
“Madame de Saint-Méran’s last request was, that the 
marriage might not be delayed. Must I let things take 
their course ?”’ 

Noirtier did not move. 


““T understand,” said*Morrel; ‘Iam to wait.” 
fsKese 
“ But delay may ruin our plan, sir,’’ replied the young 


man. “‘ Alone, Valentine has no power; she will be 
compelled to submit. Iam here almost miraculously, 
and can scarcely hope for so good an opportunity to 
occur again. Believe me, there are only the two’ plans 
I have proposed to you; forgive my vanity, and tell me 
which you prefer: Do you’ authorize’ Mademoiselle 
Valentine to entrust herself to my honour ? ”’ 

ine No.” 

‘““Do-you prefer I should seek M. d’Epinay ?” 

(79 No’ . 

“Whence, then, will come the help we need—from 
chance ?”’ resumed Morrel. 

“ee No.” 

“From you ?”’ 

ce ies.” 

“You thoroughly understand me, sir? Pardon my 
eagerness, for my life depends on your answer. Will 
our help come from you ?”’ 

ce Yes,”’ 

‘““ Youvare sure of 1t ?”’ 

(a Yes,” 

There was so much firmness in the look which gave 
this answer, no one could, at any rate, doubt his will if 
they did his power. 

““Oh, thank you a thousand times! But how, unless 
a miracle should restore your speech, your gesture, your 
movement, how can you, chained to that armchair, 
dumb and motionless, oppose this marriage ? ”’ 
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A smile lit up the old man’s face, a strange smile’ of 
the eyes on a paralysed face } 

“Then I must wait ?” asked the young man. 

ae eS.3] 

‘‘ But the contract ?” 

The same smile returned, 

“Will you assure me it shall not be signed?” 

“Yes,” said Noirtier. 

“The contract shall not, be’ signed’!’’: cried Morrel. 
‘“Oh, pardon me, sir; I can scarcely realize so great a 
happiness. Will they not sign it ?”’ 

No,” said the paralytic, 

Notwithstanding that assurance, Morrel still hesi- 
tated. This promise of an impotent old man was’ so 
strange, that instead of being the result of the power 
of his will, it might emanate from enfeebled organs, 
Is it not natural that the madman, ignorant of his 
folly, should realize things beyond his control ? The 
weak man talks of burdens he can raise, the timid of 
giants he can confront, the poor of treasures he spends, 
the most humble peasant, in the height of his pride, 
calls himself Jupiter, 

Whether Noirtier understood the young man’s: in- 


decision, or whether he had not full confidence in his | 


docility, he looked steadily at him. 

“What do you wish,.sir?”’ asked Morrel; “that I 
should renew my promise of remaining tranquil ?.”’ 

Noirtier’s eye remained fixed and firm, as if to imply 
that a promise did not suffice ;\ then it passed from his 
face to his hands. 

“Shall I swear to you, sir ?” asked Maximilian, 

“Yes,” said the paralytic, with the same solemnity. 
_ Morrel understood that the old man attached great 
importance to an oath. 

He extended his hand. 

‘I swear to you, on my honour,’ said he, “ to await 


your decision respecting the course I am to pursue with | 


M. .d’Epinay.”’ 
“ That is right,’ said the old) man. 
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‘’ Now,” said Morrel, “‘ do you wish me to retire ?”’ 

Coon 

‘“ Without seeing Mademoiselle Valentine ?”’ 

{SMES 

Morrel made a sign that he was ready to obey. 

“But,” said he, “‘ first allow me to embrace you as 
your daughter did just now.” 

Noirtier’s expression could not be understood. 

The, young man pressed his: lips on the same spot, 

on. the old man’s forehead, where Valentine’s had been. 
- Then he bowed a second time and retired. He found 
the old servant outside the door, to whom Valentine 
had. given directions; he conducted Morrel along a 
dark passage, which led to a little door opening on the 
garden. 

Morrel soon found the spot where he had entered ; 
with the assistance of the shrubs he gained the top of 
the wall, and by his ladder was, in an instant, in the 
clover field, where his. cabriolet was still waiting for 
him. . He got in it, and, thoroughly wearied by so marty 
emotions, he arrived about midnight in the Rue Meslay, 
threw himself on his bed, and slept soundly. 


CHAPTER LXXIV. 
THE VILLEFORT FAMILY VAULT. 


Two days after, a considerable crowd was assembled, 
towards ten o’clock in the morning, round the door of 
M. de, Villefort’s house; and a long file of mourning- 
coaches and private carriages extended along the Fau- 
bourg Saint-Honoré and the Rue dela Pépiniére.. Among 
them was one of a very singular form which appeared 
to have come fromia distance. It was.a kind of covered 
wagon, painted black, and was one of the first at the 
rendezvous. Inquiry was made, and it was ascertained 
that, by a strange coincidence, this carriage contained 
the corpse of the Marquis de Saint-Méran, and that those 
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who had come thinking to attend one funera] would 
follow two. 

Their number was great. The Marquis de Saint- 
Méran, one of the most zealous and faithful dignitaries 
of Louis XVIII. and King Charles X., had preserved a 
great number of friends, and these, added to the persons 
whom the usages of society gave Villefort a claim on, 
formed a considerable body. 

Due information was given to the authorities, and per- 
mission obtained that the two funerals should take place 
at the same time. A second hearse, decked with the 
same funereal pomp, was brought to M: de Villefort’s 
door, and the coffin removed into it from the post- 
wagon. The two bodies were to be interred in the ceme- 
tery of Pére Lachaise, where M. de Villefort had long 
since had a tomb prepared for the reception of his family. 
The remains of poor Renée were already deposited there, 
whom, after ten years of separation, her father and 
mother were now going to rejoin. The Parisians, always 


curious, always affected by funereal. display, looked on — 


with religious silence, while» the splendid procession 
accompanied to their last abode two of the number of 


the old aristocracy—the greatest protectors of Commerce | 


and sincere devotees to their principles. 

In one of the mourning-coaches Beauchamp, Albert, 
and Chateau-Renaud were talking of the very sudden 
death of the marchioness. 

“T saw Madame de Saint-Méran only last year at 
Marseilles, and should have supposed she might have 
lived to be a hundred years old from her apparent sound 
health and great activity of mind and body. How old 
was she ?” 

“Franz assured me,’’ replied Albert, “ that she was 
seventy years old. But she has not died of old age, but 
of grief. It appears, since the death of the marquis, 
which affected her very deeply, she has not completely 
recovered her reason.” 


‘But of what disease did she, then, die?” asked 
Debray. 
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“It is said to have been a congestion of the brain, or 
apoplexy, which is the same thing, is it not?’ 

‘“ Nearly.” 

“Tt is difficult to believe it was apoplexy,” said Beau- 
champ. “Madame; de Saint-Méran, whom I once saw, 
was short, of slender form, and of a much more nervous 
than sanguine temperament. Grief could hardly pro- 
duce apoplexy in such a constitution as that of Madame 
de Saint-Méran.” 

“At any rate,’ said Albert, ‘‘ whatever, disease: or 
doctor may have killed her, M. de Villefort, or rather 
Mademoiselle Valentine, or, still rather, our friend Franz, 
inherits a magnificent fortune, amounting, I believe, to 
80,000 livres per annum.” 

“And this fortune will be doubled at the death of the 
old Jacobin, Noirtier.” 

“That is a tenacious old grandfather,’’ said Beau- 
champ.“ Tenacem propositi virum. I think he must 
have made an agreement with Death to outlive all his 
heirs, and he appears likely to succeed... He resembles the 
eld Conventionalist of ’93, who said to Napoleon in 1814, 
‘You bend because your empire is a young stem, weak- 
ened by rapid growth. Take the republic for a tutor; let 
us return with renewed strength to the battlefield, and 
[ promise you 500,000 soldiers, another Marengo, and a 
second Austerlitz, Ideas do not become extinct, sire ; 
they slumber sometimes, but only revive: the stronger 
before they sleep entirely.’ Ideas and men appear the 
same to him. One thing only puzzles me—namely, how 
Franz d’Epinay will like a grandfather who cannot be 
separated from his wife. But where is Franz ?”” 

‘(In the first carriage with M. de Villefort, who con- 
siders him already as one of the family.” 

Such was the conversation in almost all the carriages. 
These two sudden deaths, so quickly. following each 
other, astonished every one; but no one suspected the 
terrible secret which M, d’Avrigny had communicated 
in his nocturnal walk to M. de Villefort. | 

They arrived in about an hour at the cemetery. The 


Il, 4b 


298 THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO. 


weather was mild but dull, and in harmony with the 
funeral ceremony. Among the groups which flocked to- 
wards the family vault, Chateau-Renaud recognized 
Morrel, who had come alone in a cabriolet, and walked 
silently along the path bordered with yew trees. 

“You here!” said Chateau-Renaud, passing his arm 
through the young captain’s. '“‘ Are you a friend of 
Villefort’s ? How is it I have never met you at his 
house ?”’ 

‘“Tam no acquaintance of M. de Villefort’s,” answered 
Morrel, “ but I was of Madame de Saint-Méran.” 

Albert came up to them at this moment with Franz. 

‘The time and place are but ill suited for an intro- 
duction,’ said Albert; “ but we are not superstitious. 
M. Morrel, allow me to present to you M. Franz d’Epinay, 
a delightful travelling companion, with whom I made 
the tour of Italy. My dear Franz, M. Maximilian Morrel, 
an excellent friend I have acquired in your absence, and. 
whose name you will hear me mention every time I 
make any allusion to affection, wit, or amiability.” 

Morrel hesitated for a moment. He feared it would! 
be hypocritical to accost in a friendly manner the man} 
whom he was tacitly opposing, but his oath and the 
gravity of the circumstances recufred to his memory, 
He struggled to conceal his emotion, and bowed to Franz. 

“Mademoiselle de Villefort is in deep sorrow, is she} 
not ?’’ said Debray to Franz. 

“Extremely,” replied he. ‘‘ She looked so pale this¥ 
morning I scarcely knew her.” 

These apparently simple words pierced Morrel to the 
heart. This man had, then, seen Valentine, and spoken 
to her! The young and-high-spirited officer required all 
his strength of mind to resist breaking his oath. He 
took the arm of Chateau-Renaud, and turned towards 
the vault, where the attendants had already placed the 
two coffins. 

“ This is a magnificent habitation,” said Beauchamp: 
looking towards the mausoleum, ‘‘ a summer and winte? 
palace. You will, in turn, enter it, my dear D’Epinay, 
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for you will soon be numbered as one of the family. 1, 
as a philosopher, should like a little country. house, a 
cottage down there under the trees, without so many 
freestones over my poor body. In dying, I will say to 
those around me what Voltaire wrote to Piron: ‘ Eo 
yus, and all will be over.’ But come, Franz, take cour- 
age, your wife is an heiress,” 

“Indeed, Beauchamp, you are unbearable. Politics 
have made you laugh at everything, and political men 
have made you disbelieve everything. But when you 
have the honour of associating with ordinary men, and 
the pleasure of leaving politics for a moment, try to find 
your affectionate heart, which you leave with your stick 
when you go to-the Chambre.” 

“ But tell me,” said Beauchamp, ‘ what is life? Is 
it not a hall in Death’s anteroom ?”’ 

“T am prejudiced against Beauchamp,” said Albert, 
drawing Franz away, and leaving the former to finish his 
philosophical dissertation with Debray. 

The Villefort vault formed a square of white stones 
about twenty feet high; an interior partition separated 
the two families, and each compartment had its entrance 
door, Here were not, as in other tombs, those ignoble 
drawers one above another, where economy encloses its 
dead with an inscription resembling a ticket, All that 
was visible within the bronze gates was a gloomy-looking 
room, separated by a wall from the vault itself. The 
two doors before mentioned were in the middle of this 
wall, and enclosed the Villefort and Saint-Méran coffins. 
There grief might freely expend itself without being dis- 
turbed by the trifling loungers who came from a picnic 
party to visit Pére Lachaise, or by lovers who make it 
their rendezvous. 

The two coffins were placed on trestles previously pre- 
pared for their reception in the right-hand division belong- 
ing to the Saint-Méran family. Villefort, Franz, and a 
few near relatives alone entered the sanctuary. 

As the religious ceremonies had all been performed at 
the door, and there was no address given, the party all 
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separated. Chaiteau-Renaud, Albert, and Morrel went 
one way, and Debray and Beauchamp the other, Franz 
remained with M. de Villefort. At the gate of the ceme- 
tery Morrel made an excuse to wait. He saw Franz and 
M. de Villefort get into the same mourning-coach, and 
thought this /éte-d-téte foreboded evil. He then returned 
to Paris, and although in the same carriage with Chateau- 
Renaud and Albert, he did not hear one word of their 
conversation. 

As Franz was about to take leave of M. Villefort, 
“When shall I see you again ?”” said the latter. 

‘“At what time you please, sir,” replied Franz. 

‘“ As soon as possible.” 

“YT am at your command, sir. Shall we return to- 
gether ?” 

“Tf not unpleasant to you.” 

‘On the contrary, I shall feel much pleasure.” 

Thus the future father and son-in-law stepped into the 
same carriage, and Morrel, seeing them pass, became 
uneasy. 

Villefort and Franz returned to the Faubourg Saint- 
Honoré. The procureur, without going to see either his 
wife or his daughter, passed rapidly to his cabinet, and, 
offering the young man a chair,— 

‘“M. d’Epinay,” said he, “ allow me to remind you at 
this moment, which is, perhaps, not so ill chosen as at 
first sight may appear, for obedience to the wishes of 
the departed is the first offering which should be made 
at their tomb—allow me, then, to remind you of the 
wish expressed by Madame de Saint-Méran on her death- 
bed, that Valentine’s wedding might not be deferred. 
You know the affairs of the deceased are in perfect order, 
and her will bequeaths to Valentine the entire prop- 
erty of the Saint-Méran family. The notary showed me 
the documents yesterday, which will enable us to draw 
up the contract immediately. You may call on the 
notary, M.. Deschamps, Place Beauvau, Faubourg Saint- 
ae and you have my authority to inspect those 

eeds.” 
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“Sir,” replied M, d’Epinay, “it is not, perhaps, the 
moment for Mademoiselle Valentine, who is in deep dis- 
tress, to think of a husband. | Indeed, I fear——”’ 

‘Valentine will have no greater pleasure than that of 
fulfilling her grandmamma’s last injunctions. There will 
be no obstacle from that quarter, I assure you.” 

“In that case,” replied Franz, “ as I shall raise none, 
you may make arrangements when you please. J have 
pledged my word, and shall feel pleasure: and happiness 
in adhering to it.”’ 

‘ Then,” said Villefort, ‘ nothing further is required. 
The contract was to haye been signed three days since ; 
we shall find it all ready, and can sign it tosday.”’ 

“ But the mourning ?,”’ said Franz, hesitating. 

* Fear not,” replied, Villefort. .‘‘ No ceremony will be 
neglected in my house. Mademoiselle de Villefort may 
retire during the prescribed three months to her estate 
of Saint-Méran—I say hers, for she inherits it to-day. 
There, after a few days, if you like, the civil marriage shall 
be celebrated without pomp or ceremony, Madame de 
Saint-Méran, wished her daughter should be married 
there. -When that is over, you, sir, can return to Paris, 
while your wife passes the time of her mourning with 
her mother-in-law,” 

“As you please, sir,” said Franz. 

“ Then,” replied M. de Villefort, “‘ have the kindness 
to wait half.an hour. Valentine shall comé: down. into 
the drawing-room, I willisend for M. Deschamps ; we 
will read and sign the contract before we separate, and 
this evening Madame de Villefort shall accompany Valen- 
tine to her estate, where we will rejoin them in a week.” 

‘“ Sir,’? said Franz, ‘‘ I have one request to make.” 

“ What is it ?”’ 

“JT wish Albert de Morcerf' and Raoul de Chateau- 
Renaud to be present at this signature, You know 
they are my witnesses,” 

‘Half an hour will suffice to apprise them.  Will-you 
go for them yourself, or will you send ?” 

“T prefer going, sir,” 
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“ T shall expect ‘you, then, in half an hour, baron; 
and Valentine will be ready.” 
Franz bowed and left the room. Scarcely had the 


door closed when M. de Villefort sent to tell Valentine’ 


to be ready in the drawing-room in half an hour, as he 
expected the notary and M. d’Epinay and his witnesses. 

The news caused a great. sensation throughout the 
house. Madame de Villefort would not believe it, and 
Valentine was thunderstruck. She looked round for 
help, and would have gone down to her granafather’s 
room, but meeting M. de Villefort on the stairs, he took 
her arm and led her into the drawing-room. 

In the anteroom Valentine met Barrois, and looked 
despairingly at the old servant.’ One moment after, 
Madame de Villefort entered the drawing-room with her 
little Edward. It was evident that she had shared the 
grief of the family, for she was pale and looked fatigued. 
She sat down, took Edward on her knees, and from 
time to time pressed, almost convulsively, to her bosom 
this child on whom her affections appeared centred. Two 
carriages were soon heard to enter the courtyard. One 
was the notary’s, the other that of Franz and his friends. 
In a moment the whole party was assembled. Valentine 
was so pale one might trace the blue veins from her 
temples, round her eyes, and down her cheeks. Franz 
was deeply affected. Chateau-Renaud and Albert looked 
at each other with amazement. The ceremony which 
was just concluded had not appeared more sorrowful 
than did that which was commencing. Madame de 
Villefort had placed herself in the shade behind a velvet 
curtain, and as she constantly bent over her child, it 
was difficult to read the expression of her face. M. de 
Villefort was, as usual, unmoved. 

The notary, after having, according to the customary 
method, arranged the papers on the table, taken his 
place in an armchair, and raised his spectacles, turned 
towards Franz. 

‘Are you M. Franz de Quesnel, Baron d’Epinay ?”’ 
asked he, although he knew it perfectly. 
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“Yes, sir,” replied Franz. 

The notary bowed. 

“TI have then to inform you, sir, at the request of 
M. de Villefort, that your projected marriage with Made- 
moiselle de Villefort has changed the feeling of M. Noit- 
tier towards his grandchild, and that he disinherits her 
entirely of the fortune he would have left her. Let me 
hasten to add,” continued he, “that the testator having 
only the right to alienate a part of his fortune, and 
having alienated it all; the will will not bear scrutiny, 
and is declared null and void.’” 

“ Yes,” said Villefort ; ‘“ but I warn M. d’Epinay that 
during my lifetime my father’s will shall never be 
scrutinized, my position forbidding any doubt to be 
entertained.,”’ 

“Sir,” said Franz, “I regret much such a question 
has been raised in the presence of Mademoiselle Valen- 
tine. I have never inquired the amount of her fortune, 
which, however limited it may be, exceeds mine. My 
family has sought consideration in this alliance with 
M. de Villefort ; all I seek is happiness.” 

Valentine imperceptibly thanked him, while two silent 
tears rolled down her cheeks. 

“ Besides, sir,” said Villefort, addressing himself to his 
future son-in-law, ‘‘ excepting the loss of a portion of 
your hopes, this unexpected will need not personally 
wound you. M. Noirtier’s weakness of mind sufficiently 
explains it. It is not because Mademciselle Valentine is 
going to marry you that he is angry, but because she will 
marry. A union with any other would have caused him 
the same sorrow. Old age is selfish, sir, and Mademoiselle 
de Villefort has been a faithful companion to M. Noirtier, 
which she cannot be when Madame la Baronne d’Epinay. 
My father’s melancholy state prevents our speaking to 
him on many subjects, which the weakness of his mind 
would incapacitate him from understanding, and I am 
perfectly convinced that at the present time, although he 
knows his grand-daughter is going to be married, M. Noir- 
tier has even forgotten thename of his intended grandson.” 
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M. de Villefort had scarcely said this when the door 
opened, and Barrois appeared. | 

‘“Gentlemen,” said he, in a tone strangely firm for 
a servant speaking to his masters under such solemn 
circumstances—“ Gentlemen, M. Noirtier de Villefort 
wishes to speak immediately to M. Franz de Quesnel, 
Baron d’Epinay.” He, as well as the notary, that there 
might be no mistake in the person, gave all his titles 
to the bridegroom-elect. 

Villefort started ; Madame de Villefort let her son slip 
from her knees; Valentine rose, pale and dumb as a 
statue; Albert and Chateau-Renaud exchanged a second 
look, more full of amazement than the first; the notary 
looked at Villefort. 

“Tt is impossible,” said the procureur du’ foi“ M. 
d’Epinay cannot leave the drawing-room at present.” 

“Tt is at this moment,” replied Barrois, with the same 
firmness, “ that M: Noirtier, my master, wishes to speak 
on important subjects to M. Franz d’Epinay.” 

‘“Grandpapa Noirtier can spéak now, then,” said Ed- 
ward, with his habitual quickness. However, his remark 
did not make Madame de Villefort even smile, so much 
was every mind engaged, and so solemn was the situation. | 

Astonishment was at its height. » A kind of smile was 
perceptible on Madame de Villefort’s countenance. 
Valentine instinctively raised her eyes, as if to thank 
Heaven. x” D 

“Pray go, Valentine,” said M. de Villefort, ‘‘ and see 
what this new fancy of your grandfather’s is.” 

Valentine rose quickly, and was hastening joyfully 
towards the door, when M. de Villefort altered his in- 
tention. 

“Stop!” said he “Twill go with you.” 

“ Excuse me) sir,” said Franz, ‘‘ since M. Noirtier sent 
for me, I am ready to attend to his wish. Besides, I 
shall be happy to pay my respects to him, not having 
yet had the honour of doing so.” 

“Pray, sir,” said Villefort, with marked uneasiness, 
“do not disturb yourself.” 


b 
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“Porgivé me, sir,” said Franz; in a'resolute tone, “I 
would not lose this opportunity of proving to M. Noirtier 
how wrong it would be of him to encourage feelings of 
dislike to me, which I am determined to conquer, what- 
ever they may be, by my devotedness.” And without 
listening to Villefort he rose, and followed Valentine, 
who was running downstairs with the joy of a ship- 
wrecked mariner who finds a rock to cling to. 
M. de Villefort followed them. Chateau-Renaud and 
Morcerf exchanged a third look of still increasing wonder. 


CHAPTER LXXV. 
| PROCES-VERBAL. 


NOfRTIER was prepared to receive them, dressed in black, 
and installed in his arm-chair. When the three persons 
he expected had entered, he looked at the door, which 
his valet immediately closed. 

‘“ Listen,’ whispered Villefort to Valentine, who could 
not conceal her joy, “if M. Noeirtier wishes to communi- 
cate anything which would delay.your marriage, I forbid 
you to understand him.” 

Valentine’ blushed; but did not’ answer. °Villefort, 
approaching Noirtier,— 

“ Here is M. Franz d’Epinay.” said he. “You re- 
quested to see him. We have all wished for this inter- 
view, and I trust it will convince you how ill-formed 
are your objections to Valentine’s marriage.” 

Noirtier answered only by a look which made: Ville- 
fort’s blood run cold: He motioned to Valentine to 
approach. In a‘moment, thanks to her habit of con- 
versing with her grandfather, she understood hé asked 
for a key. Then his eye was fixed on the drawer of a 
small chest! between the: witidows.. She opened’ the 
drawer and found’a key; and, understanding that was 
what he wanted, again watched his eyes, which turned 
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towards an old secrétaire, long since forgotten, and sup- 
posed to contain none but useless documents. _ 

“Shall I open the secrétaire ?”’? asked Valentine. 

““Ves,”’ said the old man. 

“And the drawers ?”’ 

cniesa.y 

‘“ Those at this side P ” 

ce No.”’ 

“ The middle one ?”’ 

ce Yes.’ 

Valentine opened it and drew out a bundle of papers. 

“Ts that what you wish for ?’’ asked she. 

ALN One 

She took successively all the other papers out till the 
drawer was empty. 

‘But there are no more,”’ said she. 

Noirtier’s eye was fixed on the dictionary. 

“Yes, I understand, grandfather,’ said the young 
girl, 

She pointed to each letter of the alphabet. At the 
letter S the old man stopped her. She opened and 
found the word “secret.” 

“Ah !ois there a secret spring ?”’ said Valentine. 

‘“ Yes,’’ said Noirtier. 

“And who knows it ?”’ 

Noirtier looked at the door where the servant had 


gone out. 
‘* Barrois 2 ’’ said she. 
“e Yes” 
“Shall I call him ?-” 
“ Yes.” 


Valentine went to the door and called Barrois.  Ville- 
fort’s impatience during this scene made the perspira- 
tion roll from his forehead, and Franz was stupefied, 
The old servant came. 

“ Barrois,” said Valentine, ‘‘my grandfather has told 
me to open that drawer in the secrétaire, but there is a 
secret spring init which you know. Will you open it ?” 

Barrois looked at the old man; ‘‘ Obey,” said Noir- 
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tier’s intelligent eye. Barrois touched a spring, the false 
bottom came out, and they saw a bundle of papers tied 
with a black string. 

“Ts that what you wished for ?”’ said Barrois. 

€¢ Wess” 

“ Shall I give these papers to M. de Villefort ?” 

Las No.” 

“To Mademoiselle Valentine ?” 

oe INiOn 

“To M. Franz d’Epinay ?” 

ims Yes.”’ 

Franz, astonished, advanced a step. 

| Loumessir 2 said he, 

i Wee 

Franz took them from Barrois, and, casting his eye 
on the cover, read :— 


“To be given, after my death, to General Durand, who 
shall bequeath the packet to his son, with an injunction 
to preserve it as containing an important document.” 


“Well, sir,” asked Franz, “ what do you wish me to 
do with this paper ? ”’ 

“To preserve it, sealed up as it is, doubtless,” said the 
procureur du roi. 

“No, no,” replied Noirtier eagerly. 

“Do you wish him to read it ?”’ said Valentine. 

“Yes,” replied the old man. 

“You understand, baron, my grandfather wishes you 
to read this paper,” said Valentine. 

‘““Then let us sit down,” said Villefort impatiently, 
“for it will take some time.” 

“Sit down,’’ said the old man. 

Villefort took a chair, but Valentine remained standing 
by her father’s side, and Franz before him, holding the 
mysterious paper in his hand. 

“Read,” said the old man. 

Franz untied it, and in the midst of the most profound 
silence, read :— 
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“ Extract. of the Procés-verbal of a meeting of the: Bona- 
partist Club in. the Rue Saint-Jacques, held February 5th, 
1815.” 


Franz stopped. 

“ February §th, 1819!’ said he. ‘It is. the day my 
father was murdered.” 

Valentine and Villefort. were dumb ;;.the eye of the 
old man alone seemed to say clearly, ‘‘ Go on.” 

“ But it was on leaving this club,”’;said he, “‘ my father 
disappeared.” 

Noirtier’s eye continued to say, “ Read.” 

He resumed :— i 


“The undersigned Louis Jacques Beaurepaire, heu- 

tenant-colonel of artillery, Etienne Duchampy,. general 
of brigade, and Claude Lecharpal, keeper of woods and 
forests, 
«  Deelare that, on the 4th of February, a letter arrived 
from the Isle of Elba, recommending to the kindness and’ 
the confidence of the Bonapartist Club General Flavien 
de Quesnel, who, having served the emperor from)1804 
to 1814, was supposed to be devoted to the interests of the 
Napoleon dynasty, notwithstanding the fitle of baron, | 
which Louis XVIII. had just granted to him with his 
estate of Epinay. 

“A note was, in consequence; addressed. to General 
de Quesnel, begging him te be, present.at the meeting 
next day, the 5th. The note indicated neither, the street 
nor the number of the, house where the meeting was to) 
be held, It bore no signature, but it announced to the: 
general that some one would call QE him if he would. 
be ready at nine o’clock, 

‘The meetings were always held from that time till, 
midnight. 

“At nine o'clock the president of the ‘ike presented | 
himself; the general was, ready, , The president. in-| 
formed him, one of the conditions of his introduction | 
was that he should be eternally ignorant ofthe place of 
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meeting,.and that he would: allow: his eyes to be. ban- 
daged, swearing that he would not endeavour to take 
off the bandage. 

‘The General de Quesnel accepted the condition, and 
promised, on his honour, not ito seek to discover. the 
road they took. The general’s carriage was ready, but 
the president told him: it was impossible he could use 
it, for it was useless to blindfold the master if the coach- 
man knew through what streets he went. 

“ “What must, then, be done ?’ asked the géneral. 

“““T have my carriage here,” said the president. 

“ “Have you, then, so much confidence in your servant 
that you can entrust him with a secret you will not allow 
me to know ?’ 

“Our coachman is a member of the club,’ said the 
president. ‘ We shall be driven by a state-councillor.’ 

“““Then we run another risk,’ said the general, laugh- 
ing, ‘ that of being upset.’ 

‘We insert this joke to prove that the general was 
not in the least: compelled to attend this meeting, but 
that he came willingly. 

““ When they were seated in the carriage, the president 
reminded the general of his promise to allow his eyes 
to be bandaged, to which he made no opposition. On 
the road the president thought he saw the general make 
an attempt to remove the handkerchief, and reminded 
him of his oath. 

‘“* True,’ said the general. 

‘The carriage stopped at a passage leading to the 
Rue Saint-Jacques. The general alighted, leaning on 
the arm of the president, of whose dignity he was not 
aware, considering him simply as a member of the club. 
They crossed the passage, mounted to the first story, 
and entered the meeting-room. 

‘“The deliberations had already commenced. The 
members, apprised of the sort of presentation which was 
to be made that evening, were all in attendance. When 
in the middle of the room the general was invited to 
remoye his bandage. He did so immediately, and was 
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surprised to see so many well-known faces in a society 
of whose existence he had till then been ignorant. They 
questioned him as to his sentiments, but he contented 
himself with answering that the letters from the Isle of 
Elba ought to have informed them Zi 


Franz interrupted himself by saying,— 

“My father was a royalist ; they need not have asked 
his sentiments, which were well known.” 

“And hence,’’ said Villefort, ‘‘ arose my affection for 
your father, my dear M. Franz. A similarity of opinion 
soon binds.” 

“ Read,” again said the old man. 

Franz continued :— 


“The president then sought to make him speak more 
explicitly ; but M. de Quesnel replied that he wished 
first to know what they wanted with him. 

“He was then informed of the contents of a letter 
from the Isle of Elba, in which he was recommended to 
the club as a man who would be likely to advance the 
interests of their party. 

“One paragraph alluded to the return of Bonaparte, 
and promised another letter and further details on the 
arrival of the Pharaon, belonging to the shipowner 
Morrel of Marseilles, whose captain was entirely de- 
voted to the emperor. 

“During all this time the general, on whom they 
thought to have relied as on a brother, manifested evi- 
dently signs of discontent and repugnance. 

“When the reading was finished, he remained silent, 
with knit brow. 

““ Well, asked the president, ‘what do you say to 
this letter, general ?’ 

““T say that it is too soon after declaring myself 
for Louis XVIII. to break my vow in behalf of the 
ex-emperor.’ 

“ This answer was too clear to be mistaken as to his 

entiments, 
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‘General,’ said the president, ‘we acknowledge no 
King Louis XVIII. or an ex-emperor, but his majesty 
the emperor and king, driven from France, which is his 
kingdom, by violence and treason.’ 

“ “Excuse me, gentlemen,’ said the general, ‘ you may 
not acknowledge Louis XVIII., but Ido, as he has made 
me a baron and a field-marshal, and I shall never forget 
that for these two titles 1 am indebted to his happy re- 
turn to France.’ 

“ Sir,’ said the president, rising with gravity, “be 
careful what you say. Your words clearly show us that 
they are deceived ‘concerning you in the Isle of Elba, 
and have deceived us! The communication has been 
made to you in consequence of the confidence placed in 
you, and which does you ‘honour: Now we discover our 
error; a title and promotion attach you to the govern- 
ment we wish to overturn. We will not constrain you 
to help us; we enrol no one against his conscience, but 
we will compel you to act generously, even if you are 
not disposed to do se.’ 

“ “You would call acting generously, knowing your 
conspiracy and not informing against you; ‘that is 
what I should call becoming your accomplice. You see 
I am more candid than you.’ ”’ 


“Ah, my father!” said Franz, interrupting himself, 
‘“T understand now why they murdered him.” 

Valentine could not help casting one glance towards 
the young man, whose filial enthusiasm it was delightful 
to behold. Villefort walked to and fro behind them. 
Noirtier watched the expression of each one, and _pre- 
served his dignified and commanding attitude. Franz 
returned to the manuscript, and continued :— 


‘“« Sir,’ said the president, “ you have been invited to 
join this assembly—you were not forced here; it was 
proposed to you to come blindfolded — you accepted. 
When you complied with this twofold request you well 
knew we did not wish to secure the throne of Louis 
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XVIIL., or we should not take so much care to avoid 
the vigilance of the police, , It would be conceding too 
much to allow you to put on a mask to aid you in the 
discovery of our secret, and then to remove it that you 
may ruin those who have confided in you, No, no; you 
must first say if you declare yourself for the king of a 
day who now reigns, or for his majesty the emperor,’ 

““*T am a royalist,’ replied the; general. ; ‘1, have 
taken the oath of allegiance to Louis XVIIL, and, I 
will adhere to it !’ 

“These words were, followed by a general murmur ; 
and it was evident several of the members were. dis- 
cussing the propriety of making the general repent, of 
his rashness. 

‘The president again rose, and having imposed silence, 
said,+= ( 

‘‘ “Sir, you are too serious and too sensible a man 
not to understand the consequences, of our present 
situation, and your candour has already dictated to 
us the conditions which remain for us to offer you,’ 

“The general, putting his hand on his sword, ex- 
claimed,— 

“Tf you talk of honour, do not begin by disavowing 
its laws ; and impose nothing by violence.’ 

““ And you, sir,’ continued the president, with a 
calmness still more terrible than the general’s anger, 
‘do not touch your sword, I advise you.’ 

‘The general, looked, around him. with. slight. un- 
easiness; however, he did not yield, but recalling all 
his strength,— 

“ “J will not swear,’ said he. 

“Then you must die,’ replied the president calmly. 

“M. d’Epinay beeame, very pale, He looked round 
him a second time; several members of the club were 
whispering and getting their arms from under their 
cloaks. 

General,’ said the president, ‘do not alarm your- 
self; you are among men of honour, who will use every 
means to convince you before resorting to the last ex- 
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tremity ; ; but as you have said, you are amongst con- 
spirators, you are in possession of our secret, and you 
must restore it to us.’ 

“A significant silence followed these words, and as 
the general did not reply,— 

‘““* Close the doors, said the president to the door- 
keepers. 

“The same deadly silence succeeded these words. 
Then the general advanced, and making a violent effort 
to control his feelings, — 

““T have a son,’ said he, ‘and i ought to think of 
him, finding myself among assassins.’ 

““* General,’ said the chief of the asaoinBlgalss one man 
may insult fifty —it is the privilege of weakness. But 
he does wrong to use his privilege. Follow my advice, 
swear, and do not insult.’ 

“The general, again daunted by the superiority of 
the chief, hesitated a moment; then advancing to the 
president’s desk,— 

“ “What is the form ?’ said he. 

“ “Tt is this :—“ I swear by my honour not to reveal 
to any one what I have seen and heard on the 5th of 
February, 1815, between nine and ten o’clock in the 
evening; and I plead guilty of death should I ever 
violate this oath.”’’ 

“The general appeared to be affected by a nervous 
shudder, which prevented his answering for some mo- 
ments, then, overcoming his manifest repugnance, he 
pronounced the required oath, but in so low a tone as 
to be scarcely audible to the majority of the members, 
who insisted on his repeating it clearly and distinctly, 
which he did. 

“* Now am I at liberty to retire ?’ said the general. 

“The president rose, appointed three members to 
accompany him, and got into the carriage with the 
general, after bandaging his eyes. 

“One of those three members was the coachman who 
had driven them there. The other members. silently 
dispersed. 
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‘““« Where do you wish to be taken ?’ asked tne presi- 
dent. 

““« Anywhere out of your presence,’ replied M. d’Epinay. 

‘“«« Beware, sir,’ replied the president; “you are no 
longer in the assembly, and have only to do with in- 
dividuals ; do not insult them, unless you wish to be 
held responsible.’ 

‘“ But instead of listening, M. d’Epinay went on,— 

“<< You are still as brave in your carriage as in your 
assembly, because you are still four against one.’ 

“The president stopped the coach. 

“ They were at that part of the Quai des Ormes where 
the steps lead down to the river. 

“Why do you stop here ?’ asked D’Epinay. 

“© Because, sit,’ said the president, ‘“ you: have in- 
sulted a man, and that man will ‘not go one step farther 
without demanding honourable reparation.’ 

“““ Another method of assassination?’ said the gen- 
eral, shrugging his shoulders. 

“ “Make no noise, sir, unless you wish me to consider 
you as one of those men whom you designated just now 
as cowards, who take their weakness for a shield. You 
are alone; one: alone shall answer you. You have a 
sword by your side; Ihave one in my cane. You have 
no witness; one of these gentlemen will serve you. 
Now, if you please, remove your bandage.’ 

“ The general tore the handkerchief from his eyes. 

ng At last,’ said he, ‘I shall know with whom I have 
to do,’ 

“ They opened the door ; the four men alighted.”’ 


Franz again interrupted himself, and wiped the cold 
drops from his brow. | There was something awful in 
hearing the son, trembling and pale, read, aloud these 
details of his. father’s death, which had hitherto, re- 
mained unknown. 

Valentine clasped her hands as if in prayer. Noirtier 
looked at Villefort with an almost sublime expression of 
contempt and pride. 
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“Tt was, as we said, the 5th of February. For three 
days there had been five or six degrees of frost; the 
steps were covered with ice. The general was stout and 
tall, the president offered him the side of the railing to 
assist him in getting down. The two witnesses followed. 

“Tt was a dark night. The ground from the steps to 
the river was covered with snow and hoartfrost, the water 
of the river looked black and deep. One of the seconds 
went for a lantern in a coal barge near, and by its light 
they examined the arms. 

“ The president’s sword, which was simply, as he had 
said, one: he carried in his cane, was five inches shorter 
than the general’s, and had no guard. The general 
proposed to cast lots for: the swords, but the president 
said it was he who had given the provocation, and when 
he had given it he had supposed each would use his own 
arms. The witnesses endeavoured to insist, but the 
president bade them be silent. 

“The lantern was placed on: the ground, the two 
adversaries’ arranged themselves, and the duel com- 
menced. 

“The light made the two swords appear like flashes of 
lightning ; as for the men, they were scarcely perceptible, 
the darkness was so great. 

‘““M. le Général d’Epinay passed for one of the best 
swordsmen in the army, but he was pressed so closely 
in the onset that he missed his aim and fell. The wit- 
nesses thought’ he was dead, but his adversary, who 
knew he had not struck him, offered him: the assistance 
of his hand to rise. The circumstance irritated instead 
of calming the general, and he rushed on his adversary. 
But his opponent did not miss one strike. Receiving 
him on ‘his sword, three: times the general drew bacix, 
and finding himself foiled, returned to the charge. At 
the third he fell again. They thought he slipped as at 
first, and the witnesses, seeing he did not move, ap- 
proached and endeavoured to raise him, but the one 
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who passed his arm round the body found it was. moist- 
ened with blood. The general, who had almost fainted, 
revived, 

“« Ah’ said he, ‘they have sent:isome fencing-master 
to fight with me.’ 

“The president, without answering, approached the 
witness who held the lantern, and raising his sleeve 
showed him two wounds he had received in his arm ; 
then opening his coat, and unbuttoning his waistcoat, 
displayed his side, pierced with a third wound. Still he 
had not even uttered a sigh. 

“The Général d’Epinay died five minutes after.” 


Franz read these last words in a voice so choked that 
they were hardly audible, and then stopped, passing his 
hand over his eyes as if to dispel a cloud. But, after a 
moment’s silence, he continued :— 


“The president went up the steps, after pushing his 
sword into his cane ; a track of blood on the snow marked 
his course. He had scarcely arrived at the top when he 
heard a heavy splash in the water—it was the general’s | 
body, which the witnesses had just thrown into the 
river after ascertaining he was dead. The general fell, 
then, in a loyal duel, and not in ambush, as it might 
have been reported. 

“In proof of this we have signed this paper to estab- 
lish the truth of the facts, lest the moment should arrive 
when either of the actors in this terrible scene should be 
accused of premeditated murder or of infringement of 
the laws of honour. 

“ Signed, BEAUREPAIRE, DUCHAMPY, and LECHARPAL,”’ 


When Franz had finished reading this account, so 
dreadful for a son; when Valentine, pale with emotion, 
had wiped away a tear; when Villefort, trembling and 
crouched in a corner, had endeavoured to lessen the storm 
by supplicating glances at the implacable old man,— 

“Sir,” said D’Epinay to Noirtier, ‘since you are well 
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acquainted with all these details, which are attested by 
honourable signatures; since you appear to take some 
interest in me, although you have only manifested it 
hitherto by causing me sorrow, refuse me not one final 
satisfaction—tell me the name of the president of the 
club, that I may at least know who killed my father.” 

Villefort mechanically felt for the handle of the door; 
Valentine, who understood sooner than any one her 
grandfather's answer, and who had often seen two scars 
upon his right arm, drew back a few steps. 

“Mademoiselle,” said Franz, turning towards Val- 
entine, “unite your efforts with mine to find out the 
name of the man who made me an orphan at two years 
of age.” 

Valentine remained dumb and motionless. 

“ Hold, sir!’’ said Villefort, ““do not prolong this 
dreadful scene. The names have been purposely con- 
cealed. My father himself does not’ know who this 
president was, and if he knows, he cannot tell you— 
proper names are not in the dictionary.” 

“Oh, misery!” cried Franz. “The only hope which 
sustained me, and enabled me to read to the end, was 
that of knowing, at least, the name of him who killed 
my father! Sir—sir!” cried he, turning to Noirtier, 
‘do what you can ; make me tinderstand in some way !” 

“Yes,” replied Noirtier. 

“Oh, mademoiselle—mademoiselle!”’ cried Franz, 
“your grandfather says he can indicate the person. 
Help me—lend me your assistance !”’ 

Noirtier looked at the dictionary. Franz took it, 
with a nervous trembling, and repeated the letters of 
the alphabet successively, until he came to M. 

At that letter the old man signified “ Yes.” 

““M ?” repeated Franz. 

The young man’s finger glided over the words, but 
at each one Noirtier answered by a negative sign. 

Valentine hid her head between her hands. 

At length Franz arrived at the word MYSELF. 


“ee Yes ! ”? 
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“You!” .cried. Franz, whose ‘hair steod,.on,end; 

“you, M. Noirtier !—you killed my father ?”’ 

“ Yes,’ replied Noirtier,, fixing a majestic look, on 
the young man.; « 

Franz fell. powerless.on a chair. | Villefort opened the 
door and escaped, for the idea had entered his mind to 
stifle the little remaining life in the old man’s heart. 


CHAPTER LXXVI. 
PROGRESS OF M. CAVALCANTI THE YOUNGER. 


MEANWHILE M. Cavalcanti the elder had returned to his 
service, not in the army of his majesty the Emperor of 
Austria, but at the gaming-table of the baths of Lucca, 
of which he was one of the most assiduous courtiers. 

He had spent every farthing that had been allowed for 
his journey as.a reward.for the majestic and solemn 
manner in which he had; maintained his assumed ,char- 
acter of father. M,. Andrea,at his departure inherited all 
the papers, which proved. that he had indeed the honour 
of being the son of the Marquis Bartolomeo and) the 
Marchioness Oliva Corsinari. 

He was now fairly launched in that. Parisian society 
which gives such ready access to, foreigners, and treats 
them; not as what they really are, but.as what they wish 
to be considered. 

Besides, what is required of a young man in Paris ? 
To speak.its language tolerably, to make a good appear- 
ance, to be a good gamester, and to pay in cash.. They 
are certainly less, particular with a foreigner than with a 
Frenchman. 

Andrea had, then, in a fortnight attained, a very fair 
position.. He was entitled M, le Comte; he was said to 
possess 50,000 livres per annum; and ‘his father’s im- 
mense riches, buried in the quarries of Sarayezza, were 
a constant theme. 

“A learned man, before whom the last circumstance was 
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mentioned asa fact, declared he had seen the quarries in 
question, which gave great weight to assertions hitherto 
somewhat doubtful, but which now assumed the garb of 
reality: 

Such was the state of society in Paris at the period 
we bring before our readers, when Monte-Cristo went 
one evening to pay M. Danglars a visit. M. Danglars 
was out, but the count was asked to go and see the 
baroness, and heaccepted the invitation. 

It was’ never without a nervous shudder since’ the 
dinner at Auteuil, and the events which followed it, that 
Madame Danglars heard Monte-Cristo’s name announced. 
If he did not come, the painful sensation became more 
intense; if, on the contrary, he appeared, his noble 
countenance, his briliant eyes, his amiability, his: polite 
attention even towards Madame Danglars, soon dispelled 
every impression of fear. It appeared impossible to the 
baroness that a man of such delightfully pleasing manners 
should entertain evil designs against her; besides, the 
most corrupt minds only suspect’ evil’ when it would 
answer some interested end—useless injury is repug- 
nant to every mind. 

When Monte-Cristo entered the boudoir, to which we 
have already once imtroduced our readers, and where 
the baroness was examining some drawings, which her 
daughter passed to her after having looked at them with 
M. Cavalcanti, his presence soon produced its usual 
effect ; and it was with smiles that. the baroness received 
the’ count, although she had been a little disconcerted 
at the announcement of his name. 

The latter embraced the whole scene ‘at a glance. 

The baroness was partially reclining on a causeuse, 
Bugénie' sat near her, and Cavalcanti was standing. 
Cavalcanti, dressed in black, like one of Goethe’s heroes, 
with japanned shoes‘ and open white’ silk stockings, 
passed a white and tolerably nice-looking hand through 
his light hair, in the midst of which sparkled'a diamond, 
which, in spite of Monte-Cristo’s advice, the vain young 
man had been unable to'resist putting on his little finger. 
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This movement was accompanied by killing glances at 
Mademoiselle Danglars, and sighs addressed to the 
same party. 

Mademoiselle Danglars was still the same—cold, 
beautiful, and satirical. Not one of these glances, nor 
one sigh, was lost on her; they might have been said to 
fall on the shield of Minerva, which some philosophers 
assert protected sometimes the breast of Sappho. 

Eugénie bowed coldly to the count, and availed her- 
self of the first moment when the conversation became 
earnest to, escape to her study, whence very soon two 
cheerful and noisy voices being heard, in connection with 
some notes of the piano, assured Monte-Cristo that 
Mademoiselle Danglars preferred to his society and to 
that of M. Cavalcanti the company of Mademoiselle 
Louise d’ Armilly; her singing governess. 

It was then, especially while conversing with Madame 
Danglars, and apparently absorbed by the charm of the 
conversation, the count remarked M.. Cavalcanti’s 
solicitude, his manner of listening to the music at the 
door he dared not pass, and of manifesting his admira- 
tion. 

The banker soon returned, His first look was cer- | 
tainly directed towards Monte-Cristo, but the second was 
for Andrea. As for his wife, he bowed to her, as some 
husbands do to their wives, but which bachelors will 
never comprehend, until a very extensive code is pub- 
lished on conjugal life. 

“ Have not the ladies invited you to join them at the 
piano ?” said Danglars to Andrea. 

“Alas! no, sir,’? replied Andrea, with a sigh, still 
more remarkable than the former ones. 

Danglars immediately advanced towards the door and 
opened it. 

The two young ladies were seen seated on the same 
chair at the piano,’ accompanying themselves, each 
with one hand, a fancy to which they had accustomed 
themselves, and performed admirably. Mademoiselle 
d’Armilly, whom they then perceived through the open 
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doorway, formed with Eugénie one of those living 
pictures of which the Germans are so fond. , She was 
somewhat beautiful, “and exquisitely genteel; a little 
fairy-like figure, with Jarge curls) falling on her neck, 
which was rather too long; as Perugino sometimes makes 
those of his virgins, and her eyes dull from fatigue. She 
was said to have a weak chest, and like Antonia of the 
“Violon de Crémone,” she would die one day ‘while 
singing. 

Monte-Cristo cast one rapid and curious glance round 
this sanctum. It was the first time he had ever seen 
Mademoiselle d’Armilly, of whom he had heard much. 

“Well,” said the banker to his daughter, “‘ are: we, 
then, all to be: excluded ? ”’ 

He then led the» young man: into the study, and, 
either by chance or manceuvre, the door was partially 
closed after Andrea, so that from the place where they 
sat neither the count nor the baroness could see any- 
thing; but as the banker had accompanied Andrea, 
Madame Danglars appeared to take no notice of it. 

The count soon heard Andrea’s voice singing a Corsi- 
can song, accompanied by the piano. While the count 
smiled at hearing this song, which made him lose sight 
of Andrea in the recollection: of Benedetto, Madame 
Danglars was boasting to Monte-Cristo of her husband’s 
strength of mind, who that very morning had lost three 
or four hundred thousand francs by a failure at Milan. 

The praise was well deserved, for had not the count 
heard it from the baroness, or by one of those means 
by which he knew everything, the baron’s countenance 
would not have led him'to suspect it. 

“Hem!” thought Monte-Cristo, “he begins to con- 
ceal his losses; a month since he boasted of them.” 
Then, aloud,— 

“Oh, madame, M. Danglars is so skilful, he will soon 
regain at the Bourse what he loses elsewhere.” 

“T see you are maintaining an erroneous idea, as well 
as many more,” said Madame Danglars. 

“What is it ?’’ said Monte-Cristo. 
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“That M. Danglars gambles, whereas he never plays.” 

“ Truly, madame; I recollect M. Debray told me 
a propos, what ts become of hiny? I have seen nothing 
of him the last three or four days.” 

“Nor I,’ satd Madame Danglars:; “but you began a 
sentence, sir, and did: not finitsh.’” 

“Which ?:” 

“ M. Debray had told you- 

“ Truly, he told me it was you who sacrificed: to the 
demon of the card-table.’’ 

“ Twas once very fond ofit, but I do not play now. 

“Then you are wtong, madame: Fortune is preca- 
rious, and if I wete a woman, and fate had made me a 
banker’s wife, whatever might be my confidence in my 
husband’s good fortune, stilk m speculation, you know, 
there is great risk. Well, I would secure for myself a 
fortune independent of him, even # I acquired it by 
placing my mterest in hands unknown to: him.” 

Madame Danglars blushed, im spite of all her efforts. 

“Stay,” said Monte-Cristo, as though he had not 
obsetved her confusion, “I have heard of a lucky hit 
that wasi made yesterday on the Neapolitan bonds.” 

“T have none, nor have I ever possessed any. But | 
really we have talked long enough of money, count; we 
are like two stockbrokers: Have you heard how fate is 
persecuting the poor Villeforts ?”’ 

“What has happened 2?’ said: the count; apparently 
ignorant of all. 

‘You know the: Marquis de:Saimt-Méram died a few 
days after he had set: out on his journey to Paris, and 
the marchioness a féw'days after her artival ? ” 

“ Yes,” said Monte-Cristo, ‘I have heard that; but, 
as'Claudius said to Hamlet, ‘It isa law of nature. ‘Their 
fathers died before them, and they mourned their loss ; 
they will die before their children, who will, im their turn, 
grieve for them.’)”’ 

‘ But that is not all.” 

“ Not all ?” 

“No; they were going to marry their daughtet.—” 


” 
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“To M, Franz d’Epinay. Js it broken off 2.” 

ff Yesterday morning, it appears, Franz declined the 
honour.” 

if carts And is the reason known ?” 

O py} 

“ How extraordinary! And how does M. de Villefort 
bear it 2” 

“ As usua]—like a philosopher.” 

Danglars returned at this moment alone, 

“Well,” said the countess, ‘do you leave M. Cayal- 
canti with your'daughter? ” 

“And Mademoiselle d’Armilly,” said the banker ; 
“do you consider her ne one 2” 

Then, turning to Monte-Cristo, he said, ‘‘ Prince 
Cavalcanti is a charming young)man, is he not? But 
is he really a prince ?” 

“JT will not answer for it,’ said Monte-Cristo. ‘ His 
father was introduced to me as a marquis, so he ought 
to: be a count; but I do not think he has much claim 
to that title.” 

“Why?” said the banker, |)“ If he is a prince, he 
is wrong not to maintain his rank. Ii do not like any 
one to deny his origin.’ 

“Oh, you are a pure democrat,’ said Monte-Cristo, 
smiling, 

“ But do you see to what you.are exposing yourself : Pie 
said the baroness; “If, perchance, M, de Morcerf came, 
he would find M, Cavalcanti in that room, where he, the 
betrothed of Eugénie, has never been admitted.” 

“You may well say, perchance,” replied the banker ; 
“for he icomes| so seldom, it would seem only chance 
that brings him.”’ 

‘But should he come, and find that young man with 
your daughter, he might be displeased,” 

‘He! you are mistaken, M. Albert would not do 
us the honour to be jealous; he does not like Eugénie 
sufficiently. Besides, I care not for his displeasure.” 

‘Still, situated asswe are———” 

“Yes, do you know how we are situated 2, At this 
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mother’s ball he danced> once with Eugénie, and M. 
Cavalcanti three times, and he took no notice of it.” 

The valet announced M. le Vicomte Albert de Morcerf. 

The countess rose hastily, and was! going into the 
study, when Danglars stopped her. 

Stay b? saidvhe. 

She looked at him in amazement. 

Monte-Cristo appeared to’ be unconscious’ of» what 
passed. Albert entered, looking very handsome, and 
in high spirits. He bowed politely to the countess, 
familiarly to Danglars, and affectionately to Monte- 
Cristo. Then turning to the countess, — 

“May I ask how Mademoiselle Danglars i is?” said he. 

“She is quite well,” replied Danglars helena th ‘She 
is at the piano with M. Cavalcanti.” 

Albert preserved his calm and indifferent manner ; he 
might feel perhaps annoyed,. but he knew Monte- Cristo’s 
eye was on him. 

‘“M. Cavalcanti has a fine tenor voice,’ said he, ‘‘ and 
Mademoiselle Eugénie a splendid soprano ; and then she 
plays on the piano like Thalberg. The concert must be 
a delightful one.” 

“They suit each other remarkably well,” said Dan- 
glars. 

Albert appeared not to notice this remark, which was, 
however, so rude that Madame Danglars blushed. 

“T, too,” said the young man, “am a musician—at 
least, my masters used to tell me so; but it is strange 
that my voice never would suit any other, and a soprano 
less than any.” 

Danglars smiled, and seemed to say, It is of no con- 
sequence. Then hoping, doubtless to effect his pur- 
pose, he said,— 

“The prince and my daughter were» universally 


admired yesterday. You were not of the party, M. de 


Morcertf ?”’ 
“What prince ?””’ asked Albert. 
“ Prince Cavalcanti,” said Danglars, who persisted in 
giving the young man that title. 
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“Pardon me,’ said ‘Albert;"‘* I was not aware he was 
a prince. “And Prince: Cavalcantissang with Mademoi- 
selle Eugénie yesterday ? “It must have been charming 
indeed. I 'regret: not having heard. them. But I was 
unable to accept your invitation, having prdmiséd to 
accompany my mother to a’ German: concert given by 
the Countess of Chateau-Renaud.” 

This was followed by rather an awkward silence. 

‘May’ I also be allowed,” ‘said Morcerf, ‘‘ to pay my 
respects to Mademoiselle Danglars ? ” 

“ Wait a moment,’’ said the banker, stopping the young 


man. ‘Do you hear that delightful:cavatina ? Ta, ta, 
ta, ti, ta, ti, ta; it is charming. Let them finish—— 
One moment. Bravo! bravi!> brava!’ ©The banker 


was enthusiastic in his applause. 

“Indeed,” said Albert, “it is exquisite. It is im- 
possible to understand the music of his country better 
than Prince Cavalcanti does. You ‘said prince, did you 
not ?-. But he’ can easily sbecome..one, if he is not 
already; it is no uncommon thing in Italy. But to 
return to the charming musicians ; you should give us a 
treat, Danglars, without telling them there is a stranger. 
Ask them to sing one more song; it is so delightful to 
hear music in the distance, when the musicians are 
unrestrained by observation.” 

Danglars was quite annoyed by the young man’s in- 
difference. 

He took Monte-Cristo aside. 

‘What do you think of our lover ?” said he. 

‘He appears cool! But, then, your word is given.” 

‘Yes, doubtless, I have promised to give my daughter 
to a man who loves her, but not to one who does not. 
Even if Albert had Cavalcanti’s fortune, he is so proud 
I would not care to see him marry her.” 

“Oh,” said Monte-Cristo; ‘my fondness may blind 
me} but, I assure you, I’ consider Morcerf far preferable, 
and his father’s position is good.”’ 

“Hem !”’ said Danglars. 

“Why do you doubt ?.” 
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“The past—that obsctrity on the past.” 

‘But that does not affect. the son. A. month since 
you thought well of him; and I know nothing of young 
Cavalcanti, although you met him ‘at my house.”’ 

“ But bdo.” 

‘“Have you: made inquiry >” 

“Yes; and I know him to be rich.” 

‘““ What do you suppose him worth ?”’ 

“ Bifty thousand per annum; and he is’ well edu- 
cated.” ; 

“Herb !”’ said Montte-Cristo, im his turn. 

“He is a musician.” 

“So are all Itahans.” 

‘Come, count, you do not do that young man justice.” 

“Well, I acknowledge it annoys me, knowing your 
connection with the Morcerf family, te see him throw 
himself in the way.’’) i 3 

Danglars burst out langhing. 

“What a Puritan you are!” said he; ‘that hap- 
peus every day.” 

‘But you cannot ;break it off thus. The. Morcerfs 
are depending on this union.” 

“WIndedd!? 

“ Posttively.”’ 

“Then let them explaim themselves. You should 
give the father a hint—yow who are so intimate with 
the family.” 

“TI? Where the devil did you find out that?” 

“At their) ball; it was) apparent, enough.’ Why, 
did not the countess, the proud Mercédés, the disdainful 
Catalan, who will scarcely open her lips to her. oldest 
acquaintances, take your arm, lead you into the garden, 
into the private walks, and remain there for half an 
hour ? But will you undertake to speak to the father ?” 

“ Willingly, if you wish it.’ | 

“But let it be done explicitly and positively. If he 
demands my daughter, let him fix the day, declare his 
conditions; in short, let us either understand each 
other, or quarrel. You understand—no more delay.” 
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“ Yes, sir; I will give my attention to ‘the!subject.” 

“I do not say I expect him with pleasure, but I do 
expect him; A banker must, you know, be a slave to his 
promise.” 

And Danglars sighed, as M. Cavalcanti had done half 
an hour before. 

“ Bravo?’ cried Morcerf,-as the scene closed. 

Danglars began {to Jook jsuspiciously at Moncerf, when 
some one came and whispered a few words to him. 

“I shall soon, return,’’ isaid the banker ¢e Monte- 
Cristo; “‘ wait for me. I shall, perhaps, ‘have some- 
thing to say to you.” 4 

The baroness took advantage of her husband’s absence 
to push open the door of her daughter’s study, and 
M. Andrea, who was sitting before the piano with Made- 
moiselle Engénie, started up like a spring. 

Albert bowed to Mademoiselle Danglars with a smile, 
who, not appearing in the least disturbed, returned his 
bow with her usual coolness. 

Cavalcanti was evidently embarrassed) He bowed to 
Morcerf, who sephed with the most ampertinent look 
possible. 

Then Albert launched) outian praise of Mademoiselle 
Danglars’s. voice, -and on (his megret, after what he had 
just heard, that he had ‘been! anable to ibe present the 
previous evening. 

Cavalcanti being left alone, turned to'Monte-Cristo. 

“Come,” said Madame Danglars, ‘leave music -and 
compliments, and let us go;and itake:tea,”’ 

“Come, Louisa,’ ‘said Mademoiselle Danglars to her 
friend. 

They jpassed into the mext idrawing-room, where tea 
was prepared. Just as they were beginning, i the 
English fashion, to leave the spoon im ‘their cups, the 
door again opened, and Danglars entered, visibly .agit 
tated. Monte-Cristo observed .it particularly, and, by 
a look, asked,.the banker for an;explanation. 

‘“T have just received my ;courien from ‘Greece,’ 
Danglars. 


» 


said 
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“Ah! ah!” said the count, “that was the reason 
of your running away from us.” 
oe Yes +) ‘ 


“How is King Otho >?” asked Albert, in the most 
sprightly tone. 

Danglars cast another suspicious look towards him 
without answering, and Monte-Cristo turned away to 
conceal the expression of pity which passed over his 
features, but which was gone in a moment. 

‘“We shall go together, shall we not?” said Albert 
to the count. 

“Tf you like,” replied the latter. 

Albert could not understand the banker’s look, and 
turning to Monte-Cristo, who understood it perfectly,— 
‘“Did you see,” said he, “‘ how he looked at me ? ” 

“Yes,” said the count; ‘but did you think there 
was anything particular in his look ?”’ 

“Indeed I did. And what does he mean by his news 
fronm'Greece 2” 

“ How can I tell you ?” 

“Because I imagine you have correspondents in that 
country.” 

Monte-Cristo smiled significantly. | 
“Stop,” said Albert, “here he comes. I shall compli- 
ment Mademoiselle Danglars on her cameo, while the 

father talks to you.” 

“Tf you compliment her at all, let it be on her voice, 
at least,’ said Monte-Cristo. 

“No; every one would do that.” 

“My dear viscount, you are dreadfully impertinent.” 

Albert advanced towards Eugénie, smiling. 

Meanwhile Danglars, stooping to Monte-Cristo’s ear, 


) 


“Your advice was excellent,” said he. “There is a 
whole history connected with the names Fernand and 
Janina.” 


‘Indeed !’’ said Monte-Cristo. 

“Yes, I will tell you all) But take away the young 
man; I cannot endure his presence.” 

“He is going withme. Shall I send the father to you ?” 
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“Immediately.” 

PA a alley 

The count made a sign ‘to Albert; they bowed to the 
ladies and took their leave, Albert perfectly indifferent 
to Mademoiselle Danglars’s contempt, Monte-Cristo reit- 
erating his advice to Madame Danglars on the prudence a 
banker’s wife should exercise in providing for the future. 

M. Cavalcanti remained master of the field. 


CHAPTER LXXVIL 
HAYDEE. 


SCARCELY had the count’s horses cleared ‘the angle of 
the boulevard than Albert, turning towards the count, 
burst into a loud fit of laughter--much !too loud; in fact, - 
not to give the idea of its being rather forcéd' and un- 
natural. ily . 

“Well,” said he, ‘I will ask you the:same question 
which Charles IX. iput:tooCatherine de’ Medicis after the 
massacre of Saint-Bartholomew: “How have. l played 
my little part ‘Pf: 1895 gilsiezion 1s us 

“To what do you allude ?” asked. Monte+Cristo. 

“To the installation of my rival at‘ M.Danglars’s !”’ 

“What rival ? ” 

“Ma foi ¢ what rival >’ Why, your protégé, M. Andrea 
Cavalcanti !c} fiso10 lM 

“ Ah! no jokings: viscount, if yous please.i i Iodo not 
patronize M. Andrea—at least, not as concerns’ M: Dan- 

lars.” 

ra And you would ‘be to blame 'for not iassisting) him, 
if the young man really needed your help in that quarter ; 


but, happily for me, he can dispense with it.” 
What! do you think he is paying his addresses ? ” 
‘“Toam certain Of it) His languishing looks and modu- 
lated tones when addressing Mademoiselle Danglars fully 
‘proclaim his intentions. ‘He aspires to the hand of the 
proud Eugénie.”’ i i {7 
I, 8 
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‘What does that signify so long as they favour your 
suit ?” 

“ But it is not the case, my dear count. On the con- 
trary, Iam repulsed on all sides.” 

‘What!’ 

‘It isso, indeed... Mademoiselle Eugénie scatcely an- 
swers me, and: Mademoiselle d’Armilly, her confidante, 
does not speak to me at all.” 

tf But the father has the greatest regard possible for 
you,”’ said Monte-Cristo. 

“He? Ohno! He has plunged a thousand daggers 
into my heart—tragedy-weapons, I own, which, instead 
of wounding, sheath their points in their own ‘handles, 
but daggers which he nevertheless believed to be real 
and deadly.” 

‘Jealousy indicates aficc bee 

‘True; but I:am not jealous.’ 

“He isy” 
won *Ofwhom?. Of Debray 2” 

‘feNo) of you.’ 

‘Of me? I will engage: to say that before a week 
is past thedoor will be closed against-me.”’ 

“You are mistaken, my dear viscount.” 

“ Prove it to me.’ 

‘“ Do you wish me to do so ?”’ 

ae Yes. ” 

“Well, Iam charged with the commission of endeav- 
ouring to induce M. le Comte de Morcerf to make some 
definite arrangement with the baron.’’: 

‘By whomare you charged ?”’ 

“ By the baron himself.’’ 

‘Oh said: Albert, with all the cajolery of which he 
was capable. ““;You surely — not do that, my dear 
count ?” 

“ Certainly shall} Albert, as I-have promised to do it.” 

‘“ Well,” said Albert; with: a’ sigh, “‘ it) seems you are 
determined to marry me.’ 

‘“T am determined to try'and-be on good terms’ with 
everybody, at all events,’”’ said Monte-Cristo.) “‘ Buty a 


THE COUNT (OF MONTE:CRISTO. 331 


propos of Debray, how is it that:I have not seen him 
lately at the baron’s house.??’:: | 

“There has been a misunderstanding.” 

“What, with the baroness ? ’” . 

ONO; with the baron.” 
-“ Has he perceived anything ?”? 
“Ah! that is a good joke |” 

‘Do you think he suspects.?'”’ said Monte-Cristo, with 
a charming nazveté. 

‘ Where have you come from, my dear count ?:’” said 
Albert. 

‘““ From the Congo, if: you fall iy 

“It must be farther off than even that.” 

“ But what do I know of your Parisian husbands ?”’ 

“Oh, my dear count, husbands are pretty much the 
same . everywhere. ‘An. individual husband of any 
country is a pretty fair specimen of the whole race.’ 

“ But, then, what can shave led to the quarrel between 
Danglars and Debray ? They seemed to understand 
each other so well!’ ‘said Monte: Cristo; with renewed 
energy. : 

“Ah! now you are trying to penetrate into the mys- 
teries of Isis, in which I'am not initiated... When M. 
Andrea Cavalcanti has become one ‘of the ae you 
can ask him that question.”’ 

The carriage stopped. 

‘* Here we are,’ said Monte-Cristo. “Tt is only half- 
past ten o’clock, Come in.” 

“Certainly Twill.” 

‘““ My carriage shall take you back.’ 

J No, thank you; I pare orders for my coupé to follow 
me.”’ 

iff Bhereat ispthen,”” aad Monte-Cristo, as he stepped 
out of the carriage. They both went into the house. 
The drawing-room was lighted up; they entered it. 

“You will make tea for us, Baptistin, » said the count. 

Baptistin left the room without waiting to answer, 
and in two seconds reappeared, bringing on a waiter all 
that his master had ordered, ready prepared, and appear- 
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ing ‘to have sprung from ‘the ground ike the repasts 
which we read of in fairy tales, 

“Really, my dear! count,” said: Morcerf, “ what'l ad- 
mire in you is not so much your riches, for perhaps there 
are people even wealthier than yourself, nor is it only 
your wit, for Beaumarchais’ might have possessed as 
much; but it is your manner of being served without any 
questions, in a:moment, invasecond. It is as if they 
guessed what you wanted by your manner of ringing, 
and» made:a point of keeping everything you) can ‘pos- 
sibly desire in constant readiness.” 

‘“What you say is perhapstrue; they know my habits. 
For instance, you'shalbsee. How do. you wish to occupy 
yourself during teatime ?” ; 

Ma foc / I should like to smoke.” 

Monte-Cristo’ took! the gong and struck 1t once. In 
about the space ofa! second a private door opened, and 
Ali appeared; bringing two chibouques filled with excel- 
lent latakia. 

‘“ Ttas quite wonderful!’ said Albert.” 

“Oh no; it is as simple as possible,” replied Monte- 
Cristo. “ Ali knows I generally smoke whilst Iam taking 
my tea or coffee. He has heard that I ordered tea, and 
he also knows that I brought you home with me. When 
I summoned him he naturally guessed the reason of my 
doing so, and as he comes from a country where hospi- 
tality is especially manifested through the medium of 
smoking, he naturally concludes that we shall smoke in 
company, and therefore brings two chibouques instead 
of one. And now the mystery is solved.’ 

‘ Certainly you give a most commonplace ait! to your 
explanation, but it is not the less true that you——= 
Ah! but what do [hear ?’’ and Morcerf inclined his 
head towards the door, through which sounds seemed to 
issue resembling those ofa guitar! 

‘Ma foi / my :dear viscount, you are fated to hear 
music this) evening, You have only ‘escaped from: the 
piano of Mademoiselle Danglars to be attacked by. the 
guzla of Haydée.” 
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‘ Haydée!. What .an -aderable name! Are. there, 
then, really women who bear the name of Haydée any- 
where but in Byron’s poems ?.” 

“Certainly there are. « Haydée-isia very uncommon 
name in France; but itis, common enough, in, Albania 
and Epirus, It is\as if you said, for example, Chastity, 
Modesty, Innocence, It is.a) kind of (uuNgen name, 
as you Parisians call it.’” 

“Oh, that is charming !°’ said Albert. . “How I should 
like) to hear my country-women. called) Mademoiselle 
Goodness, Mademoiselle Silence, Mademoiselle Christian 
Charity! Only think, then} if, Mademoiselle | Danglars, 
instead of being called. Claire-Marie- Eugénie, ‘had, been 
named Mademoiselle Chastity-Modesty- Innocence Dan- 
glars! What a fine effect that would have produced on 
the announcement of her matriage | f "2 

_ouence "said the:count, Do wmot joke i in so loud 
a tone. » Haydée may hear you perhaps,’ 

“And you think she would be angry)? ” 

“No, certainly not,” said the) count, with a haughty 
expression. 

Pootlels very amiable, then, is she not 2”? said Albert. 

“Tt is not to be called amiability'; ty is her ail 
A slave does not dictate to.a master.’ | (| 

“Come! you are joking yourself now. Are ‘there 
any more slaves to be had who Beas: this beautiful 
name ?”’ 29 > bib \ 

‘“’ Undoubtedly.” 

“ Really, count, you. do nothing, and have Pouide: 
like other people. The slave of M. le Comte de Monte- 
(Cristo! Why, it-is:a tank of itself in France., And 
fromthe way in which you lavish money, it-is: a, place 
‘that smust be worth a hundred thousand francs a 

ear.’ 

“ \ hundred thousand francs! The poor girl origi- 
nally possessed much more than that. She was born to 
treasures, in comparison with which those recorded in 
the “Thousand and One Nights’ wouldseem but PaNEItY. ‘3 

“She must be a princéss, then ?’”).| 
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‘You are right; and she is one of the greatest in her 
country; ‘too !” 

“T thought so, But how:did it happen that such a 
great princess became a slave ? ’’ 

“ How was it'that: Dionysius the Tyrant bean a 
schoolmaster ?') The fortune of war, my dear viscount— 
the caprice of fortune. » That is the way in which these 
things are to be accounted for.” 

‘ Andis her name a’'secret ?” 

‘As regards the generality of mankind itis, But not 
for you, my dear viscount, who are one of my most 
intimate friends, and on whose silence I feel I may rely, 
ine) consider it MP aey, to ee it. May I not«do 
Ye) ? ren é r 

“ Certainly ! on my word of honour.” 

“You know the history of the pacha of Yanina, do 
you not?” 

“Of Ali Tebelen'? > Oh yes! It was in his service 
that my father made’ his fortune.” 

‘“True, I had forgotten that.” 

‘Well, what is Haydée to Ali Tebelen ? ”’ 

“Merely his daughter.” 

‘“What ! the daughter of Ali'Pacha ?”’ 

“Of Ali Pacha and the beautiful Vasiliki.” 

‘And your slave ?”’ 

“Ma ' fod!) yes.” 

‘“ But how did she become so ?”’ 

“Why, simply from the circumstance of my having 
bought her one day as I was passing through the market 
at Constantinople.” 

“ Wonderful!’ Really, my dear count, ‘you seem to 
throw a sort of magic influence over all in which you 
are ‘concerned.’ When listening to you, existence no 
longer seems reality, but a waking dream. Now, I am 
perhaps going to’ make an imprudent and thoughtless 
request, but-—” 

“ Say on.’ 

“ But, since you go out with Haydée, and sometimes 
even take her to the opera——” 
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“Well p? 

‘“ T think I may venture to ask you this favour. * 

“You may venture to ask me anything.’’ 

tf Well, then, my dear count, ‘present me. to your 
princess.” ot 

“ T willdo so, but on two conditions.” 

“T accept them at once.” 

“ The first is, that you will: never’ tell any. one that 
I have granted the interview.” 

“Very well,” said Albert, extending his sheds rae | 
swear I will not.” » 

“ The second is, that you will not tell her that your 
father ever served hers:”’ 

‘I give you my oath that I wall not,” 

“Enough, viscount. You will: remember these two 
vows, will you not? But I know you to be a man of 
honour.” 

The count again struck the gong. Ali reappeared, 

‘Tell Haydée,”’ said he, “ that’ Iwill take coffee with 
her, and give her to understand. that I desire permission 
to present one of my friends to her.” 

Ali bowed and left the room. 

“Now, understand: me;’’? satd the»count,: ‘no direct 
questions, my dear Morcerf. _ If you wish to sae any- 
thing, tell me, and I will ask her.” af 

‘Agreed 

Ali appeared for the third time, and vee et the 
tapestried hanging which concealed. the door, to signify 
to his master and Albert that they - were at liberty to 
pass on. 

“ Let us go in,” said Monte-Cristo., 

Albert passed his hand through his hair and. curled 
his moustache, then; having satisfied himself as to his 
personal appearance, followed the count into the room, 
the latter having previously resumed his hat.and gloves. 
Ali was stationed asa kind of advanced guard, and the 
door was’ kept by the three French femmes-de-chambre, 
commanded by Myrtho. Haydée was: awaiting her 
visitors in the first ‘room of her suite: of! apartments, 
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which was the drawing-room. Her large eyes were 
dilated with surprise and: expectation, for it was the 
first time that any man, except Monte-Cristo, had been 
accorded an entrance into her presence. She was sitting 
on a sofa placed in an angle of the room, with her legs 
crossed under her.in the Eastern: fashion, and seemed 
to have made for herself, as it were, a;kind of nest’ in 
the rich Indian! silks which enveloped her. Near her 
was the instrument on which sherhad just been playing. 
It was elegantly fashioned, and worthy of its mistress. 
On perceiving Monte-Cristo, she rose and welcomed him 
with a kind of smile peculiar toherself, expressive at once 
of the most implicit obedience and also of the, deepest 
love. Monte-Cristo advanced towards her and extended 
his hand, which she, as usual, raised to her lips. 

Albert had proceeded no farther than the door, where 
he remained rooted to the spot, being completely fasci- 
nated by the sight of such surpassing beauty, beheld, 
as it was, for the first time} and of which an inhabitant 
of more northern climates could form no adequate idea. ;| 

“Whom do you bring ?)”’- asked the’ young: girl, in 
Romaic, of Monte-Cristo. .‘{Is: it'a friend, a brother, a 
simple acquaintance, or an enemy ??? J 

‘A friend,’ said Monte-Cristo, in ‘the same language. 

“What is his name ? tec sles Tiny 

“Count Albert. It is the same man whom) Jorescued 
from the hands of the.banditti at Rome.” BI 

‘““TIn’ whatolanguage would) you like:me. to converse 
with him ? ” dd ted 

Monte-Cristo turned to Albert. 

“Do you know modern Greek ? ” asked he. 

““Alas-!no,? said Albert.'! “Nor even ,ancient Greek, 
my dear count): Never had: Homer or Plato a more 
unworthy scholar than myself”? |: 

“Then,” said Haydée, proving by her remark that she 
quite understood: Monte-Cristo’s' question and Albert’s 
answer" then: I will speak either in’ French or Italian, 
ifmy lord.so wills it.”’: 

Monte-Cristo) reflected one instant.) 
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“You will speak im Italian,” said he. ‘Then, turning 
towards, Albert hBil i 
It is a pity yow do not: understand either ancient 
or modem Greek, both~ of! which Haydée speaks so 
fluently: The poor child will be obliged’ to talk to 
yowiin Italian, which’ will give you but a very false 
idea of her powers of conversation.’ © 

The count made a sign’ to: Haydée'to address ‘his 
visitor. ye We) ru 

“Sit, said she to’ Morcerf, ““ you are’ most! welcome 
as the friend of my lord and'master.” 

This was said in excellent Tuscan, and with that soft 
Roman accent: which makes the language of Daiite as 
sonorous as that)of Homer. Then, turning to Ali, she 
directed him to bring coffee’‘and pipes }~ and when he 
had left the room -tovexecute the orders of his young 
mistress, she beckoned Albert to approach neater’ to ‘her. 
Monte-Cristo;-and Morcerf drew’ their’seats ‘towards a 
small table, on’ which were atranged! music, drawings, 
and vases of flowers, Ali then entered, bringing cofiee 
and chibouques, As to M. Baptistin, this portion of the 
building was interdicted to him.» Albert refused the pipe 
which the Nubian offered him. - 

‘OOh, take it--take it,” ‘said the count: “ Haydée is 
almost as civilized'-as’ a) Parisian. °:The’ smell of ia 
Havana is disagreeable*to her, but ‘the ‘tobacco of the 
Eastiis a most delicious perfume, you know.” 

Ali left the room. The cups of coffee were all pre- 
pared; with the addition! of'a sugar-glass, which had been 
brought for Albert. Monte-Cristo and Haydée took the 
liquor in''the original Arabian manner—-that is. to say, 
without sugar. Haydée took the porcelain cup in her 
little slender fingers, andiconveyed it to‘her mouth with 
all the innocent mazvet/ofia child when-eating ordrinking 
something whichiit likes!i At this moment two: women 
entered, bringing salvers filled with ices and sherbet, 
which they placed on two small tables appropriated’ to 
‘that purpose; ort LOW | ALG ah ; 

‘My dear! /host, and you,:signora,”’ -said Albert. in 

Ti, 8a 


338 THE (COUNT: OF MONTE:CRISTO, 


Italian, ‘(excuse my apparent stupidity, I am» quite 
bewildered, and it is natural that it should be'so. . Here 
I am in the heart of Paris; but a moment ago I heard 
the rumbling of the omnibuses and the tinkling of the 
bells of the lemonade-sellers,; and|now I feel as if I were 
suddenly transported to; the East-+-not such as I have 
seen it, but such as my) dreams) have painted it. .O 
signora, if. I could but speak Greek, your conversation, 
added to the fairy-scene which surrounds me, would 
furnish an evening of such: delight) as it would be im- 
possible for me ever to forget.”’ 

‘““T speak ‘sufficient Italian to enable me to converse 
with you, sir,” said Haydée quietly ; ‘‘ and if you like 
what is Eastern, I will do my best to secure the gratifica- 
tion of your tastes while you are here.” 

‘Qn what, subject shall, I converse with her ?’’ said 
Albert in a low tone to Monte-Cristo. 

‘“Just what you please, You. may speak of) her 
country ‘and of her youthful reminiscences, or, if you 
like it better, you can talk of Rome, Naples, or Florence.’ 

“Oh!” said-Albert, ‘‘ itis of no use to be in the com- 
pany of a Greek if one converses just in the same styles 
as with a Parisian. Let me speak to her of the East.’ 

“Do so, then, for of all themes which you could choose 
that will be the most agreeable-to her taste.” 

Albert turned towards Haydée. 
- ‘“At what age did you leave Greece, signora ?”’ asked 
ext | 

“T left it. when I was but. five years old,” replied 
Haydeée. 

‘““ And have you any recollection of your country ?”’ 

‘“ When I shut my eyes and think, I seem to see it all 
again. The mind has its organ of vision as well as the 
body, with this additional perfection, that the objects 
presented to its view are indelibly impressed.” 

‘“ And how far back into the past do your recollections 
extend ?)”’ 

“TI could scarcely walk when my mother, who was 
called Vasiliki—which means royal,’ said the young girl, 
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tossing her head proudly—‘ took me by the hand, and 
after putting in our-purse all the money we possessed; we 
went out, both covered’ with’ veils, to solicit alms for 
the prisoners, saying, ‘ He who giveth to the poor lendeth 
to the Lord.’ Then when our purse was full we returned 
tothe: palace, and without*saying a word to my father 
we sent it to the convent; where it was divided amongst 
the prisoners.” 

‘* And how old were you at that time ?”’ 

‘“T was three years old,” said Haydée. 

“Then you remember ‘all which was passing around 
you ree you were but three years old ?”’ said Albert. 

ca A de 

‘Count, said Albert in'a low tone to Monte-Cristo, 
“do allow the signora to tell me something of her his- 
tory. You prohibited my mentioning my father’s name 
to her, but perhaps she will allude to him of her own 
accord in the course of the recital, and you have no 
idea how delighted I should be to hear our name pro- 
nounced by such beautiful lips.” ) 

Monte-Cristo turned to Haydée, and with an expres- 
sion of countenance which commanded her to pay the 
most implicit attention to his words, he said in Greek,— 

“fell us the fate of your father, but neither the name 
of the traitor nor the treason.” i 

Haydée sighed deeply, and a shade of sadness clouded 
her beautiful brow. 

‘‘ What are you ‘saying to-her ?”’ said Morcerf in an 
undertone. 

“T again reminded her that you were a friend, and 
that she need not conceal anything from you.” 

“Then,” said Albert, “ this pious pilgrimage in behalf 
of the prisoners was your first remembrance ? What is 
thejnext i?!” . 

“Oh! then I remember, as if it were but yesterday, 
sitting under the shade of some sycamore-trees, on the 
borders of a lake, in the waters of which the trembling 
foliage was reflected as in a mirror. Under the oldest 
and thickest of these trees, reclining on cushions, sat my 
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father... My ‘mother: was jat_his| feet, and I, childhke, 
amused myself, by playing with his long white beard, 
which descended. to his waist, or with the diamond-hilt 
of the scimitar attached. to his girdle. Then from time 
to time there came to him an Albanian, who said some+ 
thing to which I,paid no attention, but which\he always 
answered.in the» same tone of: voice, either)‘ Kil or 
pardon.’ ”’ 

“Tt is very strange,” said Albert, “to hear such words 
proceed from the) mouth, of any one but .an actress on 
the stage;\-and one needs constantly to ibe; saying to 
one’s: self, This is no fiction, itis! all veality,’4n order 
to believe it. And how does France appear in/your 
eyes, accustomed, as! they have: been to: gaze on such 
enchanted scenes) 2.32 Omer ! 

‘<I think. it;is a fine country,’’ said: Haydée’; “ybut 
i see France as itreally iis, because I look on/it with the 
eyes of a woman; whereas my own country, which Iocan 
only judge of from the impression) produced. on niy 
childish mind, always seems! enveloped im ja doubtful 
atmosphere, ‘which \is luminous) or otherwise, ‘\acoording 
as my remembrances of it are|sad or joyous.”’ 

“So, young,’ said Albert, forgetting at the moment 
the; count’s, command that! he should ask ‘no. questions 
of the slave herself, “is it possible: that you! can have 
known what suffering is except by name)?.” 

Haydée turned her eyes towards Monte-Cristo, who} 
making at the same time some imperceptible sign, mur- 
mured,— rod 

‘ Goren?’ : HBS s 1 

“ Nothing is ever! so firmly, impressed on the mind as 
the memory of our early childhood; 'and, with the ex- 
ception of the: two scenes I have just described: to ‘you, 
all my earliest reminiscences are fraught with deepest 
sadness.” af ) 

“ Speak, Speak, signora,”’ said Albert ; ‘Tam: listening 
with the most!intense delight and. interest to all| you 
say.” 1s ; 

Flaydée answered his remark with a melancholy smile. 
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“You; wish me, then, \to relate the history! of mypast 
sorrows ?;)) said she, 9/1 id betasess 
i“ Ibeg of you to do so,” replied: Albert: bli 
1“ Well, was but four years old, when one night I:was 
suddenly awoke by my mother: | We'were-in the palace 
of Yanina, . She snatched me from: the cushions-on which 
[ was sleeping, and on opening my/eyes I saw hers weré 
filled with tears. She took me away without speaking. 
When-I saw her weeping I begam/to ¢rytoo. “ Silence, 
child!’ said she. At other times} im spite of maternal 
endearments or threats, I had, with: a child’s caprice, 
been accustomed to! indulgé my feelings of sorrow or 
anger by crying as much as I felt inchneéd ; bet on ‘this 
occasion there was! an intonation of such extreme terror 
in my mother’s voice when she enjoined me -to silence 
that I ceased-crying as‘soonsas her command was’ given. 
She bore me rapidly away. I ‘saw ‘then that: we were 
descending: a large staircase. Around’ us: wetealk my 
mother’s, servants, carrying trunks, bags, ornaments, 
jewels; purses of gold, ete.; ete, with which they were 
hurrying away in the greatest distractiom | Behind’ the 
women came-a guard of twenty-men, armed with Jong 
guns and ‘pistols, and idressed:m the:costume which the 
Greeks haveoassumed since they have ‘again- become a 
nation. You may imagine there was, somvething: start- 
ling and) ominous,” isaid Haydée, shaling her head, and 
turning pale at the mere remembrance’ of the scene; “ in 
this long file of slaves and women, only half aroused from 
sleep—or at least so they appeared: ito me, who was my- 
self searcely awake.:o Here’ and there;:om the walls of 
the staircase, were! reflected, gigantic shadows, which 
trembled in the flickering light of the pme-torches till they 
seemed to reach the! vaulted roof-above. FFs 

“Quick !.’ said a: voice, atthe end of the: gallery. 
This yoice made evéry one bow before it, resemblmg in 
its effect: the wind passing iovera field of corn, by its 
superior strength forcing every ear to yield obersance. 
As for me, it made:me tremblex | This:woice was that of 
my father. He marched the Jast,;dothed im his:splendid 
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robes, and holding in his hand the carabine with which 
your emperor presented him. He was leaning on the 
shoulder of his) favourite Selim, and’ he drove us all 
before ‘him, as) a shepherd would his straggling flock. 
My father,’’ said Haydée, raising her head, “ was that 
illustrious man known in Europe under the name of Alt 
Tebelen, Pacha of Yanina, and before whom Turkey 
trembled.” 

Albert, without knowing why, started on hearing these 
words pronounced ‘with such a haughty and dignified 
accent., It appeared to him as if*there was something 
supernaturally gloomy and terrible in the expression 
which gleamed from the brilliant eyes of Haydée at this 
moment, She appeared like a Pythoness evoking a 
spectre, as she recalled to his mind the remembrance of 
the fearful death of >this man, to the news of which all 
Europe had listened with horror. [St 9 

“Soon,” said Haydée, “‘ we halted on our march, and 
found ourselves on the borders of a lake. My mother 
pressed me to her throbbing heart, and, at the distance of 
a few paces, I saw my father, who was glancing anxiously 
around. » Four marble steps led down to the water’s edge, 
and below them was a boat floating on the tide. From 
where we stood I could see, in:'the middle of the lake, a 
large black mass ; 1t was the kiosk, to which we were 
going. This kiosk appeared to me to be at a consider- 
able distance, perhaps on account of the darkness of the 
night, which prevented any object from being more 
than partially discerned. 

“We stepped into the boat. I remember well that the 
oars made no noise whatever in striking’ the water, and 
when I leaned over to ascertain the cause, I saw they 
were muffled with the sashes of our Palicares. Besides the 
rowers, the boat contained only the women, my father, 
mother, Selim, and myself. The Palicares had remained 
on the shore of the lake, ready to cover our’ retreat. 
They were kneeling on the lowest of the marble steps, 
and in that manner intended making a rampart of the 
three others in case of pursuit. 


THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO. 343 


‘““ Our bark flew before the wind. 

““Why does the! boat go'so fast ?’ asked I oof my 
mother. 

‘“* Silence, child! Hush! .we are flying’ : 

“T did not understand: Why should my father fly 2— 
he, the all-powerful—he, before'whom others were accus- 
tomed to fly—he, who had taken for his device— 


“THEY HATE.ME, THEN THEY FEAR ME!’ 


‘It was indeéed!‘a flight which my father’ was trying 
to effect. I have been told since that the garrison of 
the castle of Yanina, fatigued with long service——” 

Here Haydée cast a significant glance at Monte-Cristo, 
whose eyes had been riveted on her countenance during 
the whole course of her narrative.. The young girl then 
continued, speaking slowly like:a ‘person who is either 
inventing or suppressing some feature of the history 
which he is relating. 

“You were saying, signora,’’ said Albert, who was 
paying the most implicit attention to the recital, “‘ that 
the garrison of Yanina, fatigued with long service——” 

“Had treated with the Seraskier Kourchid, who had 
been sent by the Sultan to gain possession of the person 
of my father. It was then that Ali Tebelen took the 
resolution of retiring, after having sent to the Sultan a 
French officer in whom ‘he reposed great confidence, to 
the asylum which he had long before: prepared for him- 
self, and which he called ‘kataphygion, or the refuge.” 

‘And this officer?’ asked Albert. “Do you re- 
member his name, signora ?””’ 

Monte-Cristo exchanged a rapid glance with the young 
girl, which was quite unperceived’ by Albert. 

‘No,’ said she, ““I do not remember it just at this 
moment; but'if it should occur to me presently, I will 
tell it you.” . 

Albert was on the point of pronouncing his father’s 
name, when Monte-Cristo gently held up his finger in 
token of reproach, ‘The young man recollected his vow, 
and was silent. 
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“Tt was towards this, kiosk, that we! were rowing. 

‘“ §.eround-floor, ornamented with arabesques, bathing 
its terraces in the water, and another floor, lookingon 
the lake, was all which was ‘visible to theeye.. But ‘be- 
neath’ the ground-floor, stretching jeut) into the island, 
was a large subterraneous cavern, to which my mother, 
myself, and the women, were conducted, In this place 
were together 60,000 purses and 200 barrels. The purses 
contained 25,000,000 of money in gold, and the barrels 
were filled with 30,000 pounds of;gunpowder. | 

‘‘ Near these’ barrels:stood Selim, my father’s favourite, 
whom-I mentioned 'to you just! now. It was. his duty 
to watch day and night a lance, at the end ‘of which pwas 
a lighted matchjoand hes had orders. to” blow, up. all-- 
kiosk, guards, women, gold, and Ali Tebelen himself—at 
the first signal: given by my father... 1,nemember ;well 
that the slaves, convinced ef the-precarious tenure on 
which they held their lives, passed: whole-:days|,and 
nights in praying, crying, and groaning. As, fer,me, I 
can neyer forget) the pale complexion and, black eye of 
the -yeung iseldier ; | and whenever the ‘Angel,.of Death 
summons me to another world; I am quite sure I \shall 
recognize | Selim: --1-cannot. tell you how Jong, we re- 
mained ‘in this state, as |at that period | did not even 
know what’ time: meant, Sometimes, but very rarely, 
my father summoned, me and,:my mother to the terrace 
of the palace; these were;my, hours of jrecreation — I 
who never saw anything in\ the, dismal cayern| but \the 
gloomy countenamees /of the slaves, and the fiery lance 
of Selim. My father was endeavouring,.to pierce with 
his eager looks the) remotest verge of the horizon, /ex- 
amining attentively every black speck. which appeared 
on’ the lake, whilst: my mother, reclining by his: side, 
rested. her head on his shoulder, and I played at his feet, 
admiring everything I saw with that unsophisticated 
innocence: of chilhood. which throws a charm nound 
objects insignificant in» themselves, but which in, its 
eyes are invested: with the greatest importance... The 
heights of Pindus towered above us ; the castle of Yanina 
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rose white and angular from the blue waters of the lake; 
and the immense masses of black vegetation which, 
viewed in the distance, gave the idea of lichens clinging 
to the rocks, were, in reality, gigantic fir-trees and myrtles 

“One morning my father sent for us. My. mother 
had been crying all the night, and was very wretched ; 
we found the pacha calm, but paler than usual. 

“Take courage, Vasiliki,’ said he; ‘to-day arrives 
the firman of the master, and my fate will be decided. 
If my pardon be complete, we shall return triumphant 
to Yanina; if the news be inauspicious, we must fly 
this night.’ 

“ “But supposing our enemy should not allow us to 
do so ?’ said my mother. 

“ “Oh, make yourself easy on that head,’ said Ali, 
smiling; ‘Selim and his flaming lance will settle that 
matter. They would be glad to see me dead, but they 
would not like themselves to die with me.’ 

“My mother only answered by sighs to these con- 
solations, which she knew did not come from my father’s 
heart. She prepared the iced water which he was in 
the habit of constantly drinking, for since his sojourn 
at the kiosk he had been parched by the most violent 
fever, after which she anointed his white beard with 
perfumed oil, and lighted his chibouque, which he 
sometimes smoked for hours together, quietly watch- 
ing the wreaths of vapour which, ascending in spiral 
clouds, gradually mixed with the surrounding atmosphere. 
Presently he made such a sudden movement that I was 
paralyzed with fear. Then, without taking his eyes 
from the object which had first attracted his attention, 
he asked for his telescope. My mother gave it him; 
and, as she-did so, looked whiter than the marble against 
which she leaned. 

‘““T saw my father’s hand tremble. 

“CA boat !—two !—three!’ murmured my father— 
‘four!’ 

“He then rose, seizing his arms, and priming his 
pistols. 
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‘“¢« Vasiliki,’ said he to my mother, trembling per- 
ceptibly, ‘the instant approaches which will decide 
everything. In the space of half’ an hour we shall 
know the emperor’s answer. Go into the cavern with 
Haydeée.’ 

«J will not quit you,’ said Vasiliki. ‘If you die, my 
lord, I will die with you.’ 

“Go to Selim!’ cried my father. 

«© Adieu, my lord,’ murmured my mother, determin- 
ing quietly to await the approach of death. 

“Take away Vasiliki!’ said my father to his Palicares. 

“As for me, I had been forgotten in the general 
confusion. I ran towards Ali Tebelen; he saw me 
hold out my arms to him, and he stooped down and 
pressed my forehead with his lips. Oh, how distinctly 
I remember that kiss! it was the last he ever gave me, 
and I feel as if it were still warm on my forehead. On 
descending, we distinguished through the lattice-work 
several boats which were gradually becoming more dis- 
tinct to our view. \At. first they appeared like black 
specks, and now they looked like birds skimming the 
surface of the waves. 

“During this time, in the kiosk, at the feet of my’ 
father, were seated twenty Palicares, concealed from 
view by an angle of the wall, and watching with eager 
eyes the arrival of the boats; they were armed with their 
long guns inlaid with mother-of-pearl and silver, and 
cartouches in great numbers were lying scattered on 
the floor. My father looked at his watch, and paced up 
and down with a countenance expressive of the greatest 
anguish, This was the scene which presented itself to 
my view when I quitted my father after that last kiss. 
My mother and I traversed the gloomy passage leading 
to the cavern. Selim was still at his post, and smiled 
sadly on us as we entered. We fetched our cushions 
from the other end of the cavern, and sat down by 
Selim. In great dangers the devoted ones cling to 
each other; and young as I was, I quite understood 
that some imminent danger was hanging over our heads.” 
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Albert had often heard, not from his father, for he 
never spoke on the subject, but from strangers, the 
description of the last moments of the vizier of Yanina. 
He had read different accounts of his death, but this 
history seemed to borrow new life from the voice and 
expression of the young girl—the living accent and the 
melancholy expression of countenance at once charmed 
and horrified him. 

As to Haydée, these terrible reminiscences seemed 
to have overpowered her for the moment, for she ceased 
speaking, her head leaning on her hand like a beautiful 
flower bowing beneath the violence of the storm, and 
her eyes, gazing on vacancy, indicated that she was 
mentally contemplating the green summit of the Pindus 
and the blue waters of the lake of Yanina, which, like 
a magic mirror, seemed to reflect the sombre. picture 
which she sketched. Monte-Cristo looked at her with 
an indescribable expression of interest and pity. 

“Go on,” said the count, in the Romaic language: 

Haydée looked up abruptly, as if the sonorous tones 
of Monte-Cristo’s voice had awakened her from a dream, 
and she resumed her narrative. 

“Tt was about four o'clock im the afternoon, and 
although the day was brilliant out of doors, we were 
enveloped in the gloomy darkness of the cavern. One 
single solitary light was burning there, and it appeared 
like a star set in a heaven of blackness—it was Selim’s 
flaming lance. My mother was a Christian, and she 
prayed. 

‘Selim repeated from time to time these sacred 
words, — } 

“ “God is great !? 

‘“‘ However, my mother had still some hope. As she 
was coming down, she thought she recognized the French 
officer who had been sent to Constantinople, and in 
whom my father placed so much  confidence—for he 
knew that all the soldiers of the French emperor were 
naturally noble and generous. She advanced some 
steps towards the staircase and listened. 
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“< They are approaching,’ said she; ‘perhaps they 
bring us peace and liberty ! ’ 

““ What do you fear, Vasiliki ?’ said Selim, in a voice 
at once so gentle and yet so proud. “If they do not 
bring us peace, we will give them war; if they do not 
bring life, we will give them death.’ 

‘““ And he renewed the flame of his lance with an alacrity 
which reminded one of the Dionysian festivals among 
the ancient Cretans. But I, who was only a little child, 
was terrified by this undaunted courage, which appeared 
to me both ferocious and senseless, and I recoiled with 
horror from the idea of the frightful death amidst fire 
and flame which probably awaited us. 

‘“My mother experienced the same sensations, for I 
felt her tremble. 

“Mamma, mamma,’ said I, ‘are we really to be 
killed 2?’ 

“And at the sound of my voice the slaves redoubled 
their cries, and prayers, and lamentations. 

“My child,’ said Vasiliki, ‘may God preserve you 
from ever wishing for that death which to-day you so 
much dread !’ 

‘Then, whispering to Selim, she asked what were his | 
master’s orders. 

“Tf he send me his poniard, it will signify that the 
emperor’s intentions are not favourable, and I am to 
set fire to the powder; if, on the contrary, he send me 
his ring, it will be a sign that the emperor pardons 
him, and I extinguish the match and leave the magazine 
untouched.’ 

“My friend,’ said my mother, ‘when your master’s 
order arrives, if it is the poniard which he sends, instead 
of dispatching us by that horrible death which we both 
so much dread, you will mercifully kill us with this same 
poniard, will you not ?” 

““ Yes, Vasiliki,’ replied Selim tranquilly. 

‘Suddenly we heard loud cries. We listened—they 
were cries of joy; the name of the French officer who 
had been sent to Constantinople resounded on all sides 
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amongst our Palicares.. It was evident that he brought 
the answer of the emperor, and that it was favourable.”’ 

‘And do you not remember the Frenchman’s name ?”’ 
said Morcerf, quite ready to aid the memory of the 
narrator. 

Monte-Cristo made a sign to him to be silent. 

‘I do not recollect it,’’ said Haydée. 

“The noise increased. Steps were heard approaching 
nearer and nearer; they were descending the steps 
leading to the cavern. 

“Selim made ready his lance. 

“Soon a figure appeared in the gray twilight at the 
entrance of the cave, formed by the reflection of the few 
rays of daylight which had found their way into this 
gloomy retreat. 

‘“““Who are you?’ cried Selim. ‘But whoever you 
may be, I charge you not to advance another step.’ 

“ “Long live the: emperor!” said the’ figure. “He 
grants a full pardon to the Vizier Ali; and not only 
gives him his life, but restores to him his fortune and 
his possessions.’ 

““My mother uttered a cry of joy, and clasped me to 
her bosom. 

“ “Stop !? said Selim, seeing that she was about to 
go out; ‘ you see I have not yet received the ring.’ 

‘True,’ said my mother; and she fell on her knees, 
at the same time holding me up towards heaven, as if 
she desired, whilst praying to God in my behalf, to 
raise me actually to His presence.” 

And for the second time Haydée stopped, overcome 
by such violent emotion that the perspiration stood 
upon her pale brow, and her stifled voice seemed hardly 
able to find utterance, so parched and dry were her throat 
and lips. Monte-Cristo poured a little iced water into a 
glass and presented it to her, saying, with a mildness 
in which was also a shade of command,— 

“ Courage.” 

Haydée dried her eyes, and continued,— 

‘By this time our eyes, habituated to the darkness, 
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had recognized the messenger of the pacha—it was a 
friend. Selim had also recognized him; but the brave 
young man only acknowledged one duty, which was 
to obey. 

‘“« In whose name do you come ?’ said he to him. 

‘““*T come in the name of our master, Ali Tebelen.’ 

“ “Tf you come from Ali himself, said Selim, ‘ you 
know what you were charged to remit to me ?’ 

‘““* Yes,’ said the messenger, ‘and I bring you his 
ring.’ 

a these words he raised his hand above his head 
to show the tokem; but it was too far off, and there was 
not light enough to enable Selim, where he was standing, 
to distinguish and recognize the object presented to his 
view. 

““T do not see what you have in your hand,’ said 
Selim. 

““Approach, then,’ said the messenger; ‘or I will 
come nearer to you, if you prefer it.’ 

“ “JT will agree to neither one nor the other,’ replied 
the young soldier. ‘Place the object which I desire to 
see in the ray of light which shines there, and retire 
whilst I examine it.’ 

“CBevit so,’ said the envoy; and he retired, after 
having first deposited the token agreed on in the place 
pointed out to him by Selim. 

“Oh, how our hearts palpitated! for it did, indeed, 
seem to be a ring which was placed there. But was it 
my father’s ring ?—that was the question. 

“Selim, still holding in his hand the lighted match, 
walked towards the opening in the cavern, and, aided by 
the faint light which streamed in through the mouth of 
the cave, picked up the token. 

““Tt is well!’ said he, kissing it’; ‘it is my master’s 
ring!’ .And throwing the match to the ground, he 
trampled on it and extinguished it. 

‘The messenger uttered a cry of joy, and clapped his 
hands. At this signal four soldiers of the Seraskier 
Kourchid suddenly appeared, and Selim fell pierced by 
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five blows. Each man had stabbed him separately ; 
and, intoxicated by their crime, though still pale with 
fear, they sought all over the cavern to discover if there 
was any fear of fire, after which they amused themselves 
by rolling on the bags of gold. 

“ At this moment my mother seized me in her arms, 
and bounding lightly along numerous turnings and 
windings, known only ‘to ourselves, she arrived at a 
private staircase of the kiosk, where was a scene of 
frightful tumult and confusion. ‘The lower rooms were 
entirely filled with the Tchodoars of Kourehid—that is 
to say, with our enemies. Just as my mother was on 
the point of pushing open a small door, we heard the 
voice of the pacha sounding in a loud and threatening 
tone. My mother applied her eye to the crack between 
the boards; I luckily found a small opening which 
afforded me a view of the apartment and what was 
passing within. 

““What do you want?’ said my father to some 
people who were holding a paper inscribed with charac- 
ters of gold. 

“ “What we want,’ replied one of them, “is to commu- 
nicate to you the will of his highness. Do you see this 
firman ?”’ 

‘““* T do,’ said my father. 

‘“ “Well, read it. He demands your head.’ 

‘“My father answered with a loud laugh, which was 
more frightful than even threats would have been, and 
he had not ceased when two reports of a pistol were 
heard, He had fired them himself, and had killed two 
men. 

“The Palicares, who were prostrated at my father’s 
feet, now sprang up and fired, and the room was filled 
with fire and smoke. At the same instant the firing 
began on the other side, and the balls penetrated the 
boards all round us. 

“Oh, how noble did the grand vizier, my father, look 
at that moment, in the midst of the balls, his scimitar 
in his hand, and his face blackened with the powder of 
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his enemies; and how he terrified them even then, and 
made them fly before him ! 

“« Selim! Selim !’ cried he, ‘ guardian of the fire, do 
your duty !’ 

““* Selim is dead!’ replied a voice which seemed to 
come from the depths of the earth, ‘and you are lost, 
Ali!’ At the same moment an explosion was heard, 
and the flooring of the room in which my father was 
sitting was suddenly torn up and shivered to atoms ; 
the Tchodoars were firing underneath. Three or four 
Palicares fell with their bodies literally ploughed with 
wounds. 

‘““My father howled aloud. He plunged his fingers into 
the holes which the balls had made, and tore up one of 
the planks entire. But immediately through this open- 
ing twenty more shots were fired, and the flame, rushing 
up like fire from the crater of a volcano, soon gained 
the tapestry, which it quickly devoured. In the midst 
of all this frightful tumult and these terrific cries two 
reports, fearfully distinct, followed by two shrieks more 
heartrending than all, froze me with terror; these two 
shots had mortally wounded my father, and it was he who | 
had given utterance to these frightful cries. However, 
he remained standing, clinging to a window. My mother 
tried to force the door that she might go and die with 
him, but it was fastened on the inside. All around him 
were lying the Palicares, writhing in convulsive agonies ; 
whilst two or three, who were only slightly wounded, 
were trying to escape by springing from the windows. 
At this crisis the whole flooring suddenly gave way ; 
my father fell on one knee, and at the same moment 
twenty hands were thrust forth armed with sabres, 
pistols, and poniards ; twenty blows were instantaneously 
directed against one man, and my father disappeared in 
a whirlwind of fire and smoke kindled by these demons, 
and which seemed like hell itself opening beneath his 
feet. I felt myself fall to the ground ; it was my mother 
who had fainted.” 

Haydée’s arms fell by her side, and she uttered a deep 
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groan, ai the same time looking towards the count as if 
to ask if he were satisfied with her obedience to. his 
commands. Monte-Cristo rose and approached her; he 
took her hand, and said to her in Romaic,— 

“Calm yourself, my dear child, and take courage in 
remembering that there is a God who will punish traitors.” 

“Tt is a frightful story, count,” said Albert, terrified 
at the paleness of Haydée’s countenance, ‘‘and I re- 
proach myself now for having been so cruel and thought- 
less in my request.” 

“Oh, it is nothing,” said Monte-Cristo. 

Then patting the young girl on the head, he con- 
tinued,— 

“ Haydée is very courageous, and she sometimes 
even finds consolation in the recital of her misfortunes.” 

“Because, my lord,” said Haydée eagerly, “ my 
miseries recall to me the remembrance of your goodness.” 

Albert looked at her with curiosity, for she had not 
yet related what he most desired to know—namely, 
how she had become the slave of the count. Haydée 
saw at a glance the same expression pervading the 
countenances of her two auditors. She exclaimed,— 

“When my mother recovered her senses we were 
before the seraskier. 

““ Kill me,’ said she, ‘but spare the honour of the 
widow of Ali.’ 

““Tt is not to me to whom you must address your- 
self,’ said Kourchid. 

““To whom then ?’ 

““To your new master.’ 

“““ Who and where is he ?’ 

peel tenigeneres 

“And Kourchid pointed out one who had more than 
any contributed to the death of my father,” said Haydée, 
in a tone of chastened anger. 

‘Then,’ said Albert, ‘“ you became the property of 
this man ?”’ 

‘“No,” replied Haydée. ‘‘He did not dare to keep 
us, so we were sold to some slave-merchants who were 
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going to Constantinople. We traversed Greece, and 
arrived, half dead, at the imperial gates. They were 
surrounded by a crowd of people, who opened a way 
for us to pass, when suddenly my mother, having 
directed her eye to the object which was attracting 
their attention, uttered a piercing cry and fell to the 
ground, pointing as she did so to a head which was 
placed over the gates, and beneath which were inscribed 
these words,— 

“ “THIS 1s THE. HEAD. oF ALL TEBELEN, PACHA. OF 

YANINA.’ 


“TY cried bitterly, and tried to raise my mother from 
the earth, but she was dead! I was taken to the slave- 
market, and was purchased by a rich Armenian. He 
caused me to be instructed, gave me masters, and when 
I was thirteen years of age he sold me to the Sultan 
Mahmoud.” 

“Of whom I bought her,” said Monte-Cristo, “as I 
told you, Albert, with the emerald which formed a 
match to the one I had made into a box for the purpose 
of holding my pastilles of hashish.” 

“Oh, you are good! you are great, my lord!” said 
Haydée, kissing the count’s hand, “and I am very 
fortunate in belonging to such a master.” 

Albert remained quite bewildered with all that he had 
seen and heard. 

“Come, finish your cup of coffee,” said Monte-Cristo ; 
“ the history is ended.” 


CHAPTER LXXVIII. 
YANINA. 


Ir Valentine could have seen the trembling step and 
agitated countenance of Franz when he quitted the 
chamber of M. Noirtier, even she would have been con- 
stramed to pity him. Villefort had only just given 
utterance to a few incoherent sentences, and then retired 
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to his study, where he received, about two hours after- 
wards, the following letter :— : 


“ After all the disclosures which were made this 
morning, M. Noirtier de Villefort must see the utter 
impossibility of any alliance being formed between his 
family and that of M. Franz d’Epinay. M. d’Epinay 
must say that he is shocked and astonished that M. de 
Villefort, who appeared to be aware of all the circum- 
stances detailed this morning, should not have antici- 
pated him in this announcement.” 


No one who had seen the magistrate at this moment, 
so thoroughly unnerved by the recent inauspicious com- 
bination of circumstances, would have supposed for an 
instant that he had anticipated the annoyance; al- 
though it certainly never had occurred to him that his 
father would carry candour, or rather rudeness, so far 
as to relate such a history. And in justice to Villefort, 
it must be understood that M.. Noirtier, who never 
cared for the opinion of his son on any subject, had 
always omitted to explain the affair to Villefort, so that 
he had all his life entertained the belief that the General 
de Quesnel, or the Baron d’Epinay, as he was alternately 
styled, according as the speaker wished to identify him 
by his own family name or by the title which had been 
conferred on him, fell the victim of assassination, and 
not that he was killed fairly in a duel. This harsh 
letter, coming as it did from a man generally so polite and 
respectful, struck a mortal blow at the pride of Ville- 
fort. Hardly had he read the letter when his wife en- 
tered. The sudden departure of “Franz, after being 
summoned by M. Noirtier, had so much astonished 
every one that the position of Madame de Villefort, left 
alone with the notary and the witnesses, became every 
moment more embarrassing. Determined to bear 1t no 
longer, she rose and left the room, saying she would go 
and make some inquiries into the cause of his sudden 
disappearance. 
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M. de Villefort’s communications on the subject were 
very limited and concise; he told her, in fact, that an 
explanation had taken place between M. Noirtier, M. 
d’Epinay, and himself, and that the marriage of Val- 
entine and Franz would consequently be broken off. 
This was an awkward and unpleasant thing to have 
to report to those who were awaiting her return in 
the chamber of her father-in-law. She therefore con- 
tented herself with saying that M. Noirtier having, at 
the commencement of the discussion, been attacked by 
a sort of apoplectic fit, the affair would necessarily be 
deferred for some days longer. This news, false as it 
was, following so singularly in the train of the two similar 
misfortunes which had so recently occurred, evidently 
astonished the auditors, and they retired without a 
remark, During this time Valentine, at once terrified 
and happy, after having embraced and thanked the 
feeble old man for thus breaking, with a single blow, the 
chain which she had been accustomed to consider as in- 
dissoluble, asked leave to retire to her own room in 
order to recover her composure. Noirtier looked the 
permission which she solicited. But instead of going 
to her own room, Valentine, having once gained her 
liberty, entered the gallery, and opening a small door 
at the end of it found herself at once in the garden. In 
the midst of all the strange events which had crowded 
one on the other, an indefinable sentiment of dread had 
taken possession of Valentine’s mind. She expected 
every moment that she should see Morrel appear, pale 
and trembling, to forbid the signing of the contract, like 
the Laird of Ravenswood in ‘‘ The Bride of Lammer- 
moor.” It was high time for her to make her appearance 
at the gate, for Maximilian had long awaited her coming. 
He had half guessed what was going on when he saw 
Franz quit the cemetery with M. de Villefort. He fol- 
lowed M. d’Epinay, saw him enter, afterwards go out, 
and then re-enter with Albert and Chateau-Renaud. He 
had no longer any doubts as to the nature of the con- 
ference. He therefore quickly resumed his. original 
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position, prepared to hear the result of the proceedings, 
and very certain that Valentine would hasten to him 
the first moment she should be set at liberty. He was 
not mistaken; his eye, which was peering through the 
crevices of the wooden partition, soon discovered the 
young girl, who, throwing aside all her usual precautions, 
walked at once to the gate. The first glance which 
Maximilian directed towards her entirely reassured him, 
and the first words she pronounced made his heart 
bound with delight. 

“We are saved !’’ said Valentine. 

“Saved!” repeated Morrel, not being able to con- 
ceive such intense happiness. ‘By whom ?” 

“ By my grandfather. Oh, Morrel! pray love him 
for all his goodness to us.” 

Morrel swore to love lim with all his soul; and at 
that moment he could safely promise to do so, for he 
felt as though it were not enough to love him merely 
as a friend or even as a father. 

“ But tell me, Valentine, how has it all been effected ? 
What strange means has he used to compass this blessed 
end ?” 

Valentine was on the point of relating all that had 
passed, but she suddenly remembered that in doing so 
she must reveal a terrible secret which concerned others 
as well as her grandfather, and she said,— 

“At some future time I will tell you all about it.” 

“But when will that be ?” 

“When I am your wife.” i 

The conversation had now turned upon a topic so 
pleasing to Morrel, that he was ready to accede to any- 
thing that Valentine thought fit to propose; and he 
likewise felt that a piece of intelligence such as he had 
just heard ought to be more than sufficient to content 
him for one day. However, he would not leave without 
the promise of seeing Valentine again the next night. 

Valentine promised all that Morrel required of her, 
and certainly it was less difficult for her now to believe 
that she should marry Maximilian than it was an hour 
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ago to assure herself that she should not marry Franz. 
During the time occupied by the interview we have 
just detailed, Madame de Villefort had gone to visit 
M. Noirtier. The old man looked at her with that stern 
and forbidding expression with which he was accus- 
tomed to receive her. 

“Sir,” said she, “it is superfluous for me to tell you 
that Valentine’s marriage is broken off, since it was here 
that the affair was concluded.” 

Noirtier’s countenance remained immovable. - 

‘But one thing I can tell you, of which I do not think 
you are aware—that is, that I have always been opposed 
to this marriage, and that the contract was entered into 
entirely without my consent or approbation.” 

Noirtier regarded his daughter-in-law with the look of 
a man desiring an explanation. 

“Now that this marriage, which I know you so much 
disliked, is done away with, I come to you on an errand 
which neither M. de Villefort nor Valentine could con- 
sistently undertake.” 

Noirtier’s eyes demanded the nature of her mission. 

‘““T come to entreat you, sir,’’ continued Madame de 
Villefort, “as the only one who has the right of doing 
so, inasmuch as I am the only one who will receive no 
personal benefit from the transaction—I come to entreat 
you to restore, not your love, for that she has always 
possessed, but to restore your fortune to your grand- 
daughter.” 

There was a doubtful expression in Noirtier’s eyes ; 
he was evidently trying to discover the motive of this 
proceeding, and he could not succeed in doing so. 

““May I hope, sir,’ said Madame de Villefort, “‘ that 
your intentions accord with my request ?”’ 

Noirtier made a sign that they did. 

ro In that case, sir,’ rejoined Madame de Villefort, ‘“‘ I 
will leave you overwhelmed with gratitude and happi- 
ness at your prompt acquiescence to my wishes.” 

She then bowed to M. Noirtier and retired. 

The next day M. Noirtier sent for the notary.. The 
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first will was torn up and a second: made, in which he 
left the whole of his fortune to Valentine, on condition 
that she should never be separated from him. It was 
then generally reported that Mademoiselle de Villefort, 
the heiress of the Marquis and Marchioness de Saint- 
Méran, had regained the good graces of her grandfather, 
and that she would ultimately be in possession of an 
income of 300,000 livres. 

Whilst all, the proceedings relative to the dissolution 
of the marriage-contract were being carried on at. the 
house of M. de Villefort, Monte-Cristo had paid his visit 
to the Count de Morcerf, who, in order to lose no time in 
responding to M. Danglars’s wishes, and at the same time 
to pay all due deference to his position in society, donned 
his uniform of leutenant-general, which he ornamented 
with ali his crosses, and, thus attired, ordered his finest 
horses and drove to the Rue de la Chaussée d’Antin. 
Danglars was balancing his monthly accounts, and it 
was, perhaps, not the most favourable moment for 
finding him in his best humour. At the first sight of 
his old friend, Danglars assumed his majestic air, and 
settled himself in his easy-chair. 

Morcerf, usually so stiff. and formal, accosted the 
banker in an affable and smiling manner; and feeling 
sure that the overture he was about to make would be 
well received, he did not consider it necessary to adopt 
any manoeuvres in order to gain his end, but went at once 
straight to the point. 

“Well, baron,” said he, “‘ here I am at last.. Some 
time has elapsed since our plans were formed, and they 
are not yet executed.” 2 

Morcerf paused at these words, quietly waiting till 
the cloud should have dispersed which had gathered on 
the brow of Danglars, and which he attributed to his 
silence; but, on the contrary, to his great surprise, it 
grew darker and darker. 

“To what do you allude, M. le Comte ?”’ said Dan- 
glars, as if he was trying in vain to guess at the possible 
meaning of the general’s words. 
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“Ah!” said Morcerf, ‘‘I see you are a stickler for 
forms, my dear sir, and you would remind me that the 
ceremonial rites should not be omitted. Ma foi / I beg 
your pardon; but as I have but one son, and it is the 
first time I have ever thought of marrying him, I am 
still serving my apprenticeship, you know. Come, I will 
conform.” And Morcerf, with a forcec. smile, rose, and; 
making a low bow to M. Danglars, said,— 

‘“M. le Baron, I have the honour of asking of you the 
hand of Mademoiselle Eugénie Danglars for my son, 
Viscount Albert de Morcerf.” 

But Danglars, instead of receiving this address in the 
favourable manner which Morcerf had expected, knit his 
brow, and without inviting the count, who was still 
standing, to take a seat, he said,— 

‘“M. le Comte, it will be necessary to reflect before I 
give you an answer.” 

“To reflect!’ said M. Morcerf; more and more as- 
tonished. ‘‘ Have you not had time enough for reflection 
during the eight years which have elapsed: since this 
marriage was first discussed between us ?”’ 

“M. le Comte,” said the banker, “‘ things are con- 
stantly occurring in the world to induce us to lay aside 
our most established opinions, or, at all events, to cause 
us to remodel them according to the change of circum- 
stances, which may have placed affairs in a totally 
different light to that in which we at first viewed them.” 

“T do not understand you, M. le Baron,” said Morcerf. 

““What I mean to say is this, sir, that during the last 
fortnight unforeseen circumstances have occurred——” 

“Excuse me,” said Morcerf, “ but is it a play we are 
acting >?” 

“A play ?” 

“Yes, for it is like one. Pray, let us come more to 
the point, and endeavour thoroughly to understand each 
other.” 

‘That is quite my desire.” 


“You have seen M. de Monte-Cristo, have you 
not?” k 
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“Jvsee hima very often,’ said Danglars; drawing ‘him- 
self up; “che is a particular friend of mine.” 

* Well,:im-one’ of your late ‘conversations ‘with him, 
you said that I appeared to be forgetful) and itresolute 
concerning this marriage, did you not? ”? 

“ Tidid say so”? 

“ Well, here I am; proving at ence that Iam really 
neither the one mor. the other, ae pep mealing pats to 
keep your promise om that score.” 

Danglars did not answer. 

‘\ Have-you sosoon'changéd youramind,’” added Mor- 
cerf, “orhave you only provoked my Beeucn that you 
may have'the pleasure of seeing me humbled? 

Danglars, seeing that if he continued theconyersation 
in the same tone in which he had begui it, the whole 
thing might turn out to his own disadvantage, Ere to 
Morcerf, and said,— 

“\M. le Comte, you must doubtless be surprised at my 
reserve—and I assure you it costs me much ‘to act in 
such a manner towards you— but believe me ‘when I 
say that imperative ASSESS. has imposed the painful 
task upon me.’ : 

“ These are all so many empty words, my dear sir,’ 
said Morcerf.. “ They might satisfy a new ene eee 
but the Count/:de) Morcerf does: not rank mn that \list:; 
and when a man like him comes to:another, recalls him 
his plighted word, and- this man fails to redeem the 
pledge, the has;at least, a ight to exact from him a good 
reason for so: doing,” 

» Danglars wasia coward, Ibut oid nit wish to appear so. 
He was piqued at the tone which Morcerf had just 
assumed) 

“Tam not without’a good a reason ict my condhict, r 
replied the banker. 
odt What dovyou mean to sayie” 

“T mean to say that I havea good reason, but that 
itis difficult to explain.” 

“You must be awaré,:at!:all events, that it is im- 
possible for me to understand motives before they/are 
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explained to me. | But one thing at least is clear,-which 
is, that you decline allying yourself with my family.” 

“No; sir,’ said Danglars; ‘““I merely suspend my de- 
cision, that is all.”’ by 

“And do you really flatter yourself that'I shall yield 
to all your caprices, and quietly and humbly await the 
time of agdin being received into your good graces ? ” 

‘Then, M. le Comte, if you will not wait, we must look 
upon these projects as if they had never been enter- 
tained.” 

The count bit his lips till the blood*almost started, to 
prevent the ebullition of anger which his proud and 
irritable temper scarcely allowed him to restrain: Under- 
standing, however, that in the present state of things the 
laugh would decidedly be against him, he turned from 
the door, towards which he had been directing his steps, 
and again confronted the banker. A cloud settled on his 
brow, evincing decided anxiety and uneasiness, instead 
of the expression of offended pride which had. lately 
reigned there. 

“My dear Danglars,”’ said. Morcerf, “‘ we have been 
acquainted for many years, and consequently we ought 
to make some allowances for each other’s failings. You 
owe me an explanation, and really it is but fair that J 
should know what circumstance has occurred to deprive 
my son of your favour.” 

“Tt is from no personal ill-feeling towards the vis- 
count, that is all I can:'say, sir,’ replied -Danglars, 
. who resumed his insolent manner’as soon as he per- 

ceived that Morcerf was a little softened and calmed 
down. 

“ And towards whom do you bear this personal ill- 
feeling, then ? ” said Morcerf, turning pale with anger. 

The expression of the count’s face had not remained 
unperceived by the banker. He fixed) on!him a’ look 
of greater assurance than before; and said.— 

“You may, perhaps, be bettér satisfied that I should 
not go further into particulars,” 


A trembling, caused by suppressed rage, shook the 
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whole frame of the count, but:making a violent effort 
over himself, he 'said,— [9s 

“T have a right to insist on your giving mé:an ex- 
planation. Is it Madame de Morcerf who has displeased 
you ? Is it my fortune, which you find insufficient ? 
Is it. because my opinions differ from yours ?” 

“Nothing of the kind,  sir,’? replied Danglars,.“‘ If 
such had been the case, I only should have been to blame, 
inasmuch as I was;aware of all these things when I made 
the engagement. .No; do not'seek any longer to. dis- 
cover the reason. :] really am quite ashamed: to have 
been the cause of your undergoing such severe self- 
examination. Let us drop the subject and adopt the 
middle course—namely, delay, which implies neither a 
rupture nor an engagement. |Ma. foi / there is no 
hurry, My daughter is only seventeen years old, and 
your son twenty-one. Whilst we wait time will be pro- 
gressing, events will succeed each other, Things which 
in the evening look dark and. obscure appear but too 
clearly in the light of morning, and sometimes the utter- 
ance of one word, or the lapse of a:single day, will reveal 
the most cruel calumniés.’”. 

‘““Calumnies, did you say, sir ? ”’ cried Morcerf, turning 
livid with rage.’ ‘‘ Does any one dare to slander me ?.” 

““M. le Comte, I told you that I considered it best to 
avoid all explanation.” 

“ Then, sir, 1am patiently to submit to your refusal ? ”’ 

“ Yes, sir; although I assure, you the refusal is as 
painful for me to give as it is for you to receive, for I 
had reckoned on the honour of;your alliance, and the 
breaking off of a marriage-contract always injures the 
lady more than the: gentleman.’’ 

‘“ Enough, sir,” said) Morcerf. “ We. will. speak. no 
more on the subject.) And» clenching his gloves with 
passion he left the apartment. 

Danglars remarked that during the whole conversation 
Morcerf had never once dared to ask if it) was on his 
own account that Danglars recalled his word.) That 
evening there. was a long, conference between several 
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friends, ‘and’ M. Cavalcanti, who: had remained in the 
drawing-room with the ladies, was: the last to. leave the 
house:of the banker. 

The next morning, directly he awoke, Danglars asked 
for the newspapers. ‘They were brought to him. ‘He 
laid aside three or four; and at last fixed on P Impartial. 
It was the ‘paper of which Beauchamp was! the chief 
editor. - He hastily tore off the cover, opened the journal 
with nervous precipitation, passed contemptuously over 
le premier Paris; and arriving at the miscellaneous intel- 
higence,) ‘stopped, witha mialicious smile, at a paragraph 
headed' “ YANINA.”” 

“Very good! * observed Danglars, after having read 
the paragraph; \{‘ Herevis a httle article on Colonel Fer- 
nand, which, if fam not mistaken, would render ‘the ex- 
planation which ithe Count de Morcerf igs arch of me 
perfectly unnecessary,’ 

At’ the same moment—that is; at nine o’ ‘clock in the 
morning—Albert de) Morcerf, dressed: in a black’ coat 
buttoned up to his chin; might have been seen’ walking 
with a quick and agitated step in the direction of Monte- 
Cristo’s house in the Champs -Elysées.:- When ‘he ‘ pre- 
sented himself atthe gate the! porter informed ‘him 
that the count hadi gone out about half an you pre- 
viously. 

“ Did he take Baptistin with him?” 

“Noj/M. JeVicomte.” 

‘“Calb him, then » I wish-to speak to: him.” 

The ‘concierge went to seek the valet-de-chambre, and 
returned with him incan instant. i 

“ My good ‘friend,’ said Albert) fT: beg |pardon: for 
my intrusion, but I was anxious to know from your own 
mouth if your master was really out or not.” 

“He is really out, sir,”” replied Bapstistin. 

“Out, evento me?” . 

‘T-know how happy my master! ‘always is to receive 
M: le Vicomte,”” said Baptistin, “and 1 should therefore 
never think of including him in any' general ‘order.” 

“You are right. And now I wish: to see him onan 


DHE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO. 365 
affair of great importance. Do you think it will be long 
before he comes in.?,”” 

i Noo i think not, for, he ordered his breakfast iat /ten 
e’clock,” ) 

“Well, I will go and takea turn in the Champs Bhysees 
and at ten o'clock I will.return here... Meanwhile, if M. 
le Comte should come, in, | will. you ee him, not to gO 
out again, without seeing me)?” 

oy LOW May depesicl on my doing. 50, sit) ’) said Bap- 
tistin, . 4 

Albert left the fiactes in which: he had: come oie es at 
the door, of the count, intending :to take a turn on foot. 
Ashe was passing the Allée des» Veuves he thought! he 
saw the count’s, horses, standing, at Gossett’s shooting- 
gallery. He approachtes and: soon recognized the! coach: 
man. { - 

‘{ Is, M..le Comte shooting i in the gallery ? >? said. Mor! 
ceri. Bi 

“Yes, sir,’ rephed the coachman,. 

Whilst he was speaking, Albert had heard the report of 
two or three pistol-shots. He entered, and) on his/ way 
met the waiter. thor i i | 

“Excuse: me, M.ile Vicomte;’ said} the lad, “‘ but wall 
you have the kindness to -waitia moment ?,’ 

“What for, Philip ?.?;asked \Albert, wo, being'a aicon- 
stant visitor ‘there, did not yadbestand: this opposition 
to his entrance, 

~ because. the person seis is now in yg gallery prefers 
being alone, and never practises in the passents. of any 
one.’ 

‘Not even before sions Rpt Dice with joat his 
pistols. ranteyl BOGE 

“His servant.” 

eae Nubian , Das 

t haArmegnesss 0 slides edt otodw oli 

GA ates, then.” 6.0 

‘Deo you know this) gentleman. 3i ) 

4 Yes, and I am come to look i him, He is a friend 
of mine.’ [ ba 
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‘Oh! that is quite another thing, then. I will go 
immediately and inform him of your:arrival.” 

And Philip; urged by his own curiosity, entered the 
gallery. A second afterwards Monte-Cristo appeared on 
the threshold. 

“T ask your pardon, my dear count,’ said Albert, 
‘for following you here; and I must first tell you that 
it was not the fault of your servants that I’did so. 1 
alone am to blame for the indiscretion. I went to your 
house, and they told me you were out, but that they 
expected you home at ten o’clock to breakfast. Iwas 
walking about in order to pass away the time’ till ten 
o'clock, when I caught sight of your carriage and horses.” 

“What you have just said induces me to hope that 
you intend breakfasting with me.’’ 

“No, thank you; I am thinking of other things besides 
breakfast just now. Perhaps we may take that meal at 
a later hour and in worse company.” 

“What on earth are you talking of ?”’ 

“Tam to fight to-day.” 

“What for?” 

“T am going to fight——”’ 

Yes, I understand that; but what is the quarrel ? 
People fight for all sorts of reasons, you know.” | 

““l fight in the cause of honour.” 

“Ahi! that is something serious.” 

“So serious that I come to beg you to render mea 
service.” \ 

‘ Whatiseite? 3) 

“To be my second.” 

“That is a serious matter, and we will not discuss it 
here. Let us speak of nothing till we get home.—Ahj, 
bring me some water.” 

_ The count turned up his sleeves, and passed into the 
little vestibule where the gentlemen were accustomed to 
wash their hands after shooting. 

“Come in, M. le Vicomte,” said Philip, in alow tone, 
“and I will show you something droll,” 

Morcerf entered, and, instead of the usual mark; he 
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perceived some playing cards’ fixed: against» the ‘wall. 
At'a distance Albert) thought it’ was a complete ‘suit, 
for he:counted fromthe ace to the ten: 

“Alt ah !’osaid Albert.» “I see you were preparing 
for agame of:cards.” ) 

“No,” said the count; ““ bwas making a suit of cards.” 

“How ?” said Albert. 

‘Those are really;aces and twos which you seé, but 
my balls have turned them into threes, fives; sevens, 
eights, nines, and tens.” ; 

Albert approached. oY 

In fact the balls had actually pierced the cards in: the 
exact places which the painted signs would otherwise have 
occupied, the lines and distances being as regularly kept 
as if they had been ruled with a pencil: 

“Diable |?’ said: Morcerf: 

“What would you have; my dear viscount ?)’ said 
Monte-Cristo, wiping his hands on the towel which Ali 
had brought him. “ [must occupy my leisure moments 
in some way or other. But come, [.am waiting for 
you.” pera: 

Both then entered Monte-Cristo’s chariot, which in the 
course of a few minutes deposited them safely at No. 30. 
Monte-Cristo took Albert into his study, and pointing to 
a seat, placed another for himself.!) 

“Now let us talk the matter over quietly,” said the 
count, WE 

‘“‘ You see I ani perfectly composed,’’ said Albert. 

‘“With whom are you going to fight ?”’ 

‘“ With Beauchamp.” 

‘““Is he one of your friends ? ’’ 

‘“Of course; itis always with friends that one fights.”’ 

‘“‘T suppose you have some cause of quarrel ?.”’ 

“Hhavenen 

‘“ What has he done to you ?” 

‘There appeared in bis journal last night--—- But 
wait, read for yourself.” 

And Albert handed over the paper to the count, who 
read as follows :— 
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“A correspondent»af Yanina ‘informs us ef a fact of 
which until mow we had temained: im ignorance, The 
castle which formed: the protection of the town was 
given up ito the: Turks by a.French officer named’ Fer- 
nand, in whom the Grand Vizier, Ali’ soa had re- 
posed: the greatest confidence.” 


“ Well,” said Monte- Cristo, ‘sash tia you see in that 
tovannoy “you ? or! cf 

““What do I see in it ?” 

“Yes; what does it signify to ‘yowuaf the castle of 
Yanina was giverbup by a French officer?” 

‘““ [psignifies to my father, the eats of. Moreerf, whose 
Christian name is Fernand”? 

“ Did your fathet serve Ali Pacha’? ”? 

“Yes; that is to say, he fought fori the independentce 
of the Greeks, and hence arises the calummy.)? | 1! 

“Oh, my dear viscount} do talk! reason! ”’ 

“TF donot desire to do otherwise.” 

“ Now ‘just tell me; who the. devil SNOeKe janige in 
France that the officer Fernand and the Count de Morcerf 
are one and the same person ?)'/And  who:-cares now 
about Yanina, which was takem as Terni ago.as the-year | 
L8gziori £82520’ y 

“That just proves the pladkindss of the pérfidy. They. 
have allowed all this’ time ‘torelapse, and: then, allof a 
sudden, rake up events which have been forgotten, ‘to 
furnish: materials for-scandal, im ‘order: td tarnish the 
lustre of our high position. 11: mherit my: father’s name, 
and I do not choose that the shadowof disgrace should 
darken it. I am going to Beauchamp, in whose journal 
this paragraph appears, and I shall:insist om his retract: 
ing the assertiom before two witnesses.’’ 

es Beauchamp will never retract.” 

“Then he must fight.” ; 

“No, he walk not); for:he will tell you, what is ‘very 
true, that perhaps there were fifty officers 1 in the Greek 
arnvy bearing the same name.” 

“We will “feht, nevertheless, J will ean that blot 
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on my father’s character. My father, who was such a 
brave soldier, whose career was'so brilliant a 

“ Oh, well, he will add, “ We are warranted in believing 
that this Fernand is not the illustrious Count de Morcerf, 
who also bears the same Christian name.’ ” 

“I am determined not to be content with anything 
short of an entire tetractation.” 

“And you intend to make him do it in the presence 
of two witnesses, do you ?*”: 

ins Ves.’ { 

“You do wrong.” 

“Which means, I suppose, that you refuse the service 
which I asked of you ?” 

“You know my theory regarding duels. I told you 
my opinion on that subject, if you remember, when we 
were at Rome.” 

““ Nevertheless, my dear count, I found you this morn- 
ing engaged in an occupation but little consistent with 
the notions you profess to entertain.” . 

‘““ Because, my dear fellow, you understand one must 
never be eccentric. If'one’s lot is*cast amongst fools, 
it 1s necessary to study folly. I shall, perhaps, find my- 
self one day called out by some harebrained scamp, who 
has no more’real cause for quarrel with me than you 
have with Beauchamp. He may take me to task for’ 
some foolish trifle or ‘other ; -he will bring his witnesses 
or will insult me in some ‘public place; and I suppose I 
am expected to kill him for all that.” 

“You admit that you would’fight; then ? Well, if 
so, why do’you object to my doing so?” ’ 

“JT do not say that you ought not to fight ; I only say 
that a duel is a serious thing, and ought not to be under- 
taken without due reflection.” 

‘Did he reflect before he insulted my father >?” 

“Tf he spoke hastily, and owns that he did'so, you 
ought to be satisfied.’” | 

“ Ah, my dear count, you'are far too indulgent.” 

+ And you far too exacting. Supposing, for instance— 
and do not be angry at what I am going to say——” 
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“Well 2”? 

‘“‘ Supposing the assertion to be really true? ’”’ 

“A son ought not to submit to such a stain on his 
father’s honour,” 

“Ma foi/ we live in,times when there; is, much >to 
which we must submit.” ; ie 

“That is precisely the fault of the age.’ 

‘And do you undertake to reform it,?”’ 

“Yes, as far as I am personally concerned.” 

“Ma foi / you are indeed rigid, my dear fellow!’ 

“ Well, I own it.”’ 

‘“‘ Are you quite impervious to good advice ?”’ 

‘““Not when it comes from a friend.” 

‘‘ And do you accord me that title ? ” 

“ Certainly Ido.” 

“Well, then, before going to Beauchamp. with your 
witnesses, seek further|information on the subject.” 

From whom ?”’ 

“From Haydeée.”’ tord 

‘“Why, what can be the use of mixing a woman up in 
the affair ?. What can she doinit ?” 

‘““ She can declare to you, for example, that your father 
had no hand whatever-in the defeat and. death of the 
vizier; or if by chance he had indeed. the. misfortune) | 
toss 

‘ Lhave already told you, my dear. count, that I would 
not for one moment admit of such a supposition,” 

“You reject this means of information, then ?.” 

“I do, most decidedly.” 

‘Then let me offer one more, word. of advice.” 

‘Do so, then, but let it be the last.” 

“You do not wish to hear it; perhaps ? ” 

‘On the contrary, I request it.’’ 

“Do not take any witnesses with you when you go to 
Beauchamp. _ Visit him alone,” 

“That would be contrary to all custom.” 

‘“ Your case/is not.an ordinary one.” 


“And what is your reason for advising me to go 
alone ?”’ 
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“Because then the affair will rest between’ you and 
Beauchamp.’ © ° 

‘““ Explain yourself.” TOR 

“T will do so. If Beauchamp be disposed to retract, 
you ought at least to give him the opportunity of doing 
it of his own free will. The satisfaction to you will be 
the same. If, on the contrary, he refuses to do so, it 
will then be quite time enough to admit two'strangers 
into. your secret,” , 

“They will not be strangers; they will be friends.” 

“Ah! but theifriends of to-day are the enemies of to- 
morrow. Beauchamp, for instance.’ 

“So you recommend+—”’ 

‘““T recommend you to be prudent.” 

‘Then you advise me to go alone to Reauchamp ? ” 

“T do, and Iwill tell you why. When you wish to 
obtain some concession from a man’s sélf-love, you must 
avoid even the appearance of wishing to wound it.” 
“| believe you are right.” 

“T am glad of it.” 

‘““ Then I will go alone.” 

“Go; cbut you would do better ‘still by not going 
at all.” 

‘ That is impossible.” 

“Do so, then, It will be'a wiser plan than the first 
which you proposed.” 

“ But if, inspite of all my precautions, I am at last 
obliged to fight, will you not be my second ?”’ 

‘“My dear viscount,’ said Monte-Cristo gravely, “‘ you 
must have seen before to-day that at all times and in all 
places I have been:at your disposal, but the service which 
you have just demanded of me is one which it is out of 
my power to render you.” 

“ Why ? ”? 

“Perhaps you may know at some future period, and, 
in the meantime, I request you to excuse my declining 
to put you in possession of my reasons.” 

“ Well, I will have Franz and Chateau-Renaud ; they 
will be the very men for it.” 
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“Do so, then.” 

“ But if I do fight, you all surely not aBiente to giving 
me a lesson or two in shooting and pa Hits Prtt 

‘That, too, is. mmpossible.”’ 

“What a singular being, Hoe are }) You will not inter- 
ferein anything,” 

“ You are Hight. That is the: principi om which I 
wish to act.” 

“We will say no more about it, them Good-bye, 
count.”’ 

Morcerf took his, hat and left the room!) He found his 
chariot at the door, and doing his utmost to restrain his 
anger, he drove at once to Beauchamp’s house: 

Beauchamp was in his, office. Im was one of those 
gloomy, dusty-looking. apartments, such as journalists’ 
offices have always been from time immemorial. > | 

The servant announced M. Albert de Morcerf. Beau- 
champ repeated the name to himself; as though he could 
scarcely believe that he had heard right, and then gave 
orders for him to be admitted. Albert entered: 

Beauchamp uttered an exclamation of surprise on see- 
ing his friend leap over and trample under foot all the 
newspapers which were strewed about the room. 

“Here! here! my dear Albert, 1? said he, holding out 
his hand to the young man. ‘Arte you out of your 
senses, or do you come peaceably to take breakfast with 
me? Try and find a seat, There is one by that ger- 
anium, which is, the only thing in the room to remind 
me that. there, are other leaves in) the world besides 
leaves of paper.’ 

‘‘ Beauchamp,” said Albert, “itis of ois journal that 
I come to, speak.” 

“ Indeed! What do you wish to say aboutiit,?” 

“TI desire that a statement contained in it should be 
rectified.” 

“ To what do you allude ?. But pray sit down.” 

“Thank you,’ said Albert, with a cold and formal bow. 

“Will, you now have the kindness to explain the 
nature of the statement which has displeased: you? ” 
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“ An announcement has been made which implicates 
the honour of a.mempber of my ‘family.’ 

‘What vis it? said, Beauchamp, much surprised: 


“Surely you must be, mistaken.’ 


“ It is an. article headed Yanina.’’ 

“> YaRuae. 2717 

“ Yes... Really you appear to’ be fotalty ignorant ck 
the cause which brings me-here:’’ 

‘Such is really.the case,! [assure you, upon my 
honour !—Baptiste, give me pestenaa= paper,” cried 
Beauchamp. 

‘Here, I have brought mine with me,” replied Albert. 

Beauchamp took the paper, and read the article to 
which Albert pointed in an undertone. 

“You see it is,a serious annoyance,” said Morcerf, 
when Heauehaiap had finished the Berea of the para- 
graph. 

“Is the officer alluded to a relation of yours, then ?”’ 
demanded the journalist. 

‘“ Yes,” said Albert, blushing. 

7 Well, what do you wish me to do for you ?” slid 
Beauchamp mildly. 

‘““My dear Beauchamp, I wish you to contradict the 
statement.’? 

Beauchamp looked, at Albert with a benevolent ex- 
pression, 

‘“Come,’’-said he, “this matter will want a good abal 
of talking over,,A retractation is always a serious thing, 
you know... Sit.down, and I will read it again.’ 

Albert resumed. his seat, and Beauchamp read, with 
more attention than at first, the lines denounced by his 


| friend. 


“Well,” said elles in a determined tone, “ you see 
that your paper has insulted a’ member of my family, 
and | insist on:a retractation being made.” 

+ YOUinsist. 2. 

‘Yes, J insist,’’ 

“Permit me to temind you’ that you are not in'the 
Chambre, my dear: viscount.” 
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“Nor do I wish to be there,” replied the young man, 
rising. ‘‘I repeat that Ivamdetermined to have the 
announcement’ of yesterday contradicted. You have 
known me long enough,” continued Albert, biting’ his 
lips convulsively, for he saw that Beauchamp’s anger 
was beginning to rise—‘‘ you have been my friend, and 
therefore sufficiently intimate with’ me to be aware ‘that 
I am likely to maintain my résolution on this point.” 

“Tf I, have been your friend, Morcerf, your present 
manner of speaking would almost lead me to forget that 
I ever bore that title. But wait a moment. «Do not let 
us be angry, or, at least; not yet. You are irritated 
and.vexed. Tell me how this Fernand is related to 
you.” LY 
“He is merely my father,’ said Albert—“ M. Fernand 
Mondego, Count de Morcerf, an old soldier, who has 
fought in twenty battles, and whose honourable. scars 
they would denounce as badges of disgrace.” 

“Is it your father?” said Beauchamp. ‘ That is 
quite another thing. Then'I can well understand your 
indignation, my dear Albert. I will re-peruse ;’” and 
he read the paragraph for the third time; laying a stress 
on each word as he proceeded: “‘ But the paper no- 
where identifies this Fernand with your father.” 

“No; but the connection will be seen by others, and 
therefore I will have the article contradicted.” 

At the words J will Beauchamp steadily raised his eyes 
to Albert’s countenance, and then as gradually lowering 
them, he remained thoughtful fora few moments. 

“ You will retract this assertion, will you not, Beau- 
champ ?”’ said Albert, with» increased though stifled 
anger. 

Yes,” replied Beauchamp. 

“ Immediately ?” said Albert. 

‘When I am convinced that the statement js false.’’ 

“What ?” 

“ The thing is worth looking into, and I will take pains 
to investigate the matter thoroughly.” 

‘‘ But what is there to investigate, sir?” said Albert, 
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enraged beyond measure at’ Beauchamp’s last remark. 
“If yow:do not ‘believe that it is my father, say so 
immediately ; and if, on the contrary, you believe it 
to be him, state your reasons for doing so.”’ 

Beauchamp looked at Albert with the smile which was 
so pecuhar'to him, and which, in its numerous modifica- 
tions, served to express every varied feeling of his mind. 

“Sir,” replied he, ‘‘ifsyow came!to me with the idea 
of demanding satisfaction, you'should have gone at once 
to the point, and not have-éntertained me with: the idle 
conversation ‘to which I have been patiently listening 
for the last half-hour. Am:Ivto put this construction 
on your visiti?”’ ¢ 

“Yes, if you will not consent to retract that infamous 
calumny.” 

“Wait a moment. No» threats, ifyou please, M. 
Fernand Mondego; Vicomte de Morcerf. I never allow 
them {rom my enemies, and therefore shall not put up 
with them ‘from my friends,;) "You insist on my contra- 
-dicting the article relating to:'General Fernand, an article 
in which, I assure you;'on my word of honour, I have 
not taken the slightest share ? ”’ 

“Yes, I insist on it!’? said: Albert, whose mind was 
beginning to get bewildered with the excitement of his 
feelings. ‘asker 

“Andif I] refuse to retract, you wish to fight, do you?” 
said Beauchamp,.in a calm tone. 

“Yes!” replied Albert, raising his voice. 

‘“ Well,” said Beauchamp, “here is my answer, my 
dear sir. The article was not inserted by me—I was not 
even aware of it; but you have by the step you have 
taken called my attention to the paragraph in question, 
-and it will’ remain untilit shall be either contradicted 
or confirmed by some oné who has a right to do'so.” 

“Cir,” said Albert) rising, ‘I will) do myself | the 
honour of sending my seconds: to you, and you. will 
be kind enough to arrange with them the place of meet- 
ing and the arms which we are'to-use. Do you under- 
stand me ?”’ upd 
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“Certainly, my dear sir.” 

‘““ And this evening, if you please, or to-morrow at the 
latest, we will meet.” 

“No, no! I will bé.on the ground at the proper time; 
but, in my opinion (and I have a right to dictate the 
preliminaries, as it is I who have received the provoca- 
tion)—in my opinion the time ought noti to be yet: I 
know you to be well skilled)in the management of the 
sword, whilst I am only moderately so; I know, too, 
that you are a ‘good marksman—there we are about 
equal. I know that a duel between us two would be a 
serious affair, because you are brave, and I am brave 
also. I do not therefore wish either to kill you or to be 
killed myself without a cause. Now!1 am going to put 
a question to you, and one very much to the purpose, too. 
Do you insist on: this retractation iso far as to kill me 
if I do not make it, although I have repeated more than 
once, and affirmed on my honour, that I was ignorant 
of the thing with which you charge me, and although I 
still declare that it 1s impossible for any one but you 
to recognize the Count de Morcerf under the: name ‘of 
Fernand ?” 

“JT maintain my original resolution.” 

“ Very well, my dear sir, then I consent to cut throats 
with you; but I require three weeks’ preparation: At 
theyend of thait. time I shall'come: and-say'to! you, ‘ The 
assertion is false, and [I retract. it,’ or, “The assertion :is 
true,’ when I shall immediately draw the sword from its 
sheath, or the pistols from the case, whichever you please.”’ 

‘““Three weeks!” cried Albert: | ‘‘ They’ will pass. as 
slowly as three centuries, when I am-all the time suffer- 
ing dishonour.”’ ) 

‘Had you continued to remain on amicable terms 
with me, I, should. have said,‘ Patience, | my friend ; ’ 
but you have constituted yourself my enemy; therefore I 
say, ‘ What does that signify to me, sir >??? i 

‘ Well, let it be three weeks; then;’’ said Morcerf, ‘{ But 
remember, at the-expiration of that time, no delay:or 
subterfuge will justify you in a 
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““M. Albert de Morcerf,’’ said Beauchamp, rising in 
his turn, “ I cannot throw you out ef window for three 
weeks—that is to say, for twenty-four days to come— 
nor have you any right to spit my skull open til that 
time has elapsed. To-day is the 2gth of August; the 
21st of September will, therefore, be the conclusion of 
the term agreed: on, and till that time arrives—and it 
is the advice of a gentleman which Iam about to give 
you-—till then we will refrain from growling and’ barking 
like two dogs chained within sight of each other,’ 

When he had concluded this speech, Beauchamp 
‘bowed coldly to: Albert, turned his back upen him, and 
retired to his printing-office. Albert vented his anger 
on a pile of newspapers, which he sent flying all over 
the room by ‘switching them: violently. with ‘his stick; 
after which ebullition he departed, not, however, without 
walking several times to the door of the printing-office, 
as if he had half a mind ta enter... Whilst, Albert was 
lashing the front of his chariot in the same manner that 
he had done to the newspapers. which were the innocent 
agents of his discomfiture, as he was crossing the barrier 
he perceived Morrel, who was walking with a quick 
step and a bright eye. He was passing the Chinese 
Baths, and appeared'to have come from the direction 
‘of the Porte Saint-Martin, and to ‘be going towards the 
Magdalen. 

Ah!” said Morcerf, “there goes a happy man!.”’ 

And Albert was not mistaken in his opinion. 


CHAPTER, LXXEX» jn 

THE LEMONADE. |” 
Morret was, in fact, very happy. M.|Noirtier had 
just sent for him, and he was in such haste to know the 
reason of his doing $0, that he had not stopped to take a 
fiacre, placing infinitely ‘more dependence on his own 
two legs than on the-four'legs ofa cab-horse./ He had, 

Il, 9 
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therefore, set off at'a furious rate from the Rue Meslay, 
and was hastening with rapid strides in the direction 
of the Faubourg Saint-Honoré, Morrel advanced with 
a firm, manly tread, and poor Barrois followed him as 
he best might. Morrel was only thirty-one, Barrois was 
sixty years of age; Morrel ‘was deeply in love, and 
Barrois was dying with heat and exertion. These two 
men, thus opposed in age and interests, resembled two 
parts of a triangle, presenting the extremes of separation, 
yet, nevertheless, possessing their point of union; This 
point of union was Noirtier, and it was he who had 
just sent for Morrel with the request that he would lose 
no time in coming to him—-a command which Morrel 
obeyed to the letter, to the great discomfiture of Barrois. 

On arriving at the house, Morrel was not even out of 
breath, for love lends wings to our desires; but Barrois, 
who had long forgotten what it was to love, was sorely 
fatigued by the expedition he had been constrained to 
use. 

The old servant introduced Morrel by a private en- 
trance, closed the door of the study, and soon the rustling: 
of a dress announced the arrival of Valentine. She: 
looked marvellously beautiful in her deep mourning-, 
dress, and Morrel experienced such intense delight in. 
gazing upon her that he felt as if he could almost have: 
dispensed with the conversation of her grandfather. 
But the easy-chair of the oldiman was heard rolling along ; 
the floor, and he soon made his appearance in the room.. 
Noirtier acknowledged by a look of extreme kindness and 
benevolence the thanks which Morrel lavished on him: 
for his timely intervention on behalf of Valentine and| 
himself—an intervention which had saved them from: 
despair. Morrel then cast on the invalid an interrogative: 
look, as to the new favour which he designed to bestow? 
on him. Valentine was sitting ata little distance from 
them, timidly awaiting the moment when she should! 
be obliged to speak. Noirtier fixed his eyes on her. 

‘‘ Am I to say what you told me ?”’ asked Valentine. 

Noirtier made a sign that she was to do so, j 
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‘“M. Morrel,”’ said Valentine, to the young man, who 
was regarding her with the most, intense interest, ‘my 
grandiather, M, Noirtier, had.a thousand things to say, 
which he told me three days ago, and now he has sent 
for you, that I may.repeat: them to, you. I will repeat 
them, then; and since he has chosen me as. his, inter- 
preter, I will be faithful to the trust, and will not alter a 
word of his intentions.” rs 

“Oh, I am listening with. the, greatest.impatience,” 
replied the young man; “speak, I beg of you.” 

Valentine cast down her eyes, This was a good omen 
for Morrel, for he knew that nothing but. happiness 
could have the power of thus overcoming Valentine.. 

“My grandfather intends leaving this. house,’ said 
she, “and Barrois is looking out suitable apartments for 
him in another.” 

“ But you, Mademoiselle de. Villefort—you, who are 
necessary to M. Noirtier’s happiness+—’ 

“Me ?” interrupted Valentine, ‘‘ I shall not leave my 
grandfather; that is an, understood thing between us. 
My apartment will be, close to his. Now, M. de Villefort 
must either give his consent to.this plan or. his refusal. 
In the first case I shall leave directly, and in the second, 
I shall. await my majority, which willbe completed in 
about ten months. Then I shall be free. I. shall, have 
an independent fortune, and——” 

“ And what ?”’ demanded 'Morrel. 

“ And with my grandfather’s consent I shall fulfil the 
promise which I have made you.” 

Valentine pronounced, these Jast few words in such a 
low tone that nothing but, Morrel’s intense interest in 
what she was saying could have enabled, him to, hear 
them. | 

‘“Have I not explained your, wishes, grandpapa ?”’ 
said Valentine, addressing Noirtier. 

‘““ Yes,’ looked the old, man. 

‘Once under my grandfather's roof, M.,Morrel can 
visit me in the presence of my good and worthy pro- 
tector, if we still feel that the union we contemplated 
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will be likely to ensure our future comfort and happiness. 
In that case I shall expect M. Morrel to come and claim 
me at my own hands. But, alas! I have heard it said 
that hearts inflamed by obstacles to their desire grow 
cold in time of security. I trust we shall never find it 
so in our experience.” 

“Oh!” cried Morrel, almost tempted to throw him- 
self on his knees before Noirtier and Valentine, and to 
adore them as two superior: beings, “what have I ever 
done in my life to merit such unbounded happiness ? ” 

“‘ Until that time,” continued the young girl, in'a calm 
and self-possessed tone of voice, “we will conform to cir- 
cumstances, and be guided by the wishes of our friends, 
so long as those wishes do not tend ‘finally to separate 
us. In one word, and I repeat it, because it expresses 
all I wish to convey—we will wait.” 

““ And I swear to make all the sacrifices which this word 
imposes, sir,” said Morrel, “ not only with resignation, 
but with cheerfulness.” 

“ Therefore,” continued Valentine, looking playfully at 
Maximilian, ““no more inconsiderate actions, no more 
rash projects; for you surely would not wish te com- 
promise the feelings of her who from this day regards 
herself as destined, honourably and happily, to bear 
your name ?”’ 

Morrel looked obedience to her commands. Noirtier 
‘regarded the lovers with a look of ineffable tenderness, 
whilst Barrois, who had remained in the room in the 
character of a man privileged to know everything that 
passed, smiled on the youthful couple as he wiped the 
perspiration from his bald forehead, 

‘“ How hot you look, my good Barrois!” said Valentine. 

“Ah! I have been running very fast, mademoiselle, 
but I must do M. Morrel the justice to say that he ran 
still faster.” 

Noirtier directed their attention to a waiter, on which 
was placed a decanter containing lemonade anda glass. 
The decanter was nearly full, with the exception of a 
little which had been already drunk by M. Norrtier. 
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“Come, Barrois,”’ said the young girl, “‘ take some of 
ie lemonade ; I see you are coveting a good draught 
SPatye 

“The fact is, mademoiseHe,” said Barrois, “I am 
dying with thirst, and since you are so kind as. to. offer 
it me, I cannot say I should at all,object to drinking 
your health in a glass of it.’ 

“ Take some, then, and come back immediately.”’ 

Barrois took away the! waiter, and hardly was he out- 
side the door which, im his haste, he forgot to shut, than 
they saw hun throw back his head and empty to the 
very dregs the glass which Valentine had filled., Val- 
entine and Morrel were exchanging their adieux in the 
presence of Noirtier when a ring was heard at the door- 
bell. It was the signal of a visit. Valentine looked. at 
her watch. 

“It is past noon,” said she, “ and to-day is Saturday. 
I dare say itis the doctor, grandpapa.”’ 

Noirtter looked his conviction that she was right in her 
supposition. 

‘’ He will come in here, and M. Morrel had better go; 
do you not think so, grandpapa ? ” 

“ Yes,” signed the old man, 

“ Barrois |” called Valentine +‘) Barrois |? 

“T am coming, mademoiselle,” replied he., 

“ Barrois will open the door for you,’ said Valentine, 
addressing Morrel. ‘“‘ And now remember one thing, 
Mr. Officer, that my grandfather commands, you not to 
take any rash or ill-advised step which would be likely 
to. compromise our happiness.” 

PEs promised him to wait,” rephed Morrel, “and I will 
wait.” 

At this moment Barrois: entered. 

Who tang ?”’ asked Valentine. 

“Dr. dAvrigny,”” said Bairrois, staggering as if he 
would fall. 

‘What is the matter, Barrois >” said. Valentine. 

| The! old man did not answer, but looked at his, master 
witht wild, staring eyes, whilst with his eramped hand, he 
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grasped a piece of furniture to enable him to stand up- 
right. 

5 He is going to fall!” cried Morrel. 

The trembling which had attacked Barrois gradually 
increased, the features of the face became quite altered, 
and the convulsive movement of the muscles appeared 
to indicate the approach of a most serious nervous dis- 
order: Noirtier, seeing Barrois in this pitiable con- 
dition, showed by his looks all the various emotions of 
sorrow and sympathy which can animate the heart of 
man. Barrois made some steps towards his master. 

“ Ah, sir,” said he; “tell: me what is the matter with 
me? I am suffering—I cannot see. A thousand fiery 
darts are piercing my brain. Ah, don’t touch me, pray 
don’t!” 

By this time his haggard eyes had the appearance of 
being ready to start from their sockets; his head fell back, 
and the lower extremities of the body began to stiffen. 

Valentine uttered a cry of horror. Morrel took her in | 
his arms, as if to defend her from some unknown danger. 

“M. d’Avrigny! M. d’Avrigny!’» cried she in a 
stifled voice. ‘‘ Help! help!” 

Barrois turned round, and, with a great effort, stumbled | 
a few steps, then fell at the feet of Noirtier, and resting 
his hand on the knee of the invalid, exclaimed, ‘‘ My 
master! my good master !”’ 

At this moment, M. de Villefort, attracted by the noise, 
appeared on the'threshold. Morrel relaxed his hold of 
Valentine, and retreating to a distant corner of the room 
he remained half hidden behind a curtain. Pale as if 
he had been gazing’ on a serpent, he fixed his terrified 
eye on the agonized sufferer. 

Noirtier, burning with impatience and terror, was in 
despair at his utter inability to help his old domestic, 
whom he regarded more in the light of a friend than a 
servant. One might trace the terrible conflict which 
was going on between the living, energetic mind and the 
inanimate and helpless body, by the fearful swelling of 
the veins of his forehead and the contraction of the 
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muscles round the eye. \ Barrois; his featurés convulsed, 
his eyes suffused, with blood, and his head thrown back, 
was lying at full length, beating the floor with his hands, 
whilst his legs were become so stiff that. they looked.as 
if they would break rather than bend. A slight appear- 
ance of foam was visible round the mouth, and he breathed 
painfully and with extreme difficulty. 

Villefort seemed stupefied with astonishment, and 
remained gazing intently on the scene before him with- 
out uttering a word. He had not seen Morrel.. After 
a moment of dumb, contemplation,’ during which. his 
face became pale, and his hair seemed to stand on end, 
he sprang towards the door, erying out,— 

“ Doctor ! doctor! come instantly, pray come.” 

“Madame! madame!’ cried) Valentine, calling her 
stepmother, and running upstairs to meet her, “ come 
quick, quick! and bring your bottle of smelling-salts 
with you.” 

“What. is the matter ?”’ said Madame de Villefort, 
in a harsh and constrained tone. 

‘““Oh, come! come!.”’ 

“But where is the doctor ?’’ exclaimed Villefort ; 
‘where is he ?:”” 

Madame de Villefort now deliberately descended the 
staircase. In one hand she held her handkerchief, with 
which she appeared to be wiping her face, and in the 
other a bottle of English smelling-salts. Her first look 
on entering the room was at Noirtier, whose face, in- 
dependent of the emotion which such a scene could not 
fail of producing, proclaimed him to be in possession of 
his usual health; her second glance was at the dying 
man. She turned pale, and her eye passed quickly from 
the servant and rested on the master. 

“In the name of Heaven, madame,” said Villefort, 
“where is the doctor ?>—he was with you just now. You 
see this is a fit of apoplexy, and he might be saved if he 
could but be bled!” | 

“Has he eaten anything lately ?”’ asked Madame de 
Villefort, eluding her husband’s question. 
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‘* Madame,’ replied Valentine, “he has not even 
breakfasted. He has been running very fast on an 
errand with whith my grandfather charged him, and 
when he returned he took nothing but a glass of lemon- 
ade.” 

‘OAh,” said Madame de Villefort, “ why did he not 
take wine ? Lemonade was a very bad thing for him,” 

““Grandpapa’s bottle of lemonade was standing just 
by his side. Poor Barrois was very thirsty, and was 
thankful to drink anything he could find.” 

Madame de: Villefort' started. Noirtier looked at her 
with a glance of the most profound scrutiny. 

“He has such a short neck,’ said she. 

“ Madame,” said De Villefort, “Toask where is M. 
d’Avrigny ? In God’s name answer me !”’ 

“He is with Edward, who is not quite well,’ replied 


Madame.de Villefort, no donger being able to avoid) 


answering. 

Villefort rushed upstairs to fetch him himself. 

“Take this,’ said Madame de Villefort, giving her 
smelling-bottle to Valentine. “They will, no doubt, 
bleed him, therefore I will retire, for I cannot endure 
the sight of blood,” and she followed her husband) up- 
stairs. 

Morrel now emerged from his hiding-place, where he 
had remained quite unperceived, so great had been the 
general confusion. 

“Go away as quick as you can, Maximilian,” said 
Valentine, “ and stay till I send for you. Go.” 

Morrel looked towards Noirtier ‘for. permission to 
retire. The old man, who had preserved all his usual 
sang-froid, made a sign’ to him to do so. The young 
man pressed Valentine’s hand to his lips, and then left the 
house by a back staircase. At the same moment that he 
quitted the room, Villefort and the doctor entered by 
an opposite entrance. Barrois was now showing signs 
of returning consciousness. The crisis seemed past; a 
lew moaning was heard, and he raised himself on one knee. 
D’Avrigny and Villefort laid him on a couch. 
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; “What de you pres! ibe, doctor ?)”’ demanded. Ville- 
ort. 

“Give me some water and ether ; you have some in 
the house, have you not ?” 

“ Yes.” 

“Send for some oil of turpentine and tartar emetic.” 

Villlefort immediately dispatched a ee sereED 

if And now: let every one retire,” 

“Must I go, too?”’ asked Valentine timidly. 

“Yes, mademoiselle, you especially,’”’ replied. the 
doctor abruptly, 

Valentine looked at: M. d’Avrigny with astonishment, 
kissed her’ grandfather on the forehead, and left the 
room. The doctor closed the door after her with a 
gloomy air. 

“Look! look! doctor,’ said Villéfort : “he is quite 
coming round again. Jvreally do not think, after all, it 
is anything of consequence.” 

M..d Avrigny answered by a melancholy smile: 

“ How do you feel ener lt Barrois ?.’”? asked he. 

‘A little better; sir.” 
5 Will you drink some.of this ether and water ?”’ 
{DL will try ; but don’t touch me.’ 

{Why nob? "to: 

es eas I feel ‘that if you were acai to touch me 

with the tip of your finger, the fit would return.” 

“ Drnk.” 

Barrois took’ the glass, and raising it: to his purple 


dips, took about half of the liquid offered him. 


‘‘ Where do you suffer ?”’ asked the doctor. 

‘« Everywhere feel cramp over my whole body.” 

“Do you find any Cagzine sensation before the 
eyes? > | 

‘'Vesur 

“Any noise in the ears 2”? 

“ Frightful.”’ 

“When did you first feel that ?”’ 

“ Just now.” 


od} Suddenly?” 


ihe 9a 
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‘Yes; like:a clap of thunder.” 

“Did you feel nothing of it yesterday or the day 
before ?»”’ 

‘““ Nothing.”’ 

‘““ No drowsiness ?” 

“Nones’’ 

“What have you eaten to-day ?”’ i 

“T have eaten nothing; I only drank a glass of my 
master’s lemonade—that’s all,’ and. Barrois turned 
towards Noirtier, who, immovably fixed in his armchair, 
was contemplating this terrible scene without allowing a 
word or a movement to escape him. 

‘Where is this lemonade ?’’ asked the doctor eagerly. 

‘“ Downstairs, in the decanter.’ 

‘““Whereabouts downstairs ? ” 

“In the kitchen.” 

“Shall I go and fetch it, doctor ? ’’ inquired Villefort. 

“No; stay here, and try to make Barrois drink: the 
rest of this glass of ether and water. .I will go myself 
and fetch the lemonade.”’ 

D’Avrigny bounded towards the door, flew down the 
back staircase, and almost knocked down Madame de 
Villefort in his haste, who was herself going down to the. 
kitchen. D’Avrigny paid no attention to her. Pos-- 
sessed with but one idea, he cleared the last four steps 
with a bound, and rushed into the kitchen, where he saw 
the decanter about three parts empty still standing on 
the waiter, where it had been left. He darted upon it as. 
an eagle would seize upon its prey. Panting with loss, 
of breath, he returned to the room :he had just left. 
Madame de Villefort was slowly ascending the steps which: 
led to her room. 


“Is this the decanter you spoke of ? ” asked D’ Avrigny.. 
“ Yes, doctor.’’ 

“Is this the same lemonade of which you partook ? ” 
“T believe so.” 

“What did it taste like ?”’ 

“ It had a bitter taste.” 


The doctor poured some drops of the lemonade into th 
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palm of his hand, put his lips to it, and after having 
rinsed his mouth as a man does when he is tasting wine, 
he spat the liquor into the fireplace. 

“ It is no doubt: the same,’’ said he. ‘! Did you drink 
some too, M. Noirtier ? ”’ 

ce Yes.” 

“And did you also discover a bitter taste ?” 

fia CS... 

“Oh, doctor!” cried Barrois, ‘“‘ the fit is coming on 
again. Oh, have pity on me!” 

The doctor flew to his patient. 

“ That emetic, Villefort; see if it is coming.” 

Villefort sprang into the passage, exclaiming,— 

“The emetic! the emetic! Is it come yet ?” 

No one answered. The most profound terror reigned 
throughout the house. 

“ If I had anything by means of which I could inflate 
the lungs,”’ said D’Avrigny, looking around him, “ per- 
haps I might prevent suffocation. But there is nothing 
which would do—nothing ! ”’ 

“ Oh, sir!” cried Barrois, “ are you going to let me die 
without help ? Oh, Iam dying! Oh, save me!” 

“A pen! a pen!”’ said the doctor. 

There was one lying on the table; he endeavoured to 
introduce it into the mouth of the patient, who, in the 
midst of his convulsions, was making vain attempts to 
vomit, but the jaws were so clenched that the pen could 
not pass them. This second attack was much more 
violent than the first, and he had slipped from the couch 
to the ground, where he was writhing in agony. | 

The doctor left him in this paroxysm, knowing that 
he could do nothing to alleviate it, and going up to 
Noirtier, said abruptly,— 

“How do you find yourself? Well)?” 

¢ Yes.’ f ‘ 

“Have you any weight on the chest; or does your 
stomach feel light and comfortable—eh ?”’ 

ce Yess 

‘Then you feel pretty much as you generally do after 
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you have had the dose’ which I am accustomed to give 
you ba Sunday ?” 

‘’ Did Barrois ere: your lemonade put 

is Yes. ” 

e Was it you who asked him to ee some 5 it r” 

ins No. 

“Was it M. de Villefort a 

“e No. ) 

“ Madame ? ”’ 

ce No. » 

“Tt was your granddaughter, then, was it not ?’” 

Yes 

A groan from Barrois, accompanied by a yawn which 
seemed to crack the very jawbones, attracted the atten- 
tion of M. d’Avrigny. He left M. Noirtier and returned 
to the sick man. 

‘‘ Barrois,’’ said the doctor, ““ can you speak ?” 

Barrois muttered a few unintelligible words. 

“Try and make an effort to do so, my good man,” 
said D’ Avrigny. 

Barrois reopened his bloodshot eyes. 

‘““Who made the lemonade ? ”’ 

ins I did.”’ 

“Did you bring it to your master directly it was 
made ?”’ 

“ae No,’ 

“You left it somewhere, then, in the meantime ?”” 

ve Yes 5 I left it in the pantry, because I was called 
away.’ 

‘Who brought it into this room, then ?”’ 

‘““ Mademoiselle Valentine.”’ 

D’ Avrigny struck his forehead with his hand. 

“ Gracious Heaven!” exclaimed he. 

“Doctor! doctor!” cried Barrois, who felt another 
fit commg on. 

“ Will they never bring that emetic?” ‘asked the doctor. 

‘“ Here is a glass with one all ready DEES said 
Villefort, entering the room! 


THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO: 389 

‘“ Who prepared it)?” 

‘“ The chemist who came here with me.” 

‘““ Drink it,” said’the doctor to Barrois. 

e Impossible, doctor, it is:too late; my ‘throat is 
closing up. Tam choking ! Oh! my: heart! Oh! my 
head! Oh! what agony! Shall I suffer ‘like’ this 
long ?”? a 

Hf No,mno, friend,” replied the doctor; “ you will soon 
cease to suffer.” 1d 

TWA} I undetsiand you,” eid the unhappy man. 
“My God! have merey upon me,’’ and, uttering a 
fearful cry, Barrois’ fell back as’ if he had been struck 
by lightning. 

D’Avrigny put his hand to his heart, and placed a 
glass before his lips. 

“Well ?”’ said Villefort, 

‘Go to the kitchen, and get me some syrup of violets.” 

Villefort went immediately. 

“Do not be alarmed, M, Noirtier,’ said) D’ Avrigny, 
“Tam going to take my patient into the next room to 
bleed him ;' this sort of attack is very: frightful to wit- 
ness.” 

And, taking Barrois under his arms, he dragged him 
into an adjoining room; but, almost immediately, he 
returned to fetch the remainder of the lemonade. 

Noirtier closed his right eye. 

“You want Valentine, do you not? Twill tell them 
to send her to you.’ 

Villefort returned, and D’Avrigny met him in the 
passage. 

‘“Well, how is’ he now ?:”- asked he. 

Sf Come in here,’ said D’Avrigny ; and he took him 
inito the chamber where the sick man lay. 

“Tg he stillina fit?” asked the procureur du roi. 

“ He is dead.” 

| Villefert drew chadic a few! steps, and, clasping his 
tad: exclaimed with teal amazement and sympathy,— 

“Dead t and so’soon too icf 
“Yes; vit is wery:soon,”’ said the doctor, looking at 
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the corpse before him. ‘‘ But that ought not to astonish 
you—Monsieur and Madame de Saint-Méran died as soon. 
People die very suddenly in your house, M. de Villefort.”’ 

‘“What!’ cried the magistrate, with an accent of 
horror and ‘consternation, *‘ are you still harping on that 
terrible idea ?”’ 

“Still, sir; and I shall always do so,” replied D’ Av: 
rigny, ‘for it has never for one instant ceased to retain 
possession of my mind; and that you maybe quite 
sure I am not mistaken this time, listen well to what 
I am going to say, M. de Villefort.” 

The magistrate trembled convulsively. 

‘There is a poison which destroys life almost without 
leaving any perceptible traces. I know it well; I have 
studied it in all its qualities and in the effects which it 
produces. I recognized the presence of this poison in 
the case of poor Barrois as well as in that of Madame 
de Saint-Méran. There is a way of detecting its presence. 
It restores the blue colour of litmus-paper reddened by 
an acid, and it turns syrup of violets green. \We have 
no litmus-paper; but, hark! here they come with the 
syrup of violets.” 

The doctor was right; steps were heard in the pas- 
sage. M. d’Avrigny opened the door and took from 
the hands of the femme-de-chambre a cup which con- 
tained two or three spoonfuls of the syrup; he then 
carefully closed the door. 

“Look!” said he to the procureur du roi, whose 
heart beat so loudly that it might almost be heard ; 
“here is in this cup some syrup of violets, and this 
decanter contains the remainder of the lemonade of 
which M. Noirtier and Barrois partook. If the lemonade 
be pure and inoffensive, the syrup will colour; if, on the 
contrary, the lemonade be drugged with poison, the 
syrup will become green. Look well at it!” 

The doctor then slowly poured some drops of the 
lemonade from the decanter into the cup, and in an 
instant a kind of light, cloudy sediment began to form 
at the bottom of the cup; this sediment first. took a 
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blue shade, then from the colour of sapphire it passed 
to that of opal, and from opal to emerald. Arrived at 
this last hue, it changed no more. The result of the 
experiment left no doubt whatever on the mind: 

“The unfortunate Barrois has been poisoned,” said 
D’Avrigny ; “and I will maintain this assertion before 
God and man.” 

Villefort said nothing, but he clasped. his hands, 
opened his haggard eyes, and, overcome with emotion, 
sank into a chair. 


CHAPTER LXXX. 
THE ACCUSATION. 


M. D’AvricNy soon restored the magistrate to conscious- 
ness, who had looked like a second corpse in that chamber 
of death. 

“Oh, death is in my house !”’ cried Villefort. 

“Say, rather, crime!” replied the doctor. 

““M. d’Avrigny,” cried Villefort, ‘“ I cannot tell you all 
I feel at this moment—terror, grief, madness.” 

“Yes,” said M. d’Avrigny, with an imposing calm- 
ness; “‘ but I think it is now time to act. I think it is 
time to stop this torrent of mortality. I can no longer 
bear to be in possession of these secrets without the hope 
of seeing the victims and society generally revenged.” 

Villefort cast a gloomy look around him. 

‘“In my house !”? murmured he ; “‘ in my house !” 

“Come, magistrate,” said M. d’Avrigny, “ show your- 
self a man; as an interpreter of the law, do honour 
to your profession by sacrificing your selfish interests 
to it.” 

““You make me shudder, doctor! Do you talk of a 
sacrifice 2” 

6 I do.’ 

“Do you, then, suspect any one ? ” ¢ 

“T suspect no one, Death raps at your door; it 
enters, it goes, not blindfolded, but circumspectly, 
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from room: to room. Well, I follow its course, I track 
its passage; I adopt the wisdom of the ancients, and 
feel my way; for'my friendship for your family and my 
respect for you are as a twofold bandage over my eyes. 
Well——’” 

‘Oh, speak; speak, doctor; I shall have courage !’’* 

‘Well, sir, you have in your establishment, or in 
your family, perhaps, one of those frightful phenomena 
of which each century produces only one. Locusta and 
Agrippina, living at the same time, are an exception, and 
proves the determination of Providence to effect the 
entire ruin of the Roman empire, sullied by so many 
crimes. Brunhilda and Fredegond' are the results of 
the painful struggle of civilization in its infancy, when 
man was learning to control mind, were it even by an 
emissary from the realms of darkness: All these: women 
had been; or were, beautiful. The same flower of,inno- 
cence had flourished, or was still flourishing on their 
brow, that is seen on the brow of the culprit in ‘your 
house.” 

Villefort shrieked, clasped his hands, and looked at 
the doctor with a supplicating air. But) the! latter pur- 
sued without pity. 

‘Seek whom the crime would profit,’isays an axiom 
of jurisprudence.” i 

“Doctor,” cried Villefort, ‘alas doctor, how often 
has man’s justice been deceived by. those fatal words 
I know not why; but I feel that this crime——”’ 

“You acknowledge, then, the existence of the crime?”’ 

“Yes; -I see too plainly 'that it does exist, But it 
seems that itis intended to affect me personally: I fear 
an attack myself after all these disasters.” 

“Oh, man!” murmured D’Avrigny, “ the most) sel: 
fish of all animals,’ the most personal of all creatures, 
who believes the earth turns, the sun shines, and death 
strikes for him alone—an ant cursing God from the top 
of a blade of grass! And have those who have lost their 
lives lost nothing ?—-M. de Saint-Méran, Madamée’’de 
Saint-Méran, M. Noirtier—--”’ ' 
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“ How! > M. Noirtier? ” 

“Yes; think you it was the poor servant’s life was 
coveted ? No, no; like Shakespeare’s Polonius, he died 
for another. It was Noirtier the lemonade was intended 
for—it is Noirtier, logically speaking, who drank it. The 
other drank it only by accident ; and although Barrois 
is dead, it was Noirtier whose death was wished for.” 

“But why did it not kill my father ?” 

““T told you one evening, in the garden, after Madame 
de Saint-Méran’s death, because his system is ‘accus- 
tomed to that very poison; and the dose was trifling 
for him which would be fatal for another, because no 
one knows, not even the assassin, that for the last twelve 
months I have given M. Noirtier brucine for his para- 
lytic affection, while the assassin is not ignorant, for 
he has proved it, that brucine is a violent poison.” 

“ Pity, pity!’” murmured Villefort, wringing his 
hands. 

‘Follow the culprit’s steps. He first kills M. de 
Saint-Méran a 

‘“Oh; doctor'!”’ 

““T would swear to it. What I heard of his symp- 
toms agrees too well with what I have seen in the other 
cases.” 

Villefort ceased to contend ; he only groaned. 

“ He first kills M. de Saint-Méran,” repeated the doctor, 
“then Madame de Saint-Méran—a double fortune to 
inherit.” 

Villefort wiped the perspiration from his forehead. 

“ Listen attentively.” 

‘““ Alas!’’ stammered Villefort, ‘‘ I do not lose a single 
word.” 

“M, Noirtier,’” resumed M. d’Avrigny, in the same 
pitiless tone—“ M. Noirtier had once made his will 
against you—against your family—in favour of the 
poor, in fact; M. Noirtier is spared, because nothing Is 
expected from him. But he has no sooner destroyed his 
first will and made a second than, for fear he should 
make a third, he is struck down. The will was made 


i go 


394 THE, COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO. 


the day before yesterday, I believe ;, you see there has 
been no time lost.” 

“Oh, mercy, M. d’Avrigny yay 

‘No mercy, sir! The physician has a sacred mission 
on earth, and to fulfil it he begins at the source of life 
and goes down to'the mysterious darkness of the tomb. 
When crime has been committed, and God, doubtless in 
anger, turns away His face, it is for the physician to 
bring the culprit to justice.” 

“Have merey on my child, sir!’ murmured. Ville- 
fort. 

“ You see itis yourself who have first named. her-— 
you, her father!” 

‘Have pity on Valentine! Listen! it is impossible. 
I would as willingly accuse myself! Valentine, whose 
heart is pure as a diamond ora lily.” 

“No. pity, M. le Procureur du Roi; the crime is fla- 
grant. Mademoiselle herself packed all the medicines 
sent to M. de Saint-Méran, and M. de Saint-Méran is 
dead. Mademoiselle de Villefort prepared all the cooling 
draughts for Madame de Saint-Méran, and Madame de 
Saint-Méran is dead. Mademoiselle de Villefort took 
from the hands of Barrois, who was sent out, the lemon- , 
ade which M. Noirtier has every morning, and he has 
escaped only by a miracle: Mademoiselle de Villefort 
is the culprit! .She is the poisoner! M. le Procureur 
du Roi, I denounce Mademoiselle de Villefort,.. Do your 
duty.” 

‘“ Doetor, I resist no longer... I can no longer defend 
myself. I believe you; but for pity’s. sake spare my 
life, my honour!” 

“ M. de Villefort,’”’ replied the doctor, with increased 
vehemence, ‘‘ there are occasions when I dispense with 
all foolish human circumspection,. If your daughter had 
committed, only one crime, and I saw her meditating an- 
other, I would say, “Warn her, punish her, let her pass 
the rest of her life,in a convent weeping and praying.’ 
If she had committed two crimes, I would say, ‘ Here, 
M. de Villefort, is-a poison that the poisoner is not 
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acquainted with, one that has no known antidote, quick 
as thought, rapid as lightning, mortal as the thunder- 
bolt. Give her that poison, recommending her soul to 
God, and save your honour and your life, for it is yours 
she aims at; and I can picture her approaching your 
pillow with her hypocritical smiles and her sweet exhor- 
tations. Woe to you, M. de Villefort, if you do not 
strike first!’ This is what I would say had she only 
killed two persons; but she has seen three deaths, has 
contemplated three murdered persons, has knelt by 
three corpses! To the scaffold with the prisoner! to 
the scaffold! Do you talk of your honour? Do what 
I tell you, and immortality awaits you!” 

Villefort fell on his knees. 

“ Listen,” said he. “T have not the strength of mind 
you have, or rather that which you would not have, if, 
instead of my daughter Valentine, your daughter Made- 
leine were concerned.” 

The doctor turned pale. 

“Doctor, every son of woman is born to suffer and 
die; I am content to suffer, and to await death.” 

“ Beware,” said M. d Avrigny ; “ it may come slowly. 
You will see tt approach after having struck your father, 
your wife, perhaps your son.” 

Villefort, suffocating, pressed the doctor’s arm. 

‘Listen!’ cried he, | “ Pity me! help me! Novmy 
daughter is not guilty. If you drag us both before a tribu- 
nal Iwill still say, ‘No, my daughter is not guilty; there 
is no crime inmy house. I will not acknowledge'a crime 
in my house; for when crime enters a dwelling, it is 
like death, it does not come alone.’ Listen! What does 
it signify to you if I am murdered? Are you my friend ? 
Are you a‘man? Have you a heart? No, you are a 
physician! Well, I tell you I will not drag my daughter 
before a tribunal and give her up to the executioner! 
The bare idea would kill me, would drive me like a mad- 
man to dig my heart out with my finger nails! And if 
you were mistaken, doctor !—if it were not my daughter ! 
If L should come one day, pale as.a spectre, and say to 
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you, ‘Assassin! you have killed my child!’ Hold! 
If that should happen, although I am a Christian, M. 
d’Avrigny, [should kill myself.” 

“Well,” said the doctor, after a moment’s silence, 
‘OT will:wait.” 

Villefort looked at him as if he had doubted his words. 

“Only,” continued M. d’Avrigny, with a slow and 
solemn tone, “if any one falls ill in your house, if you 
feel yourself attacked, do not send for me, for I will 
come no more. I will consent to share this dreadful 
secret with you, but I will not allow shame and remorse 
to grow and increase in my conscience, as crime and 
misery will in your house.” 

“Then you abandon me, doctor ?”’’ 

“Yes, for I can follow you no farther; and I only 
stop at the foot of the scaffold. Some further discovery 
will be made which will bring this dreadful tragedy to 
a close. Adieu!” 

“TY entreat you, doctor!” 

‘‘ All the horrors that disturb my thoughts make your 
house odious and fatal. Adieu, sir.” 

‘“One word—one single word more, doctor! You go 
leaving me in all the horror of my situation, after in-. 
creasing it by what you have revealed tome. But what 
will be reported of the sudden death of this poor old 
servant ?” 

“True,” said d’Avrigny ; “‘ we will return.” 

The doctor went out first, followed by M. de Villefort. 
The terrified servants were on the stairs and in the 
passage where the doctor would pass. 

Sir,” said D’Avrigny to Villefort, so loud that all 
might hear, ‘‘ poor Barrois had led too sedentary a life 
of late. Accustomed formerly to ride on horseback, or 
in the carriage, to the four corners of Europe, the monot- 
onous walk round that armchair has killed him. His 
blood has thickened. He was stout, had a short, thick 
neck; he was attacked with apoplexy, and I was called 
in too late. A propos,’ added he in a low tone, “take 
care to throw away that syrup of violets in the ashes.” 
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The doctor; without shaking hands with Villefort, 
without adding a word to what he had said, went out 
amid the tears'and lamentations of the whole household. 

The same evening, all Villefort’s servants, who had 
assembled in the kitchen, and had a long consultation, 
came to tell Madame Villefort they wished to leave. No 
entreaty, no proposition of increased wages, could induce 
them to remain. To every argument they replied, “‘ We 
must go. for death is in this house.’’ They all left, in 
spite of prayers and entreaties, testifying their regret 
at leaving so good a master and mistress, and especially 
Mademoiselle Valentine, so good, so kind, and so gentle. 

Villefort looked at Valentine as they said this, She 
was in tears ; and, strange as it was, in spite of the emo- 
tions he felt at the sight of these tears; he looked also at 
Madame de Villefort, and it appeared to him as if a slight 
gloomy smile had passed over her thin lips like those 
meteors which are seen passing inauspiciously between 
two clouds in a stormy sky. 


CHAPTER LXXXI. 
THE ROOM OF THE RETIRED BAKER. 


Tue evening of the day on which the Count de Morcerf 
had left Danglars’s house with feelings of shame and anger, 
caused by the banker’s declining the projected alliance 
between their two families, M. Andrea Cavalcanti, with 
curled hair, moustaches in perfect order, and white gloves 
which fitted admirably, had entered the courtyard of the 
banker’s house in’ La Chaussée d’Antin. He had not 
been more than ten minutes in the drawing-room before 
he drew Danglars aside into the recess of a bow-window : 
and, after an ingenious preamble, related to him all 
his anxieties and cares since his noble father’s departure. 
He acknowledged the extreme kindness which had been 
shown him by the banker’s family, in which he had 
been received as a son, and where, besides, his warmest 
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affections had found an object on which to centre in 
Mademoiselle Danglars. 

Danglars listened with the most profound attention. 
He had expected this declaration the last two or three 
days, and when at last it came, his eyes glistened as 
much as they had lowered on listening to Morcerf. He 
would not, however, yield immediately to the young 
man’s request, but made a few conscientious scruples. 

“Are you not rather young, M. Andrea, to think of 
marrying ?”’ 

“think not, sir,’ replied M. Cavalcanti.“ In Italy 
the nobility generally marry young. Life is so uncertain, 
we ought to secure happiness while it is within our reach.”’ 

“ Well, sir,” said Danglars, ‘“‘in case your proposals, 
which do me honour, are accepted by my wife and 
daughter, by whom shall the preliminary arrangements 
be settled ? So important a negotiation should, I think, 
be conducted by the respective fathers of the young 
people.” 

“Sir, my father is a man of great foresight and pru- 
dence. Imagining I might wish to settle in France, he 
left me at his departure, together with the papers con- 
stituting my identity, a letter promising, if he approved 
of my choice, 150,000 livres per annum from the day I 
was married. So far as I can judge, I suppose this to 
be a quarter of my father’s revenue.” 

“1,” said Danglars, ‘‘ have always intended giving my 
daughter 500,000 francs as her dowry. She is, besides, 
my sole heiress.” 

“All would, then, be easily arranged if the baroness 
and her daughter are willing. We should command an 
annuity of 175,000 livres. Supposing, also, I should 
persuade the marquis to give me my capital, which is not 
likely, but still is possible, we would place these two 
or three millions in your hands, whose talent might 
make it realize ten pet cent.” 

“T never give more than four per cent., and gener- 
ally only three and a half; but to my son-in-law I would 
give five, and we would share the profit.” 
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“ Very good, father-in-law,” said Cavalcanti, yielding 
to his low-born nature, which would escape sometimes 
through the aristocratic gloss with which he sought to 
conceal it. 

Correcting himself immediately, he said, ‘‘ Excuse me, 
sir; hope alone makes me almost mad; what will not 
reality do?” 

“But,” said Danglars, who, on his part, did not per- 
ceive how soon the conversation, which was at first dis- 
interested, was turning to a business transaction, “‘ there 
is, doubtless, a part of your fortune your father’ could 
not refuse you ?” 

“Which ?” asked the young man. 

“That you inherit from your mother.” 

“ Truly, from my mother, Leonora Corsinari.” 

“ How much may it amount to ?” 

“Indeed, sir’ said’ Andrea, “I assure you I have 
never given the subject a thought; but I suppose it 
must have been at least two millions.” 

Danglars felt as much overcome with joy as the miser 
who finds a lost treasure, or as the shipwrecked mariner 
who feels himself on the solid ground instead of in the 
abyss which he expected would swallow him up. 

“Well, ‘sir,’ said) Andrea, bowing to the banker 
respectfully, “may I hope ?” 

“You may not only hope,” said Danglars, ‘‘ but con- 
sider it a settled thing, if no obstacle arises on your part.”’ 

‘““T am indeed rejoiced,” said Andrea. 

“But,” said Danglars thoughtfully, “how is it that 
your patron, M. de Monte-Cristo, did not make this pro- 
posal for you?” 

Andrea blushed imperceptibly. 

“JT have just left the count, sir,” said he. “ He is, 
doubtless, a delightful man, but inconceivably singular 
in his ideas. He esteems me highly. He even told me 
he had not the slightest doubt that my father would give 
me the capital instead of the interest of my property. 
He has promised to use’ his influence to obtain it for me. 
But he also declared that he never had taken on himself 
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the responsibility of making proposals for another, and 
he never would, I must, however, do him the justice to 
add, that he assured me if ever he had regretted. the 
repugnance he felt to such a step, it was on this occa- 
sion, because he thought the projected union would be 
a happy and suitable one. Besides, if he will do nothing 
officially, he will answer any questions you propose to 
him. And now,’ continued he, with one, of his most 
charming smiles, “‘ having finished talking to the father- 
in-law, I must address myself to the banker.” 

‘And what may you have to say to him?’ \said 
Danglars, laughing in his turn. 

‘That the day after to-morrow I shall have to draw 
upon you for about four thousand francs ; but the count, 
expecting my bachelor’s revenue could not suffice for 
the coming month’s outlay, has offered me a draft for 
twenty thousand francs. It bears his signature, as you 
see, which is all-sufficient.”’ 

“ Bring me a million such as that,” said Danglars, 
‘“T shall be well pleased,’ putting the draft in his 
pocket. “ Fix your own hour for to-morrow, and my 
cashier shall call on you with a cheque for. eighty 
thousand francs.”’ 

“ At ten o’clock; then, if you please. I should like it 
early, as 1 am going into the country to-morrow.” 

“Very well, at ten o'clock. You are still at the Hétel 
des: Princes 2’ 

eyes?’ 

The following morning, with the banker’s usual punctu- 
ality, the eighty thousand francs were placed in the young 
man’s hands as he was on the point of starting, having 
left two hundred francs for Caderousse. He went out 
chiefly to avoid this dangerous enemy, and returned as 
late as possible in the evening. But scarcely had he 
stepped out of his carriage when the porter met him 
with a parcel in his hand, 

“ Sir,” said he, ‘“‘ the man has been.” 

‘What man?’ said, Andrea carelessly, apparently 
forgetting him whom he but too well recollected. 
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‘Him to whom your excellency pays that little an- 
nuity.”’ 

“Oh!” said Andrea, “‘ my father’s old servant. Well, 
you gave him the two hundred francs I had left. for 
hime 

“Yes, -your'éxcellency.”’ 

Andrea had expressed a wish to be thus addressed. 

“But,” continued the porter, ‘“‘he would not take 
them.” 

Andrea turned pale; but as it was dark, no one 
noticed his paleness. 

“What! he would not take them?’ said he, with 
slight emotion: 

“No, he wished to speak to your excellency. I told 
him you were gone out, which, after some dispute, he 
believed, and gave me this letter, which he had brought 
with him already sealed.”’ 

“Give it me,” said Andrea; and he read by the light 
of his carriage-lamp,—- 


“You know where I live. I expect you to-morrow 
morning at nine o’clock.” 


Andrea examined it carefully to ascertain if the letter 
had been opened, or if any indiscreet eyes had ‘seen its 
contents; but it was so carefully folded no one could 
have read it, and the seal was perfect. 

“Very well,” said he. “ Poor man! he is a worthy 
creature, = 

He left the porter to ponder on these words, not know- 
ing which most to admire, the master or the servant. 

“Take out the horses quickly, and come up to me,” 
said Andrea to his groom. i 

In two seconds the young man had reached his room 
and burnt Caderousse’s letter, The servant entered just 
as he had finished. 

‘You are about my height, Peter,” said he. 

“T have that honour, your excellency.” 

“You had a new livery yesterday ?”’ 
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“ Yes, sir.” 

“T have an engagement with a pretty little girl) for 
this evening, and do not wish to be known. lend me 
your livery till to-morrow. I may sleep, perhaps, at 
an inn.” 

Peter obeyed. Five minutes after, Andrea left the 
hotel, completely disguised, took a cabriolet, and ordered 
the driver to take him to the Cheval Rouge at Picpus. 
The next morning he left that inn, as he had left the 
Hotel des Princes, without being noticed, walked down 
the Faubourg St. Antoine, along the Boulevard to Rue 
Ménilmontant, and, stopping at the door of the third 
house on the left, looked for some one of whom to make 
inquiry in the porter’s absence. 

“Who are you looking for, my fime fellow ?”’ asked 
the fruiteress on the opposite side. 

“M. Pailletin, if you please, my good woman,” replied 
Andrea. 

“A retired baker ?”’ asked the fruiteress. 

+ Exactly? 

“He lives at the end of the yard, on the left, on the 
third story.” 

Andrea went as she directed him, and on the third floor 
he found a hare’s paw, which, by the hasty ringing of 
the bell, it was evident he pulled with considerable ill- 
temper. A moment after, Caderousse’s face appeared at 
the grating in the door. 

“Ah! you are punctual,” said he, as he unbolted the 
door. 

“ Confound you and your punctuality!’ said Andrea, 
throwing himself into a chair in a manner which implied 
that he would rather have flung it at the head of his host. 

“Come, come, my little fellow, don’t be angry. ‘See, I 
have thought about you. Look at the good breakfast we 
are going to have; nothing but what you are fond of.” 

_ Andrea, indeed, inhaled the scent of something cook- 
ing, which was not unwelcome to him, hungry as he 
was. It was that mixture of fat and garlic peculiar to 
provincial kitchens of an inferior order, addéd to that 
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of dried fish, and, above all, the pungent smell of musk 
and cloves, These odours escaped from two deep dishes, 
which were covered and placed on a stove, and from a 
copper pan placed in an old iron pot. 

In an adjoining room Andrea saw also a tolerably 
clean table prepared for two, two bottles of wine sealed, 
the one with green, the other with yellow, a considerable 
portion of brandy in a decanter, and a measure of fruit 
@ a cabbage leaf cleverly arranged on an earthenware 
plate. 

“What do you think of it, my little fellow ?”’ said 
Caderousse. “Ay, that smells good! You know | 
used to be a good cook. Do you recollect how you 
used to lick your fingers? You were among the first 
who tasted any of my dishes, and I think you relished 
them tolerably.” 

While speaking, Caderousse went on peeling a fresh 
supply of onions. 

“But,” said Andrea iil-temperedly, “ pardiew /, if it 
was only to breakfast with you you disturbed me, I 
wish the devil had taken you !.” 

“My boy,’ said Caderousse sententiously, “‘ one can 
talk while eating. And then, you ungrateful being! are 
you not pleased to see an old friend? I. am weeping 
with joy.” 

He was truly crying, but it would have been difficult 
to say whether joy or the onions produced the greatest 
effect on the lachrymal glands of the old innkeeper of 
the Pont du Gard. 

“Hold your tongue, hypocrite !”’ said Andrea.“ You 
love me!” on 

“Yes, I do, or may the devil take me. I know it is 
a weakness,’’ said Caderousse, ‘“‘ but it. overpowers me.” 

“And yet it has not prevented your sending for me 
to play me some trick.”’ 

“Come,” said Caderousse, wiping his large knife on 
his apron, “‘ if-I did not like you, do you think I should 
endure the wretched life you lead me? Think for a 
moment! You have your servant’s clothes on; you 
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therefore keep a servant. I have none, and am obliged 
to prepare my own meals. You abuse my cookery be- 
cause you dine at the table d’héte of the Hétel des 
Princes or the Café de: Paris. Well! I too could keep 
a servant; I too could have a tilbury; I too could dine 
where I like; but why do I not ? Because I would not 
annoy my little Benedetto. Come! just acknowledge 
that I could; eh P”’ 

This address was accompanied by a look which it was 
by no means difficult to understand. 

“ Well,” said Andrea, “‘ admitting your love, why do 
you want me to breakfast with you?” 

“That I may have the pleasure of seeing you, my 
little fellow.” 

‘“ What is the use of seeing me after we have made 
all our arrangements ?”’ 

““Eh! Dear friend,’’ said Caderousse, ‘‘ are wills ever 
made without codicils ? But you first came to’ break- 
fast, did you not ? Well, sit down, and let us begin 
with these pilchards and this fresh butter, which I have 
put on some vine leaves to please you, wicked one. Ah, 
yes; you look at my room, my four straw chairs, my 
images three francs’ each. But what do you expect ? 
This is not the Hétel des Princes.” 

“Come, you are growing discontented. You are no 
ionger happy; you who only wished to appear a retired 
baker.” 

Caderousse sighed. 

“Well, what have you to say ? Have you seen your 
dream realized.” 

“I can still say it is a dream. A retired baker, my 
poor Benedetto, is rich; he has an annuity.”’ 

“ Well, you have an annuity.” 

“ T have?” 

“Yes, since I bring you your two hundred francs.” 

Caderousse shrugged up his shoulders, 

_“Tt is humiliating,” said he, “ thus to receive money 
given grudgingly, an uncertain supply which may soon 
fail. You see I am obliged to economize, in case your 
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prosperity should cease: Well, my friend, fortune is 
inconstant, as said the chaplain of —— regiment. | 
know your prosperity is great, rascal; you are to marry 
the daughter of Danglars.” 

“What! of Danglars ?” 

“Yes, to be sure. Must I say Baron Dangiars? 1 
might as well say Count Benedetto. He was an old 
friend of mine, and.if he had not so bad a memory, he 
ought to invite me to your wedding, seeing he came to 
mine. Yes, yes, to mine. Forsooth! he was not so 
proud then. He was an under-clerk to the good M. 
Morrel. I have dined many times with him and the 
Count de Morcerf; so you see I have some high ‘con- 
nections, and were I to cultivate them a little, we might 
meet in the same drawing-rooms.”’ 

“Come, your jealousy represents everything to you in 
the wrong light.” 

‘That is all very fine, my Benedetto, but I know what 
iam saying. Perhaps 1 may one day put on my best 
coat, and presénting myself at the great gate, intro- 
duce myself. Meanwhile, let us sit down and eat.” 

Caderousse set the example, and attacked the break- 
fast with good appetite, praising each dish he set before 
his visitor. The latter seemed to have resigned himself ; 
he drew the corks, and partook largely of the fish with 
the garlic and fat. 

‘“ Ah! compeer,”’ said Caderousse, “‘ you are getting on 
better terms with your old landlord.” 

‘Faith, yes,” replied Andrea, whose hunger prevailed 
over every other feeling. 

“So you like it, you rogue ?” 

‘“So much that I wonder how a man who can cook 
thus can complain of hard living.” 

‘Do you see,” said Caderousse, ‘all my happiness 1s 
marred by one thought ?”’ 

“ What is that? ” 

‘That I am dependent on another, I who have always 
gained my own livelihood honestly.” 

“Do not let that disturb you; I have enough for two.’ 


Bs 


406 THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO. 


“No, truly. You may believe me if you will; at 
the end of every month I am tormented by remorse.” 

‘““ Good Caderousse !”’ 

“So much so, that yesterday I would not take the 
two hundred francs.” 

“Yes; you wished to speak to me. But was it indeed 
remorse, tell me ?”’ 

‘““True remorse; and, besides, an idea has struck me.”’ 

Andrea shuddered ; he always did so at Caderousse’s 
ideas. 

“Tt is miserable; do you see, always to wait till the 
end of the month.” 

“Oh!” satd Andrea philosophically, determined to 
watch his companion narrowly, ‘does not life pass in 
waiting ? Do I, for instance, fare better ? Well; I wait 
patiently, do I not 2?” 

“Yes; because instead of expecting two hundred 
wretched francs, you expect five or six thousand, per- 
haps ten, perhaps even twelve ; for you take care not to 
let any one know the utmost. Down there you always 
had little presents and Christmas-boxes you tried to 
hide from your poor friend Caderousse. Fortunately he 
is a cunning fellow, that friend Caderousse.” 

“There you are beginning again to ramble, to talk 
again and again of the past. But what is the use of 
teasing me with so much repetition ?” 

“Ah! you are only one-and-twenty, and can forget 
the past; I am fifty, and am obhged to recollect it. 
But let us return to business.” 

“e Wiessa 

“T was going to say, if I were in your place——” 

GoWelb 2a? 

“ T would realize——” 

“ How would you realize >?” 

“T would ask for six months’ in advance, under pre- 
tence of being able to purchase a farm, then with my 
six months’ I would decamp.’’ 

“ Well, well,” said Andrea, “‘ that is no bad thought.” 

‘ My dear friend,” said Caderousse, “‘ eat of my bread, 
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and take my advice; you will be none the worse off, 
physically or morally.” 

“ But,” said Andrea, “why do you not act on the 
advice you give me? Why do you not realize a six 
months’, a year’s advance even, and retire to Brussels ? 
Instead of living the retired baker, you might live as a 
bankrupt, using his privileges: that would be verv 
good.” 

“But how the devil would you have me retire on 
twelve hundred francs ? ”’ 

“ Ah! Caderousse,”’ said Andrea, “ how covetous you 
are! Two months since you were dying with hunger.” 

“In eating the appetite grows,” said Caderousse, grin- 
ning, and showing his teeth like a monkey laughing or 
a tiger growling, ‘‘ And,” added he, biting off with 
those large white teeth an enormous mouthful of bread, 
“ T have formed a plan.” 

Caderousse’s plans alarmed Andrea still more than his 
ideas. Ideas were but the germ; the plan was reality. 

“Let me. see your plan. I dare say it is a pretty 
one,” 

“Why not ? Who formed the plan by which we left 
the establishment of M——, eh? Was it not'I?. And 
it was no bad one, I believe, since here we are.’ . 

“T do not say,” rephed Andrea, “ that you never make 
a good one. But let us see your plan.” 

“Well,” pursued: Caderousse, “‘ can you, without ex- 
pending one sou, put me in the way of getting fifteen 
thousand francs ?) No, fifteen thousand are not enough ; 
I cannot ag:ii: become an honest man with less than 
thirty thousand francs.” 

“No,” replied Andrea dryly—‘“‘ no, I cannot.” 

“{ do not thmk you understand me,’ rephed Cade- 
rousse calmly. ‘I said without your laying out a sou.” 

“Do you want me to commit a robbery to spoil all 
my good fortune—and yours with mine—and both of 
us to be dragged down there again ?”’ ; 

“Tt would make very little difference to me,’’ said 
Caderousse, ‘‘if I were retaken. I am a poor creature 
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to live alone, and sometimes pine for my old comrades ; 
not like you, heartless creature, who would be glad 
never to see them again !”’ 

Andrea did more than tremble this time, he turned 
pale. 

“Come, Caderousse, no nonsense !”’ said he. 

“Don’t alarm yourself, my little Benedetto, but just 
point out to me some means of gaining those thirty 
thousand francs without your assistance, and I will 
contrive it.” 

“ Well, I will see, I will recollect you,” said Andrea. 

“Meanwhile you will raise my month to five hundred 
francs, my little fellow ? T have a fancy, and mean to 
get a housekeeper.” 

‘“ Well, you shall have your five hundred francs,” said 
Andrea, “‘ but it is very hard for me, my poor Cade- 
rousse. You take advantage——’”’ 

“ Bah!’ said Caderousse, ‘“‘ when you have access to 
countless stores.” 

One would have said Andrea anticipated his com- 
panion’s words, so did his eye flash like lightning, but 
it was but for a moment. 

“True,” he replied, “and my protector is very kind.” 

“That dear protector,” said Caderousse. ‘‘ And how 
much does he give you monthly ?”’ 

“ Five thousand francs.” 

“As' many thousands as you give me hundreds! 
Truly it is only bastards who are thus fortunate. Five 
thousand francs per month! What the evil can you 
do with all that ?” : 

“Oh, it is no trouble to spend that; and I am like 
you, I want a'capital.”’ 

“A capital! Yes, I understand. Every one would 
like a capital.” 

“Well, and I shall get one.” 

“Who will give it you—your prince ? ” 

“Yes, my prince. But, unfortunately, I must wait.” 

“You must wait for what ?”’ asked Caderousse. 

“ For his death.” 
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“ The death of your prince ? ” 

“cc Yes, » 

“ How so ?”’ 

““ Because he has made his sae in my favour.” 
atimdeedvr.2 

“’On'my honour.” 

“ For how much?” 

“For five hundred thousand.” 

“Only that ? ‘It’s little enough.” 

“But so itis.” 

/“* No, it cannot be tf.” 

“Are you my friend, Caderousse ? ” 

““Yes, in life or death.’ 

“Well, I will tell you a secret.” 

“What is it 2?” 

“ But remember—+— 
“Ah! pardieu / mute asa sara 

“ Well; P think+s+ 

Andrea stopped and idoked ated him. 

“You think ? Do not fear. ‘Pardiew / we are alone.” 
‘“T think I have discovered my father.’ 

“Your true father ?° 

“Yes.” 

“Not old Cavalcanti ? ” x 

“No, for he is gone again ; the true oné; as you/say.” 
** And that ‘father is 
‘ Well, Caderousse, it is Monte-Cristo.”’ 

“ce Bah f BY 

‘““ Yes, you andetstant) that explains all... He cannot 
Bclmohiled fo me openly, it appears, but he does it through 
M. Cavalcanti, and gives him fifty thousand francs for it.’ 
“Fifty thousand’ frances for being: your father! I 


”) 


would have done it for half that, for twenty thousand, 


for fifteen thousand. » Why es you not think of me, 


ungrateful man!" 


“Did I know anything about it, when: it was all done 


when I was'down there ?”” 


i “Ah, truly ! (And you say that ii his grill mae ce 
i He leaves me five hundred thousand livres.” 
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“ Are you sure of it ?” 

“He showed it me. But that is not all; there is a 
codicil, as I said just now.” 

“ Probably.” 

“And in that codicil he acknowledges me.”’ 

“Oh, the good father! the brave father! the very 
honest father!” said Caderousse, twirling a plate in the 
air between his two hands. 

“Now, say if I conceal anything from you!” 

““No, and your confidence makes you honourable in 
my opinion, And your princely father—is he rich, very 
riche 

“Yes, in truth; he does not himself know the amount 
of his fortune.” 

“Ts it possible ? ” 

“Tt is evident enough to me who am always at his 
house. The other day a banker’s clerk brought him 
fifty thousand francs in a portfolio about the size of your 
plate; yesterday, his banker brought hima hundred 
thousand francs in gold.” 

Caderousse was filled with wonder; the young man’s 
words sounded to him like metal, and he thought he 
could hear the rushing of cascades of louis. 

“And you go into that house ?”’ cried he briskly. 

““ When I like.” 

Caderousse was thoughtful for a moment: It was 
easy to perceive he was revolving some important idea 
in his mind. Then, suddenly,— 

““ How I should like to see all that !”’ cried he ;. ‘‘ how 
beautiful it must be!” 

“It is, in fact, magnificent,’’ said Andrea. 

“ And does‘he not live in the Champs-Elysées ?”’ 

fSMiesls Niors30.” 

“ Ah,” said Caderousse, ‘No. 30,” 

“Yes; a fine house standing alone, between a court- 
yard and a garden—you must know it.” 

“ Possibly ; but it is not the exterior I, care for, it is 


the interior—what beautiful furniture there must be in 
ele? 
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“ Have you ever seen the Tuileries ? ” 

One 

“Well, it surpasses that.” 

“Tt must be worth one’s while to stoop, Andrea, when 
that good M. Monte-Cristo lets fall his purse.” 

“It is not worth while to wait for that,’ said Andrea. 
“Money is as plentiful in that house as fruit in an 
orchard.” 

‘But you should take me there one day with you.” 

“ How can I? On what plea?” 

“You are right. But you have made my mouth water. 
I must absolutely see it; I shall find a way.” 

“No nonsense, Caderousse ! ”’ 

““T will offer myself as frotteur.” 

“The rooms are all carpeted.”’ 

“Well, then, I must be contented to imagine it.” 

“That is the best plan, believe me.” 

“Try, at least, to give me an idea of what it is.” 

““How can I?” 

“Nothing is easier. Is it large ?”’ 

““ Middling.”” 

“ How is it arranged ?”’ 

“Faith, I should require pen, ink, and paper to 
make a plan.” 

“They are all here,” said Caderousse briskly. 

He fetched from an old secrétaire a sheet of white 
paper, and pen and ink. 

“ Here,’ said Caderousse, “ trace me all that on the 
paper, my boy.” 

Andrea took the pen with an imperceptible smile, 
and, began,— 

“The house, as I said, is between the court and the 
garden ; in this way, do’ you see ?” 

Andrea traced the garden, the court, and the house. 

“ High walls ?” 

“ Not more than eight or ten feet.” 

“That is not prudent,” said Caderousse. 

“In the court are orange trees in pots, turf, and 

clumps of flowers.” 
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“And no steel-traps 2? 

ce No. ” 

‘“ The stables ?” 

. Are on, either, side \of| the gate, which you see there.” 

And Andrea continued his plan. 

“Let us see the ground-floor |’? said oe 

“On the ground-floor, dining-room, two drawing- 
rooms, billiard-room, staircase in the hall, and little 
back staircase.’ 

“Windows ? ”’ 

‘““ Magnificent, windows, so beautiful, so large, and I 
believe a man.of ;your size could Pass through each 
frame.” 

“Why the devil have, they any. stairs with such 
windows ?”’ 

“ Luxury has everything.” 

“ But shutters ?”’ 

“Yes, but they are never used. That Count of Monte- 
Cristo is an original, who loves to look at the sky even 
at night.”’ 

‘And where do the servants gléep:?. i i 

“Oh, they have a house to. themselves. Picture to 
yourself a| pretty coach-house. at the right-hand, side, 
where the ladders are kept. Well, over that coach- 
house are the servants’ rooms, with bells corresponding 
with the different apartments.” 

“Ah, diable ! bells, did you say ? ‘f 

“ What do you, mean?” 

“ Oh, nothing! I only say they cost:a fe ad of money 
to hang ; and what is the use of them I; should like to 
know 2?” 

“ There used to be a dog let loose in the yard at night, 
but it has been taken :to the house at. Auteuil—to that 
you went to,;you know.” 

ing Yes , ‘ 

“T was saying to;him, only yesterday, ‘You are im- 
prudent, M. le Comte ;. for when, you, go to Auteuil; and 
take your servants, the house is left unprotected.” 

“Well,” said he, ‘what next ?’ 
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“ “Well, next, some day you will’ be robbed.’ ” 
“What did he answer pits 
“t He quietly said, ‘What dol care if] am?’ ” 

“ Andrea\, he has some secrétaire with a spring.” 

“ How do you know ?)” 

“Yes; which catches the thief in a trap and plays a 
tune. Twas told there were such at the last exhibition.” 

“ He has simply a odie a. secrétaire, ini which the 
key is always kept.” 

“And he is not robbed ?”? 
> ** No; his'servants are all devoted to him.” 

“There ought to be some money in that secrétaire!?”’ 

“There may be. No one knows what there is.” 

““And where is it ?:”’ 

“On the first floor.” 

“Sketch me the plan of that floor, as you have done 
of the ground-floor, my boy.” 

“That is very simple.” Andrea took the pen. ‘On 
the first story, do you see, there is the anteroom and 
drawing-room ;) to the right of the drawing-room, a 
library and a study; to the left,‘a bedroom and a dress- 
ing-room. The’ famous. secrétaire is in the’ dressing- 
room.” 

‘““Ts there’a window in the Soca cf Pot 

‘““Two—one here and one there.”’ 

Andrea sketched) two windows ‘in the room, which 
formed an angle on the plan, and appeared a smaller 
square added to the long square of the bedroom.  Cade- 
rousse became thoughtful. 

“Does he often go to Auteuil >” added he: 

“Two or three times a week. To-morrow, for in- 
stance, he is going to spend the day and ill there.” 

« Are you sure of it ?” 

“ He has invited me to dine there.” 

“There is a life, for instance,’’ said Caderousse ; 
town-house and a country-house.”’ 

“That is what it is to be rich.” 

‘“‘ And shall you dine there ? ”’ 

“Probably.” sors 


“ec 


a 
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‘When you dine there do you sleep there ?”’ 

“Tf T like; Iam at home there.’ 

Caderousse looked at the young man as if to get at the 
truth from the bottom of his heart. But Andrea drew 
a cigar-case from his pocket, took a Havana, quietly lit 
it, and began smoking. sh 

‘“When do you want your five hundred francs ?”’ said 
he to Caderousse. 

“Now, if you have them.” 

Andrea took five-and-twenty louis from his pocket. 

“Yellow boys?’ said Caderousse; ‘no, I thank 

ou.” 

“Oh, you despise them |.” 

“On the contrary, I esteem them, but will not have 
them.” 

“You can change them, idiot; gold is worth five 
sous.” 

‘Exactly; and he who changes them will follow 
friend Caderousse, lay hands on him, and demand what 
farmers pay him their rent in gold. _No nonsense, my 
good fellow.;, silver simply, round coins with the head 
of some monarch or other on them. Anybody may pos- 
sess a five-franc piece.” | 

“But do you, suppose I carry five hundred francs 
about with me ? I should want.a porter.” 

“Well, leave them with your porter; he is to be 
trusted. I will call for them.” 

“ To-day ?:” 

“No; to-morrow. I shall not have time to-day.” 

“Well, to-morrow I will leave them when I. go to 
Auteuil.” 

“May I depend om it?” 

“ Certainly.” 

“Because I shall. secure my housekeeper on the 
strength of it.”’ 

“Stop. Will that be all?) Eh ?> And will you not 
torment me any more ?”’ 

‘“ Never.” 

Caderousse had become so gloomy that Andrea feared 
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he should be obliged to notice ‘the change. He re- 
doubled his gaiety and carelessness. 

‘“ How sprightly) you are!” said Caderousse;. “ one 
would say you were already in possession of your prop- 
erty.:; 

“No, unfortunately ; but when I do obtain it——”’ 

“Well 2” 

‘I shall remember old friends.» Iionly. tell you that.” 

“Yes, since you have such a good memory.’ 

‘What do you want? I thought you had ransomed 


“1? What an idea! I who am going to give you 
another piece of good advice.” 

oe Wihatds dt.” 

“To leave behind you the diamond you have’'on 
your finger. We shall-both get in trouble. You will 
ruin both yourself and me by your folly.” 

‘““ How so ?”’ said Andrea. 

“ How ? You put on livery; you disguise yourself as 
a servant, and yet keep a diamond on your finger worth 
four or five thousand francs.” 

“You guess well.” 

“IT know something of diamonds; I have had some.” 

“You do well to boast of it,” ‘said Andrea, who, 
without becoming angry, as Caderousse. feared, at this 
new extortion, quietly resigned the ring. Caderousse 
looked’ so closely at it that Andrea well: knew he was 
examining if all the edges were perfect. 

“Tt is a false diamond,” said Caderousse. 

“You are joking now,” replied Andrea. 

“Do not be angry. We can try it.” 

Caderousse went to the window, touched the glass 
with it, and found it would cut. 

‘ Confiteor !”’ said Caderousse, putting the diamond 
on his little finger, ‘“] was mistaken; but those thieves 
of jewellers imitate so well that it-is no longer worth 
while to rob a jeweller’s shop—it is another branch of 
industry paralyzed.” | 
“Have you finished now ?”’ said Andrea, “ Do you 
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want anything more}?—will: you haye my waistcoat or 
my certificate ? Make free now you have begun.’ 

‘No;  youvare, after all; a good companion... I will 
not detain you, and will try ito cure myself, of my am- 
bition.” 

“ But take care’ the same) thing, does not) happen to 
you in selling the diamond you feared with the gold.’ 

‘“T shall not sellit; do! not fear it.” 

“Not at least till the day after to-morrow,” thought 
the young man: 

“Happy rogue!” said Caderousse; “ you are going 
to find your servants, your ‘horses, your carriage,’ and 
your betrothed !” : ; 

“Yes,” said Andrea. 

“Well, I hope you will make me a handsome, wedding- 
present the day you marry Mademoiselle Danglars.”’ 

“T have already told you it is:a fancy you have taken 
in your head.” 

“What fortune has she ?\”’ 

“But I tell: yous 

‘A million ? ” 20cLe Et 

Andrea shrugged up his shoulders. HOY 

“Let it: bea millidn;”’ said \Caderousse; .“‘ you can 
never have so much as I wish -you.”’ 

“ Thank you,’ said the young man. ' 

“Oh, I wish it you with all my heart!’ added Cade- 
rousse, with his hoarse laugh.) | ““ Stop; let. me show. you 
the way.” ; ae 

“Tt is not worth while.” 

“Yes; it is.”.soul 

(a? Why ? ” 

“Because there is adittle secret, a precaution, 1 thought 
it desirable to take—one' of |Huret and Fitchet’s locks, 
revised »and’ improved, by) Gaspard, Caderousse,.. I will 
manufacture you a:similar one when you,are a capitalist.’ 

‘Thank you,” satd Andrea);, “\.1 will let you.know a 
week beforehand.” 2: + i sg dot 

They parted. Caderousse remained.on. the, landing 
until he had not. only..séen Andfea!-go down the ‘three 
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stories, but also cross the court. Then he returned 
hastily, shut his door carefully, and began to study, 
like a clever architect, the plan Andrea had left him. 

“ Dear Benedetto,” said he, “I think he will not be 
sorry to inherit his fortune, and he who hastens the day 
when he can touch his five hundred thousand will not 
be his worst friend.” 


CHAPTER LXXXII; 
THE BURGLARY. 


THE day following that on which the conversation we 
have related took place, the Count of Monte-Cristo set 
out for Awteuil, accompanied by Ali and several at- 
tendants, and also taking ‘with him some horses whose 
qualities he was desirous’ of ascertaining. He was 
induced to undertake this journey, of which the day 
before he had not: even thought, and which had not 
either occurred to Andrea, by the arrival of Bertuccio 
from Normandy with intelligence respecting the house 
and sloop.. The house was ready, and the sloop, which 
had arrived a week before, lay at anchor in a small creek, 
with her crew of six men, who, after having observed all 
the requisite formalities, were ready again to put to sea. 

The ‘count praised Bertuccio’s zeal, and ordered him 
to prepare for a speedy departure, as his stay in France 
would not be prolonged more than a month. 

“ Now,” said he, “‘I may require to go in one night 
from: Paris: to Tréport; let eight fresh horses be in 
readiness on the road; which will enable me to go fifty 
leagues in ten hours.” 

“ Your highness had already expressed that wish,” 
said Bertuccio, “and the horses ‘are ready. 1 have 
bought them, and stationed them myself at the most 
desirable posts—namely, in villages where no one gen- 
erally stops.” 

“That's well,” said Monte-Cristo. “I remain here a 
day or two; arrange accordingly.” 
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As Bertuccio was leaving the room to give the re- 
quisite orders, Baptistin opened the door; he held a 
letter on a silver waiter. 

““What do you do here?” asked the count, seeing 
him covered with dust. ‘I did not send for you, I 
think ?.”’ 

Baptistin, without answering, approached the count, 
and presented the letter. 

“ Important and urgent,” said he. 

The count opened the letter, and read :— 


‘*M. de Monte-Cristo is apprised that this night a man 
will enter his house in the Champs-Elysées with the in- 
tention of carrying off some ‘papers supposed to be in 
the secrétaire in the dressing-room, The count’s well 
known courage will render unnecessary the aid of the 
police, whose interference might seriously affect him 
who sends this advice. The count, by any opening 
from the bedroom, or by concealing himself in’ the 
dressing-room, would be able to defend his property 
himself. Many attendants or apparent precautions 
would prevent the villain from the attempt, and M. de 
Monte-Cristo would lose the opportunity of discovering 
an enemy whom chance has revealed to him who now 
sends this warning to the count—a warning he might 
not be able to send another time, if the first attempt 
should fail and another be made.” 


The count’s first idea was that this was an artifice—a 
gross deception, to draw his attention from a minor 
danger in order to expose him to a greater. He was 
on the point of sending the letter to the commissaire de 
police, notwithstanding the advice of his anonymous 
friend, or, perhaps, becawse of that advice, when sud- 
denly the idea occurred to him that it might be some 
personal enemy, whom he alone should recognize, and 
over whom, if such were the case, he alone could gain 


any advantage, as Fiesque had done over the Moor who 
would have killed him. 
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We know the count’s' vigorous and daring mind— 
denying anything to be impossible with that energy 
which marks the great man. From his’ past life, from 
his resolution to shrink from nothing, the count had 
acquired an inconceivable relish for the contests in which 
he had engaged—sometimes against nature, sometimes 
against the world, which may pass for the devil. 

‘They do not want my papers,” said Monte-Cristo; 
“they want to kill me. They are no robbers, but 
assassins. I will not allow M. le Préfet de Police ‘to 
interfere with my private affairs! I am rich enough, 
forsooth, to dispute his.authority on this occasion.” 

The count recalled Baptistin, who had left the room 
after delivering the letter. 

“Return to Paris,’ said he, “‘ assemble the servants 
who remain there. I want all my household at Auteuil.” 

‘“ But will no one remain in the house, my lord?” 
asked Baptistin. 

“Yes ; the porter.” 

‘““ My lord will remember that the lodge is at a distance 
from the house.” 

wow elle” 

“The house might be stripped without his hearing 
the least noise.”’ 

“ By whom ?” 

‘By thieves.” 

“You are a fool; M. Baptistin: Thieves might strip 
the house—it would annoy me less than to be disobeyed.” 

Baptistin bowed; ; 

“You, understand’ me ?”’ said the count. “ Bring 
your comrades here, one and all; but let everything 
remain as usual, only close the shutters of the ground- 
floor.” ‘DS 

‘““ And those of the first floor ?” 

‘‘ You know they are never closed: Go!” 

The count signified his intention of dining alone, and 
that no one but Ali should attend him: 

Having dined with his usual tranquillity and modera- 
tion, the count, making a signal to Ali to follow him, 
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went out by the side gate, and/on reaching the Bois de 
Boulogne, turned, apparently without design, towards 
Paris, and at twilight found himself opposite his house 
in, the Champs-Elysées. All was dark; one solitary, 
feeble light was burning in: the: porter’s lodge, about 
forty paces from the house, as: Baptistin had said. 

Monte-Cristo: leant against.a tree, and, with that eye 
which was so rarely deceived, searched ‘the double: 
avenue, examined the passers-by, and carefully looked 
down the neighbouring streets, to see that no one was 
concealed. Ten minutes) passed) thus; and he was con- 
vinced no one was watching him. 

He hastened, to the side: doer! with Ali, entered pre- 
cipitately, and, by the servants’ stabrcase,; of which he 
had the key, gained his bedroom without opening or 
disarranging a single curtain, without even the porter 
having the shghtest suspicton that the house which he 
supposed empty contained its chief occupant. 

Arrived in his bedroom, the count motioned to Ali to 
stop; then he passed into the dressmg-room, which he 
examined. All was as usual—the precious: secrétaire in 
its place, and the key in the secrétaire. ° He» doubly 
locked: it, took the key, returmed to the bedroom door, 
removed the double staple of the bolt, and went in. 

Meanwhile Ali had procured the arms» the ‘count 
required—namely, a short carbine and a. pair of double- 
barrelled pistols, with which as. sure an: aim might be 
taken as. with a single-barrelled: one. Thus armed, the 
count held the life of five men in his hands. 

It was about half-past nine. The count: and Ali ate 
in haste a crust of bread and drank»a glass of Spanish 
wine; then Monte-Cristo slipped aside one of the movable 
panels, which enabled him to see into the adjoining room. 
He had within his reach his pistols and his carbine, and 
Ali, standing near hin, held ome of those small Arabian 
hatchets, whose form has not varied since the Crusades. 

_ Through one of the windows of the bedroom, on a 
ine with that in the dressing-room, the count could see 
tito the street. 
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Two hours passed thus. It was intensely dark ; still 
Ah, thanks to his wild nature, and the count, thanks 
doubtless to his long confinement, could distinguish in 
the darkness the slightest movement of the trees. 

The little light in the lodge had been long extinct. 

It mught be expected that the attack, if indeed an 
attack was projected, would be made from the staircase 
of the ground-floor; and not from a window. In Monte- 
Cristo’s idea the villains sought his life, not his money. 
It would be his bedroom they would attack, and they 
must teach it by tthe back staircase or the window in 
the dressing-room. 

The clock of the Invalides struck a quarter to twelve ; 
the west wind bore on its moistened gusts the doleful 
vibration of the three strokes. As the last stroke died 
away, the count thought he heard a slight noise in the 
dressing-room; this first sound, ‘or, rather, this first 
grinding, was followed ‘by ‘a second, then ‘a third; at 
the fourth the coumt knew what to expect. A firm and 
well-practised hand was engaged in cutting the four 
sides of a pane of glass with a diamond. 

The count felt his heart beat more rapidly. Inured 
as men may be to danger, forewarned as they may be 
of peril, they understand, by the fluttering of the heart 
and the shuddering of the frame, the enormous difference 
between a dream and reality, between the project and 
the execution. 

However, Monte-Cristo only made a sign to apprise 
Ali, who; understanding that danger was approaching 
from the other side, drew nearer to his master. 

Monte-Cristo was eager to ascertain the strength and 
number ‘of his enemies. . 

The window whence the noise proceeded was opposite 
the opening by which the count could see into the dress- 
ing-room. He fixed his eyes on that window; he 
distinguished a shadow in the darkness; then one of 
the panes became quite opaque, as if a sheet of paper 
were stuck on the outside, then the square cracked 
without falling, Through the opening an arm ‘was 
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passed to find the fastening, then a second; the window 
turned on its hinges, and a man entered. He was 
alone. 

“ That’s a daring rascal!’ whispered the count. 

At that moment Ali touched him slightly on the 
shoulder.. He turned. Ali pointed to the window of 
the room in which they were, facing the street. 

“Good!” said, he, ‘‘ there are two of) them); one acts 
while the other watches.” 

He made a.sign to Ali not to lose sight of the man 
in the street, and returned to the one in the dressing- 
room. 

The glass-cutter had entered, and was feeling his way, 
his arms stretched out before him, At last he appeared 
to have made himself familiar with all parts. There 
were two doors; he bolted them both. 

When he drew near to that of the bedroom, Monte- 
Cristo expected he was coming in, and raised one of his 
pistols; but he simply heard the sound of the: bolts 
sliding in their copper rings. It was only a precaution. 
The nocturnal visitor, ignorant, of the count’s having 
removed the staples, might now think himself at home, 
and pursue his purpose with full-security. 

Alone and uncontrolled; the man then drew from: his 
pocket something which the count could not discern, 
placed it ona stand, then went straight to the secrétaire, 
felt the lock, and, contrary to his expectation, found 
that the key was missing. 

But the glass-cutter, was a prudent man, who had 
provided for all emergencies, The count soon heard 
the rattling of a bunch of shapeless keys, such as the 
locksmith brings when called to force a lock, and which 
thieves call nightingales,, doubtless from the music of 
their nightly song when they turn the precious lock. 

_ Ah, ah!” whispered Monte-Cristo, with a smile of 
disappointment, “‘ he is only a thief !”’ 

But the man in the dark could not find the right key. 
He reached the instrument he had placed on the stand, 
touched a spring, and, immediately a pale light, just 
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bright enough to render objects distinct, was reflected 
on the hands and countenance of the man. 

“Hold!” exclaimed Monte-Cristo; starting back, “ it 
is. 2) 


Ali raised his hatchet. 

“Don’t stir,” whispered Monte-Cristo, ‘and’ put 
down your hatchet ; we shall require no arms.’’ 

Then he added some words in a low tone, for the 
exclamation which surprise had drawn from the count, 
weak as it had been, had startled the man, who remained 
in the position of the old grinder: 

It was an order the count had just given, for im- 
mediately Ali went noiselessly, and returned, bearing 
a black dress and a three-cornered hat: | Meanwhile 
Monte-Cristo had rapidly taken off his greatcoat, waist- 
coat, and shirt, and one might distinguish by the glim- 
mering through the open panel that he wore one of those 
plant tunics of steel mail, of which the last in France, 
where daggers are no longer feared, was worn by King 
Louis XVI.; who feared the dagger at his breast, and 
whose head was cleft with a hatchet. 

This tunic soon disappeared under a long cassock, 
as did his hair under a priest’s wig ; the three-cornered 
hat over this effectually transformed the count into an 
abbé. 

The man, hearing nothing more, had again raised him- 
self, and while Monte-Cristo was completing his disguise, 
had advanced straight to the secrétaire, whose lock was 
beginning to crack under his nightingale. 

““Well done!” whispered the count, who depended 
on the secret spring, which was unknown to the picklock, 
clever as he might be—“ well done! You have a few 
minutes’ work there.” And he advanced to the window. 

The man whom he had seen seated on a fence had 
got down, and was still pacing the street; but, strange 
as it appeared, he cared not for those who might pass 
from the avenue of the Champs-Elysées or by the Fau- 
bourg St. Honoré; his attention was engrossed with 
what was passing at the count’s, and his only aim»ap- 
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peared to be to discern every movement in the dressing- 
room. 

Monte-Cristo suddenly’ struck his, finger on (his fore- 
head, and a smile passed over his nee Then, drawing 
near to Ali, he whispered,— 

“ Remain here, concealed in the dark; and whatever 
noise you hear, whatever passes, only come im, or show 
yourself, if 1 call you.’ 

Ah bowed in token of strict obedience. 

Monte-Cristo then drew a lighted taper from a closet, 
and when the thief was deeply engaged with his lock, 
silently opened the door, taking care that the light 
should shine directly on his face. 

The door opened so quietly that the thief heard no 
sound. But; to his astonishment, the room was in a 
moment light.» He turned. 

““Good-evening, dear M. Caderousse,” said Monte- 
Cristo; ‘‘ what are you doing here at such an hour ?”’ 

‘©The Abbé Busoni !’’ exchairmed Caderousse, and not 
knowing how this strange apparition could have en- 
tered when he had bolted the doors, he let fall his bunch 
of keys, and rematned motionless and stupefied. |. 

The count placed himself between Caderousse and the | 
window, thus cutting off from the thief his only chance 
of retreat. 

“The Abbé Busoni!” repeated Caderousse, fixing his 
haggard gaze on the count. 

‘Yes, doubtless, the Abbé Busoni himself,” replied 
Monte- Cristo, “and Tam very glad you recognize me, 
dear M. Caderousse ; it proves you have a good memory, 
for it must be about ten years since we last met,” 

This calmness of Busoni, combined with his irony and 
boldness, staggered Caderousse. 

EA Labbé !-Pabbé!”” murmured>he, clenching his fists, 
and his teeth chattering. 

“So you would rob. the: Count of Monte-Cristo 2,”’ 
contmued the false abbé. 

‘ M.l Abbé,” murmured Cadexbussey seeking to regain 
the» window, ‘which the count pitilessly intercepted— 
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‘““M. VAbbé, I don’t know-sbelieve me] ‘take my 
oath——”’ 

“A pane of glass out,” iors the count, “‘a dark 
lantern, a bunch of false keys, a secrétaire TEE forced ; 
it is tolerably evident 

Caderousse was choking; he looked round for some 
corner to hide in, some way of escape. 

“Come, come,” continued the count, ‘I see you are 
still the same—an assassin.” 

“M. lAbbé, since you know everything, you know 
it was not I; it was La Carconte. That was proved at 
the trial, since I was only condemnéd to the galleys.” 

“Ts your time, then, expired, since I find you in a fair 
way to return there ? ” 

No, M. PAbbé; I have been liberated by some 
one.’ 

“That some one has done:society a great kindness.” 

“ Ah,” said Caderousse,)‘ I had: promised——” 

“And you are breaking your promise,’ interrupted 
Monte-Cristo, 

‘“‘ Alas, yes!’ said Caderousse, very uneasily. 

‘A bad relapse, that will lead you, if I mistake not, 
to the Place de Gréve,»So»much the worse—so much 
the worse, diavolo/ as they say in my country.” 

“PNT V Abbé, I am impelled—— 

“ Every criminal says the same thing.” 

“ Poverty-——-” 

‘““Pshaw !”’ said Busoni disdainfully. ‘‘ Poverty may 
make a man beg, steal.a loaf of bread at a baker’s door, 
but not cause him to open a secrétaire in’ a house sup- 
posed to be inhabited. And when the jeweller Joannés 
had just paid you 45,000 frances for the diamond T had 
given you, and you killed him to get the diamond and 
the money both, was that also: poverty ?”’ 

‘Pardon, M. VAbbé!” said Caderousse. “ You have 
saved my life once, Save-me again }”” 

“ That is but poor encouragement.”’ 

“Are you alone, M. l’Abbé, or have you there solditrs 
ready to seize me oe 

II, Io 
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‘‘T am alone,” said the abbé, ‘cand I will again have 
pity on you and will let you escape, at the risk-of the 
fresh miseries my weakness:may lead to, if you tell me 
the truth.” 

‘Ah, M. ’ Abbé,” cried Caderousse, clasping his hands 
and drawing nearer to Monte-Cristo, “I may indeed say 
you are my deliverer,” ; 

‘“ You mean to say you have been freed from confine- 
ment.”’ 

‘“ Yes, in truth, Me? Abbé,’ 

‘““ Who was your liberator?” 

‘An Englishman.’’ 

“ What was his name ?.”’ 

“Lord Wilmore.” 

‘“T know him. I shall know if you lie.” 

““M. PAbbé, I tell you the simple truth.” 

“Was this Englishman protecting you ?” 

‘No, not me, but a young Corsican, my companion.” 

‘““ What was this young Corsican’s name ?”? 

“ Benedetto.”’ 

“Ts that his Christian name ?”’ 

“He had no other; he was a foundling.”’ 

‘ Then this young maniescaped with you ?.”’ 

‘ite, dick 

“Tn what way ?” 

“We were working at St. Mandrier, near Toulon. Do 
you know St. Mandrier ? ” 

rilydos' 

‘‘ Inthe hour of rest, between noon and one o'clock ut 

‘“Galley-slaves having a nap after dinner!) We may 
well pity the poor fellows!” said the abbé. 

‘‘ Nay,’’ said Caderousse, “one can’t always work—one 
is not a dog!” 

“So much the better for the dogs!”’ said Monte-Cristo. 

7 While the rest slept, then, we went away a short 
distance. We severed our fetters with a file the Eng- 
lishman had given us, and swam away.” | 

‘* And what is become of this Benedetto ? ”’ 

“ T don’t know.” 
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“You ought, to 'know,”’ 

‘No, in truth; we parted at Hyéres.” 

»;And to give more weight to,;his protestation, Cade- 
rousse advanced another step towards the abbé, who 
remained motionless in his place, as calm as ever, and 
pursuing his interrogation. 

“You lie!” said the Abbé Busoni, with a tone MOE 
irresistible authority. 

“M. VAbbé !%:; 

_“ You lie!) This man. is still your friend, and. you 
perhaps make use of him as your accomplice. it 

“Oh, Monsieur l Abbé! ” 

“ Since you left, Toulon, what have you lived on ? 
Answer me!” 

“On what I could get.” 

“You lie!” repeated the abbé a. third tind, with a 
still more imperative tone. 

Caderousse, terrified, looked at the count. 

“ You have lived on the money he has givenyou.”’ 

“True!” said Caderousse,. ‘“ Benedetto has become 
the son of.a great lord.” 

‘“ How can he be the son ofa great lord ?” 

‘A natural son.” 

“ And what is that great lord’s name ?”’ 

“The Count,of Monte-Cristo,; the very same in’ whose 
house we are.” 

‘‘ Benedetto. the count’s' son !’’ replied Monte-Cristo, 
astonished in his turn. 

“ Forsooth $I suppose so, since the count has found 
him a false father, since the count gives him 4,000 francs 


a month, and leaves him 500,000 francs in his wall.” 


“Ab! ah! |’ satd ‘the false abbé, who began to under- 
stand; ‘and what name does the young: man>bear 
meanwhile ? ”’ 

‘“ Andrea Cavalcanti.” 

“Ts it, then, that young man whom my friend the 
Count of Monte-Cristo has received into his house, and 
who is going to marry Mademoiselle Danglars ?” 

“ Exactly.” 
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“ And you suffer that, you wretch !—you who know 
his life and his crime?” 

“Why should I stand in a comrade’s way?” said 
Caderousse. 

““You are right. ott is not you who should appre 
M. Danglars; it is I.” 

“Do not do so, M. Abbé.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because you would bring us to ruin.’ 

“And you think that to save such villains as you 
I will become an abetter of their plot, an accomplice 
in their crimes ? ” 

“M. Abbé,” said Caderousse, drawing still nearer. 

““T will expose all.” 

“To whom ?” 

“To M. Danglars.” 

“By Heaven!” cried Caderousse, drawing from’ his 
waistcoat an open knife, and striking the count in the 
breast, ‘‘ you shall disclose nothing, M. l Abbé.” 

To Caderousse’s great astonishment, the knife, instead 
of piercing the count’s breast, flew back blunted. 
At@thetsdite moment the count seized with his left 


hand the assassin’s wrist, and wrung it with such strength , 


that the knife fell from his stiffened fingers, and Cade- 
rousse uttered a cry of pain.” But the count, disregarding 
his cry, continued to wring the bandit’s wrist until, his 


arm being dislocated, he fell first on his knees, then flat 


on the floor. 

The count then placed his foot on his head, saying,— 

““T know not what restrains me: from crushing thy 

skull, rascal!” 

j Ah, mercy! mercy!’ cried Git éricas¥et 

The count withdrew his foot. 

“Rise !”’ said he. 

Caderousse rose. 

‘“ What a wrist you have, M. VAbbé!”’ said Caderousse, 
stroking his arm, all bruised by the fleshy pincers which 
had held it—‘ what a wrist !”’ 

“Silence ! God gives me strength to overcome a wild 
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beast like you. In the name of that God I actre- 
member that, wretch !—and to spare thee at this mo- 
ment is still serving Him.” 

“Oh!” said Caderousse, groaning with pain. 

‘‘ Take this pen and paper, and: write what I dictate.” 

‘““T don’t know how to write, M: PAbbé.” 

“You lie! Take this pen) and !write.” 

Caderousse, awed by the superior power of the abbé, 
sat down and wrote :— 


“Str,—The man whom yow are receiving at your 
house, and to whom you intend to marry your daughter, 
is a felon who escaped with me from confinement at 
Toulon. He was No. 59 and I No. 58. He was called 
Benedetto; but he is ignorant of his real name; having 
never known his parents.” 

“ Sign it !”’ continued the count. 

“ But would you ruin me?” > 

“If I sought your ruin, fool, I should drag you to the 
first guard-house. Besides, when that note is delivered, 
in all probability you will have no more to fear. | Sign 
it} ‘then. 74 

Caderousse signed it. 

‘The address :—‘ A: Monsieur, le Baron Danglars, 
Banker, Rue de la Chaussée d’Antin.’ ” 

Caderousse wrote the address. The abbé took the 
note. 

“ Now,” said he, “‘ that suffices—begone! ” 

‘Which way:?)”’ 

“ The way you came.” 

‘“ You wish me to get out at that window ? ” 

‘You got in very well.” | 

‘“Oh! you have some design against me, M. PAbbé.”’ 

“ Tdiot ! what design can I have ?”’ 

‘Why, then, not let me out by the door?” 

“What would be the advantage of waking the 
porter ?”’ | }. Dervipn 

‘“M. ’ Abbé, tell me, do you not wish me dead ?)” 
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‘J wish what God wills.” 

‘“‘ But swear that you will not strike me as I go'down.” 

““ Cowardly fool ! ”’ 

“What do you intend doing with me?” 

‘‘T ask you what can I doi? I have tried to make you 
a happy man, and you have turned, out,a murderer.” 

“M. VAbbé,” said Caderousse, ‘‘make one more 
attémpt—try me once more !)” | 

‘“‘T will,” said the count. ‘“ Listen! You know ifol 
may be relied on.” 

“Yes,” said Caderousse. 

“Tf you arrive safely at home 

““What have I to fear; except from you ?” 

‘(If you reach your home safely, leave Paris, leave 
France ;» and wherever you may be, so long as you 
conduct yourself well, I will send: you a small annuity; 
for, if you return home safely, then——’” 

“Then ?”’ asked Caderousse, shuddering, 

‘Then I shall believe God has forgiven you, and I 
will forgive you too.” 

“As true as lam a Christian,”’ stammered Caderousse, 
“you will make me die of fright !”’ 

“Now, begone!’’ said the count, pointing ‘to’ the 
window. 

Caderousse, scarcely yet relying on this promise, put 
his legs out of the window and:stood on the ladder. 

“Now go down,” said the abbé, folding his arms. 
Understanding he had nothing more to fear from him; 
Caderousse began to go down. 

Then the count brought the taper to the window, in 
order that it might be seen in the Champs-Elysées that 
a ihe was getting out of the window while another held 
a light. 

“What are you doing, M. PAbbé ? » Suppose a watch- 
man should pass ?’” »And he blew out the light. 

_ He then descended, but it was only when he felt his 
foot touch the ground that he was satisfied he was safe. 

Monte-Cristo returned to his bedroom, and glancing 
rapidly from) the garden ‘to the street, he saw first Cade- 


be) 
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rousse, who, after-walking to the end of the earden, fixed 
his ladder against the wall at a different part from-where 
he came in, 

The count then, looking over into the street, saw the 
man who appeared to be waiting run in the same direc- 
tion, and place himself against the angle of the wall where 
Caderousse would come over. 

Caderousse climbed the ladder slowly, and looked over 
the coping to see if the street was! quiet. 3¢ 

No one could be seen or heard.) | Psd 

The clock of the Invalides struck one. 

Then Caderousse sat astride the coping, and, drawing 
up his ladder, passed it. over the! wall, then, began ‘to 
descend, or rather to slide down by the two stanchions, 
which he did with an ease which proved how accustomed 
he was to the exercise. boty 
_ But, once started, he could not stop... In, wain did he 
see a man start from the shade when he was half-way 
down; in vain did he see an arm raised as he touched 
the ground. - Before he could défend himself, that’ arm 
struck him so violently in the back that he let go the 
ladder, crying, “‘ Help!” 

A second blow struck him almost immediately in the 
side, and he fell, calling, ‘““ Help! Murder!” ' 

- Then, as he rolled on the ground, his adversary seized 
him by the hair, and struck hima third blow in the 
chest. I 
This time Caderousse endeavoured to call,again, but 
he could only utter a groan, and he shuddered as the 
blood flowed from his three wounds. | 

The assassin, finding he no longer cried, lifted his head 
up by the hair; his eyes:were closed and mouth. dis- 
torted. The murderer, supposing him, dead, let fall his 
head and disappeared. L 1 

Then Caderousse, feeling that he was leaving him, 
raised himself on his elbow, and with a dying voice cried 
with great effort,— of 

“Murder! Iam dying! Help, M. l:Abbé)!, Help ! 

This mournful appeal pierced the darkness. The ‘door 
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of the back staircase opened, then the side-gate of the 
garden, and Ali and his master were on the spot with 
lights. 


CHAPTER: LXXXIII. 
THE HAND OF GOD. 


CADEROUSSE continued to’call piteously,— 

“M. l Abbé, help! helpt”’ 

“What is the matter ?”’ asked Monte-Cristo. 

“Help!” cried Caderousse. ‘I am murdered!” 

“We are here; take courage!” 

‘© Ah, it’s all over!’ You are come too late. You are 
come to see me die. What blows! what blood!” 

He fainted. 

Ali and his master conveyed the wounded man into 
a room. Monte-Cristo motioned to Ali to undress him, 
and he then examined his dreadful wounds. 

‘““My God!” he exclaimed, ‘‘ Thy vengeance is some- 
times delayed, but only that it may fall the more effectu- 
ally.” 

An looked at his master for further instructions. 

“Conduct here immediately the procureur du roi, M. 
de Villefort, who lives in the Faubourg St. Honoré. As 
you pass the lodge, wake the porter, and send him for a 
surgeon.” 

Ali obeyed, leaving the abbé alone with Caderousse, 
who had not yet revived. 

When the wretched man again opened his eyes, the 
count looked at him with a mournful expression of pity, 
and his lips moved as if in prayer. d 

“A surgeon, M. lAbbé—a’ surgeon!” said Cade- 
rousse. 

“T have sent for one,” replied the abbé. 

AST know he cannot save my life, but he may strengthen 
me to give my evidence.” 

“ Against whom ?” 

“ Against my murderer.” 
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“ Did you recognize him ? ” 

“Yes, it was Benedetto.” 

“The young Corsican ?” 

‘ Himself,” 

“Your comrade ? ” 

“Yes. After giving me the plan of this house, doubt- 
less hoping I should kill the count and he thus become 
his heir, or that the count would kill me and I should be 
out of his way, he waylaid me, and has murdered me.” 

‘““T have also sent for the procureur du roi.” 

‘““He will not come in time. I feel my life fast ebb- 
ing away.” 

‘Stop!’ said: Monte-Cristo. 

He left the room, and returned in five minutes with a 
phial. 

- The dying man’s eyes were all the time riveted on the 
door, through which he hoped succour would arrive. 

“Hasten, M. Abbé! hasten! I shall faint again!” 

Monte-Cristo approached, and dropped on his purple 
lips three or four drops of the contents of the phial. 

Caderousse drew a deep breath. 

“Oh!” said he, ‘‘ that is life to me—more, more! ”’ 

“ Two drops more would kill you,” replied the abbé. 

“Oh, send for some one to whom I can denounce the 

| wretch !”’ 
| “Shall I write your deposition ? You can sign it.” 

‘“Yes, yes,” said Caderousse, and his eyes glistened 
at the thought of this posthumous revenge. 

Monte-Cristo wrote :— 


_ “J die murdered by the Corsican Benedetto, my com- 
rade in the galleys at Toulon, No. 59.” 


“Quick, quick !”’ said Caderousse, ‘‘ or I shall be un- 
able to sign it.” 

Monte-Cristo gave the pen to Caderousse, who collected 
all his strength, signed it, and fell back: on the bed, 
saying,— 

‘You will relate all. the rest, M. Abbé. You will say 
| a 104 
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he calls himself Andrea Cavaleanti::; He lodges at the 
Hétel des Princes. Oh, I am. dying}: 

He again fainted. 

The abbé made him smell the contents of fe phial, 
and he again opened his eyes. His desire for revenge 
had not forsaken him. 

“Ah! you will tell all. 1 have! Sane Will you not, aa 
PV Abbé?” 

“Yes, and ey more.’ 

“ What more will you say 2” 

“I. will say he had doubtless given you the plan of 
this house, in the hope the count would kill you. wh will 
say, likewise, he had apprised the count, by a note, of 
your intention; and the count being absent, I read the 
note, and sat up to await you.” 

“And he will be guillotined, will he not?’’ said Cade- 


rousse. ‘‘ Promise me that, and, 1 will die with that 
hope.” 
“T will say,” continued the count, “that he followed 


and watched you the whole time,,and, when he;saw you 
leave the house, ran to/the angle of the wall to:conceal 
himself.”’ 

‘‘ Did yoursee all that 2??? . 

“Remember my words :, ‘If you return home safely, 
I shall believe God has forgiven, you, and I will fongine 
you also.’”’ 

“ And you did not warn me })’-cried Caderousse, rais- 
ing himself on. his elbows., ‘You, knew, 1 should be 
killed on leaving this house, and did not warn me !,” 

“No, tor I saw God’s justice placed in the hands of 
Benedetto, and, should have, thought it sacrilege to 
oppose the designs of Providence.” 

“God’s justice! Speak not of it, M. VAbbé, If God 
were just, you know many would be punished who now 
escape.’ 

“Patience |” said the abbé, ina tone which made the 
dying man shudder+—“ have patience !”’ 

Caderousse looked at him with amazement. 

““ Besides,” said the abbé, ‘God is merciful to all, as 
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He. has, been tol you) ‘Hé- is first a Father) then a 
Judge.” 

‘“‘ Do you, then, believe in. God 2” said Caderousse, 

“Had I been so unhappy as not to believe in Him 
until now,” said Monte-Cristo, ““I must: believe on see- 
ing you.” Lil.7 

Caderousse raised hisi clenched hands towards heaven. 

“Listen,” said the abbé, extending his hand over the 
wounded man, as if to command: him to believe. © ‘‘ This 
is what the God in whom, on your death-bed, you: refuse 
to believe, has done for you. He gave you ‘health, 
strength, regular employment, even friends—a life,’ in 
fact, which'a man might enjoy with a calm conscience. 
Instead of improving these gifts, rarely granted so abun- 
dantly, this has been: your course.) You have given 
yourselfup to sloth and drunkenness, and ina fit of 
intoxication have ruined your best friend.” 

“Help!” cried Caderousse, ‘‘\|-require a surgeon, not 
a priest... Perhaps E am not mortally wounded; I may 
not die, Perhaps they can yet’save my life.” 

“ Your wounds. are so: far: mertal that, without the 
three drops I gave you, you-would now be dead: Listen, 
then.” 

“ Ah!” murmured Caderousse, “ what a strange priest 
you are! You dtive the dying to despair instead of 
consoling them.” 

“Listen,” continued the abbé. “‘ When you. had be- 
trayed your friend, God began not to strike; but to warn 
you. Poverty overtook you. You had already passed 
half your life in coveting that:which you might have 
honourably acquired, and already you contemplated 
crime under the excuse of want, when God worked a 
miracle in your behalf, sending you, by my hands, a 
fortune—brilliant, indeed, for you, who had never pos- 
sessed any. This unexpected, unhoped-for, unheard-of 
fortune sufficed you no longer when once you possessed 
it. You wished to double it. And how? Bya murder! 
You succeeded, and then’ God snatched it from you, 
and brought you to justice.” 
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“Tt was not I who wished to kill the Jew,” said 
Caderousse; ‘‘ it was La Carconte.”’ 

“Yes,” said Monte-Cristo, ““and God, I cannot say 
in justice, for His justice would have slain you—but 
God, in His mercy, spared your life.” 

‘“ Pardieu/ to transport me for life! How merciful!” 

‘You thought it a mercy then, miserable wretch | The 
coward, who feared death, rejoiced at perpetual disgrace, 
for, like all galley-slaves, you said, ‘1 may escape from 
prison; I cannot from the grave.’ And you said truly; 
the way was opened for you unexpectedly. An English- 
man, who had vowed to rescue two men from infamy, 
visited Toulon, and his choice fell on you and your com- 
panion. You received: a second fortune. Money and 
tranquillity were restored to you; and you who had 
been condemned to a felon’s life might live as other 
men. Then, wretched creature!—then you tempted God 
a third time. ‘I have not enough,’ you said, when you 
had more than you before possessed, and you com- 
mitted a third crime, without reason, without excuse. 
God is wearied ; He has punished you.” 

Caderousse was fast sinking. 

“ Give me drink,” said he; “I thirst—I burn!’ 

Monte-Cristo gave him a glass of water. 

“ And yet that villain Benedetto will escape!” 

“No one, I tell you, will escape. Benedetto will be 
punished.” 

“ Then you, too, will be punished, for you didnot do 
your duty as a priest. You should have prevented 
Benedetto from killing me.” 

“T!” said the count, with a smile which petrified the 
dying man, ‘‘ when you had just broken your knife against 
the coat-of-mail which protected my breast! Yet, per- 
haps, if I had found you humble and penitent, I might 
have prevented Benedetto from killing you; but I found 
son ae and bloodthirsty, and I left you in the hands 
of God.” 

‘T do not believe there is a God’! ”’ howled Caderousse. 
“You do not believe it! Youlie! you lie!” 


THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO. 437 


‘* Silence |’ said the abbé ;. ‘f you will force’ the last 
drop of blood from your veins. What! you do not 
believe in God when He is striking you dead? You 
will not believe in Him, who requires but a prayer, a 
word, a tear, and He will forgive ? God, who might 
have directed the assassin’s dagger so'as to end your 
career in a moment, has given you ‘this quarter of an 
hour for repentance. Reflect, then, wretched man, and 
repent.” 

“No,” said Caderousse—‘‘no, I will not repent. 
There is no God, there is no Providence—all comes by 
chance.” 

‘“ There is a Providence, there is a God,’ said Monte- 
Cristo; ‘of which you are a striking proof, as: you lie 
in utter despair denying Him, while I stand before you, 
rich, happy, safe, and entreating that God in whom you 
endeavour not to believe, while in your heart you still 
believe in Him.”’ 

“ But who are you, then ?”’ asked Caderousse, fixing 
his dying eyes on the count. 

‘Look well at me!”’ said Monte-Cristo, putting the 
light near his face. 

“‘ Well! the abbé—the Abbé Busoni.” 

Monte-Cristo took off.the wig which disfigured him, 
and let fall his black hair, which added so much to the 
beauty of his pallid features. 

‘“Oh!” said Caderousse, thunderstruck, ‘‘ but for that 
black hair I should say you were the Englishman, Lord 
Wilmore.” 

“I am neither the Abbé Busoni nor Lord Wilmore,” 
said Monte-Cristo. ‘Think again. Do you not recol- 
lect me ?”’ 

There was a magic effect in the count’s words which 
once more revived the exhausted powers of the miserable 
man. 

“‘ Ves, indeed,” said he, “J think I have seen you and 
known you formerly.” 

““ Yes, Caderousse, you have seen me; you knew me 
once.” 
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“ Who, then, are you ?. And why, if you knew me, 
do you let me die ?.”’ 

‘“ Because nothing can save you; your wounds are 
mortal. Hadjit been possible to save your life I should 
have considered it another proof of God’s mercy, and: 
would again have endeavoured to restore you, I swear 
by my father’s tomb.” 

“By your father’s tomb !”’ said Caderousse, supported 
by a supernatural power, and half-raising himself to see 
more distinctly the man who had just taken the oath 
which all men hold sacred.  ‘‘ Who; then, are you 2?” 

The count had watched the approach of death. He 
knew ‘this was the last struggle. He approached the 
dying man, and leaning over him with a calm and melan- 
choly look, he whispered,— 

“ Tam—I am——” 

And his almost closed lips uttered a name so low that 
the count himself appeared afraid to hear it. 

Caderousse, who had raised himself on his knees, and 
stretched out his arm, tried to draw back; then :clasping 
his hands, and raising them with a desperate effort,— 
_“Q my God! my God!” said he, =o‘ spardomame for 
having denied Thee.) Thou dost)exist ! Thou art, in- 
deed, man’s Father in heaven and his Judge on earth. 
My God, my Lord, I have long despised Thee! Pardon 
me, my God! Receive me, Omy Lord!” 

Caderousse sighed deeply, and fell back with a groan. 
See no longer flowed from his wounds. | He was 

ead. 

“One!” said the count mysteriously, his eyes fixed 
on the corpse disfigured by so awful a death. 

Ten minutes afterwards the surgeon and the procureur 
du roi arrived—the one accompanied by the porter, the 
other by Ali—and were received by the Abbé Busoni, 
who was praying by the side of the corpse. 
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CHAPTER LXXXIV, 
BEAUCHAMP., 


Tue daring attempt to’rob the! count was the topic of 
conversation throughout Paris» for the: next fortnight. 
The dyimg man had signed a, deposition declaring Bene- 
detto' to be the assassin. ~The police had orders toamake 
the strictest search for the murderer. 

Caderousse’s knife, dark lantern, bunch of keys, and 
elothing, excepting the waistcoat, which could not be 
found, were deposited at the: registry; the corpse was 
conveyed to La Morgue. The count told every one this 
adventure had happened during his absence at Auteuil; 
and that he only knew what was! related by the Abbé 
Busoni, who that evening, by mere chance, had re- 
quested to pass the night-in his house to examine some 
valuable books in his library. ‘Bertuccio alone turned 
pale whenever’ Benedetto’s name was. mentioned in his 
presence, but there was no reasom why any one should 
notice his doing so. Villefort, being called on to prove 
the crime, was preparing ‘the breviate’ with the same 
ardour as he was accustomed to: exercise when called on 
to speak in criminal cases. 

But three weeks had already passed, and the most dili- 
gent search had been unsuccessful. The attempted 
robbery and the murder of the robber by his comrade 
were almost forgotten in anticipation of the approaching 
matriage of Mademoiselle Danglars to the Count Andrea 
Cavalcanti. It was expected this wedding would shortly 
take place, as the young man was received at the banker’s 
as the betrothed, Letters had been dispatched to M. 
Cavalcanti, the count’s father, who highly approved of 
the‘union, regretted his inability to leave Parma at that 
time, and promised a wedding gift of a hundred and 
fifty thousand livres. It was agreed that the three 
millions should be entrusted ‘to Danglars’to improve. 
Some persons had warned the young man of the circum- 
starices of his’ future father-in-law, who had of late sus- 
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tained repeated losses, but with sublime disinterested- 
ness and confidence the young man refused to listen, or 
to express a single doubt to the baron. 

The baron adored Count Andrea Cavalcanti; not so 
Mademoiselle Eugénie Danglars.,; With an instinctive 
hatred of matrimony, she suffered Andrea’s attentions in 
order to get rid of Morcerf; but when Andrea urged his 
suit, she betrayed an utter dislike to him. The baron 
might possibly have perceived it, but attributing it to 
caprice, feigned ignorance. 

The delay demanded by Beauchamp had nearly ex- 
pired. Morcerf appreciated the advice of Monte-Cristo 
to let things die away of their own accord. No one had 
taken up the remark about the general, and no one had 
recognized in the officer who betrayed the castle of 
Yanina the noble count in the House of Peers: 

Albert, however, felt no less insulted. The few lines 
which had irritated him were certainly intended as an 
insult. Besides, the manner in which Beauchamp had 
closed the conference left a bitter recollection in his 
heart. He cherished the thought of the duel, hoping to 
hide its true cause even from his seconds. Beauchamp 
had not been seen since the day he visited Albert, and | 
those of whom the latter inquired always told him he 
was out on a journey which would detain him some 
days. Where he was no one knew. 

One morning Albert was awakened by his valet-de- 
chambre, who announced Beauchamp. Albert rubbed 
his eyes, ordered his servant to introduce him into 
the smoking-room on the ground-floor, dressed himself 
quickly, and went down. He found Beauchamp pacing 
the room. On perceiving him Beauchamp stopped. 

“ Your arrival here, without waiting my visit at your 
house to-day, looks well, sir,’’ said Albert. ‘‘ Tell me, 
may I shake hands with you, saying, ‘ Beauchamp, 
acknowledge you have injured me, and retain my friend- 
ship’? or must I simply propose to you a choice of 
arms ?” 

“ Albert,” said Beauchamp, with a look of sorrow 
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which stupefied the young man, “let us first sit down 
and talk.” 

“ Rather, sir, before we sit down I must demand your 
answer.” 

“ Albert,’ said the journalist, ‘‘ these are questions 
which it is difficult to answer.” 

“I will facilitate it by repeating the question, ‘ Will 
you or will you not retract ?’” 

‘“Morcerf, it is not enough to answer Yes or No to 
questions which concern the honour, the social interest, 
and the life of such a man as the Lieutenant-general 
Count de Morcerf, peer of France.” 

“What must, then, be done ?”’ 

“What I have done, Albert. I reasoned thus: Money, 
time, and fatigue are nothing compared with the reputa- 
tion and interests of a whole family. Probabilities will 
not suffice; only facts will justify a deadly combat with 
a friend. If I strike with the sword, or discharge the 
contents of a pistol at a man with whom for three years 

I have been on terms of intimacy, I must, at least, know 
why I do so; I must meet him with a heart at ease 
and that quiet conscience which a man needs when his 
own arm must save his life.” 

“ Well,” asked Morcerf impatiently, ‘what does all 
this mean ?”’ 

“Tt means that I have just returned from Yanina.”’ 

“From Yanina ?”’ 

ROY 6337, 

“ Impossible ! ”’ 

“Here is my passport; examine the vsa—Geneva, 
Milan, Venice, Trieste, Delvino, Yanina. Will you 
believe the government of a republic, a kingdom, and 
an empire ?”’ L 

Albert cast his eyes on the passport, then raised them 
in astonishment to Beauchamp. 

‘““You have been to Yanina ?”’ said he. 

“Albert, had you been a stranger, a foreigner, a 
simple Jord, like that Englishman who came to demand 
satisfaction three or four months since, and whom I 
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killed to get rid of, I should not have taken this trouble ; 
but I thought this mark of consideration due to you. 
I took a week to go, another to return, four days of 
quarantine,’ and forty-eight hours to stay there— that 
makes three weeks. I returned last night, and here 
benea'? 

‘What circumlocution! How long you are before 
you tell me what I most wish to know!” 

“ Because, in truth, Albert———’” 

“ You hesitate !” 

“Yes—lI fear.”’ 

“You fear to acknowledge that your. correspondent 
has deceived you? Oh, no _self-love, Beauchamp. 
Acknowledge it, Beauchamp; your courage cannot be 
doubted.” 

‘Not so,” murmured the journalist. ‘On the con- 
trary i 

Albert turned frightfully pale; he endeavoured to 
speak, but the words died on his lips. 

“ My friend,” said Beauchamp, in the most affectionate 
tone, “I should gladly make an apology, but, alas ! t 

“ But what ?”’ 

“The paragraph was correct, my friend.”’ 

“What! that French officer——”’ 

Seesaw 

“Fernand ?”’ 

FP BUSSE 

“The traitor who surrendered the castle of the man 
in whose service he was——” 

‘Pardon me, my friend, that man was your father !”’ 

Albert advanced furiously towards Beauchamp ; but 
the latter restrained him more by a mild look than by 
his extended hand. 

‘“ My friend,” said he, ‘‘ here is a proof of it.” 

Albert opened the paper; it was an attestation of 
four notable inhabitants of Yanina, proving that Colonel 
Fernand Mondego, in the service of Ali Tebelen, had 
surrendered the castle for two million crowns. The 
signatures were perfectly legal. Albert tottered and. fell 
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overpowered in a chair. It could no longer be doubted— 
the family name was fully given. After a moment’s 
mournful silence, his heart overflowed, and he gave way 
to a flood of tears. 

Beauchamp, who had watched with sincere pity the 
young man’s paroxysm of grief, approached him. 

“ Now, Albert,” said he, “you understand me, do 
you not? I wished to see all, and to judge of every- 
thing for myself, hoping the explanation would be in 
your father’s favour, and that I might do him justice. 
But, on the contrary, the particulars which are given 
prove that Fernand Mondego, raised by Ali Pacha to 
the tank -of governor-general, is no other than Count 
Fernand de Morcerf; then recollecting the honour you 
had done me, in admitting me to your friendship, I 
hastened to you.” 

Albert, still extended on the chair, covered his face 
with both hands as if to prevent the light from reaching 
him. 

“ I hastened to you,’ continued Beauchamp, “to tell 
you, Albert, in this changing age, the faults of a father 
cannot revert upon his children. Few have passed 
through this revolutionary period, in the midst of which 
we were born, without some stam of infamy or blood to 
soil the uniform of the soldier, the gown, or statesman. 
Now I have these proofs, Albert, and I am in your con- 
fidence; no human power can force me to a duel which 
your own conscience would reproach you with as crim- 
tal; but 1 come to offer you what you can no longer 
demand of me. Do 'you wish these proofs, these at- 
testations, which I alone possess, to be. destroyed ? 
Do you wish this frightful secret to remain with us ? 
Confided to me, it shall never escape my lips; say, 
Albert, my friend, do you wish it?” 

Albert threw himself on Beauchamp’s neck. 

‘““ Ah, noble fellow! ” cried he. 

‘Take these,’ said Beauchamp, presenting the 
papers to Albert. 

Albert. seized them with a convulsive hand, tore them 
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in pieces, and, trembling lest the least vestige should 
escape and one day appear to confront him, he ap- 
proached the waxlight, always kept burning for cigars, 
and consumed every fragment. 

“Dear, excellent friend!’ murmured Albert, still 
burning the papers. 

“Let all be forgotten as a sorrowful dream,” said 
Beauchamp; “let it vanish as the last sparks from the 
blackened paper, and disappear as the smoke from those 
silent ashes.”’ 

“Yes, yes,” said Albert; “and may there remain only 
the eternal friendship which I promised to my deliverer, 
which shall be transmitted to our children’s children, 
and shall always remind me that I owe my life and the 
honour of my name to you; for had this been known, 
oh! Beauchamp, I should have destroyed myself! or, no, 
my poor mother! I could not have killed her by the 
same blow; I should have fled from my country.” 

“ Dear Albert !”” said Beauchamp. 

But this sudden and factitious joy soon forsook the 
young man, and was succeeded by still greater grief. 

“Well,” said Beauchamp, “ what still oppresses you, 
my friend ?” 

“Tam broken-hearted,” said Albert. ‘“‘ Listen, Beau- 
champ; I cannot thus, in a moment, relinquish the 
respect, the confidence, and pride with which a father’s 
untarnished name inspires a son. Oh, Beauchamp! 
Beauchamp! how shall I now approach mine? Shall 
I draw back my forehead from his embrace, or withhold 
my hand from his? JI am the most wretched of men. 
Ah, my mother—my poor mother!” said Albert, gazing 
through his tears at his mother’s portrait; “if you 
know this, how much must you suffer ! ”’ 

“Come,” said Beauchamp, taking both his hands, 
“take courage, my friend.” 

“But how came that first note inserted in your jour- 
te ? Some unknown enemy—an invisible foe has done 
chisee 

“The more must you fortify yourself, Albert. Let no 
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trace of emotion be visible on your countenance ; bear 
your grief as the cloud bears within it ruin and death— 
a fatal secret, known only when the storm bursts. Go, 
my friend ; reserve your strength for the moment when 
the crash shall come.” 

“ You think, then, all is not over yet ?”’ said Albert, 
horror-stricken. 

“I think nothing, my friend; but all things are 
possible. A propos——” 

“What ?”’ said Albert, seeing Beauchamp hesitated. 

“ Are you going to marry Mademoiselle Danglars ? ”’ 

‘‘ Why do you ask me now ? ”’ 

‘’ Because the rupture or fulfilment of this engage- 
ment is connected with the person of whom we were 
speaking.” 

“How ?”’ said Albert, whose brow reddened. ‘“‘ You 
think M. Danglars——”’ 

“Task you only how your engagement stands. Pray 
put no construction on my words I do not mean they 
should convey, and give them no undue weight.” 

“No,” said Albert, “ the engagement is broken off.” 

“Well!” said Beauchamp. Then, seeing the young 
man was about. to relapse into melancholy, “‘ Let us go 
out, Albert,’’ suggested he. “A ride in the wood in 
the phaeton, or on horseback, will refresh you. We will 
then return to breakfast, and you shall attend to your 
affairs, and I to mine.” 

‘“ Willingly,” said Albert; “ but let us walk. I think 
a little exertion would do me good.” 

The two friends walked out on the fortress. When 
arrived at La Madeleine,— 

“Since we are out,” said Beauchamp, “let us call on 
M. de Monte-Cristo. He is admirably adapted to revive 
one’s spirits, because he never interrogates ; and, in my 
opinion, those who ask no questions are the best com- 
forters.”’ 

“Gladly,” said Albert ; “‘I love him—let us call.” 
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CHAPTER LXXXV. 
THE JOURNEY. 


MonTE-CRISTO uttered a joyful exclamation on seeing 
the young people together. 

“Ah, ah,” said he, ‘‘I hope all is over, explained, and 
settled.” 

“YVes,’”’ said Beauchamp; “ the absurd reports have 
died away, and should they be renewed, I would be the 
first to-oppose them, so let us speak no more of it.” 

“Albert will tell you,” replied the count, “that I 
gave him the same advice. Look,’’ added he; “I am 
finishing the most execrable morning’s work.” 

‘“What is it?” said Albert. “Arranging your papers, 
apparently.” 

‘“My papers, thank God, no! My papers are all in 
capital order, because I have none; but M. Cavalcanti’s.”’ 

‘“M. Cavaleanti’s ?”’ asked Beauchamp. 

“Yes; do you not know that this is a young man 
whom the count is introducing ?”’ said Morcerf. 

“Let us not misunderstand each other,” replied 
Monte-Cristo. . “I introduce no one, and certainly not 
M, Cavalcanti.” 

“And who,” said Albert, with a forced smile, “is to 
marry Mademoiselle Danglars instead of me, which 
grieves me cruelly.”’ 

“What! Cavalcanti is going to marry Mademoiselle 
Danglars ?”’ asked Beauchamp. 

‘Certainly... Have you come from the end of the 
world?” said Monte-Cristo; “you, a journalist, the 
husband of renown! It is the talk of all Paris.” 

“ And you, count, have made this match?” asked 
Beauchamp. i 

“I? Silence, Monsieur le Nouveliste ; do not spread 
that report. I make a match! No; you do not know 
me. I have done all in my power to oppose it.” 

“Ah, I understand,” said Beauchamp, ‘on our 
friend Albert’s account.” 
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“On my account?” said the young man. ‘Oh no, 
indeed! The count will do me the justice to assert that 
I have, on the contrary, always entreated him to break 
off my engagement, and happily it is ended. The 
count pretends I have not him to thank ; but I perfectly 
well know to whom I am indebted.” 

“ Listen,” said Monte-Cristo. “‘I have had little to 
do with it, for I am at variance both with the father-in- 
law and the young man. There is only Mademoiselle 
Eugénie, who appears but little charmed with the 
thoughts of matrimony, and who, ‘seeing how little I 
was disposed to persuade her to renounce her dear liberty, 
retains any affection for me.” 

“ And do you say this wedding is at hand ?”’ 

“Oh yes, in spite of all I could say. I do not know 
the young man ; he is said to be of good family and rich, 
but I never trust to vague assertions. I have warned 
M. Danglars of it till Iam tired, but he is fascinated with 
his Lucquois. I have even informed him of a circum- 
stance I consider very serious-—the young man was 
either changed by his nurse, stolen by gipsies, or lost by 
his tutor, I scarcely know which; but I do know his 
father lost sight of him for more than ten years. What 
he did during these ten years, God only knows. Well, 
all that was useless. They have commissioned me to 
write to the major to demand papers, and here they 
are. I send them, but will have nothing more to do with 
the matter.” 

“And what does Mademoiselle d’Armilly say to you 
for robbing her of her pupil ?” 

“Forsooth! I know not; but I understand she is 
going to Italy. Madame Danglars asked me for letters 
of recommendation for the impresarios. I gave her a 
few lines for the director of the Valle Theatre, who 1s 
under some obligation to me. But what is the matter, 
Albert ? You look dull. Are you, after all, uncon- 
sciously in love with Mademoiselle Eugénie ? ” 

“Tam not aware of it,’ said Albert, smiling sorrow- 
fully. 
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Beauchamp turned to look at some paintings. 

“ But,’ continued Monte-Cristo, “you are not in 
your usual spirits ?.” 

““T have a dreadful headache,” said Albert. 

“‘ Well, my dear viscount,” said Monte-Cristo, “ I have 
an infallible remedy to propose to you.” 

‘What is that ?”” asked the young man. 

“ A-change.”’ 

‘““Indeed !”’ said Albert. 

“Yes, and as I am just now excessively annoyed, I 
shall go from home. Shall we go together ?”’ 

“ You annoyed, count !”’ said Beauchamp; “‘ and by 
what ?” 

“ Pardiew! you think very lightly of it. I should 
like to see you with a breviate preparing in your house.” 

“What breviate ?” 

“The one M. de Villefort is preparing against my 
amiable assassin—some brigand escaped from the 
galleys apparently.”’ 

“True,” said Beauchamp; “I saw it in the paper. 
Who is this Caderousse ?”’ 

“Some provincial, it appears. M. de Villefort heard 
of him at Marseilles, and M. Danglars recollects having 
seen him, Consequently, M. le Procureur is very active 
in the affair, and the prefect of police very much in- 
terested ; and, thanks to that interest, for which I am 
very grateful, they send me all the robbers of Paris 
and the neighbourhood, under pretence of their being 
Caderousse’s murderers; so that in three months, if this 
continue, every robber and assassin in France will have 
the plan of my house at his fingers’ ends. I am resolved 
to desert them, and to go to some remote corner of the 


earth, and shall be happy if you will accompany me, 
viscount.” 


“ Willingly.”’ 

“Then it is settled 2” 

“Yes; but where?” 

‘TL have told you—-where the air is pure, where every 
sound soothes, where one is sure to be humbled, how- 


‘THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO. 449 


ever proud may be his nature. I love that humilia- 
tion, I who am master of the universe, as was Augustus.” 

‘‘ But where are you really going ?’’ 

“To sea, viscount; you know I am a sailor. I was 
rocked when an infant in the arms of old Ocean, and on 
the bosom of the beautiful Amphitrite ; I have sported 
with the green mantle of the one and the azure robe of 
the other; I love the sea as a mistress, and pine if I do 
not often see her.”’ 

“ Let us go, count.’ 

U Polsenan? 

Hewes} 

“You accept my proposal ?”’ 

ce if Gout 

“ Well, viscount, there will be in my courtyard this 
evening a good travelling britska, with four post-horses, 
in which one may rest as in a bed.—M. Beauchamp, it 
holds four very well; will you accompany us ?” 

“ Thank you, I have just returned from sea.”’ 

“What, you have been to sea ?”’ 

“Yes, 1 have just made a little excursion to the 
Borromées islands.”’ 

‘“ What of that; come with us,”’ said Albert. 

“No, dear Morcerf, you know I only refuse when the 
thing is impossible. Besides, it is important,” added he 
in a low tone, “ that I should remain in Paris just now 
to watch the paper.” 

‘Ah, you are a’good and an excellent friend,” said 
Albert. ‘‘ Yes, you are right; watch, watch, Beauchamp, 
and try to discover the enemy who made this disclosure.” 

Albert and Beauchamp parted; the last pressure of 
their hands expressed what their tongues could not before 
a stranger. 

‘“ Beauchamp is a worthy fellow,” said Monte-Cristo, 
when the journalist was gone; ‘‘1s he not, Albert ?”’ 

“Ves, and a sincere friend; I love him devotedly. 
But now we are alone, although it is immaterial to me, 
where-are we going ?”’ 

“Into Normandy, if you like,”’ 
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“ Delightful. Shall we be quite retired ? Have no 
society, no neighbours ?” 

“Our companions will be riding-horses, dogs to hunt 
with, and a fishing-boat.” ; 

“Exactly what I wish for. I will apprise my mother 
of my intention, and return to you.” 

“ But shall you be allowed to go into Normandy ?”’ 

‘‘T may go where I please.” 

“Yes, I am aware you may go alone, since I once 
met you in Italy; but you accompany the mysterious 
Monte-Cristo ?” 

“You forget, count, that I have often told you of 
the deep interest my mother takes in you.” 

“““ Woman is fickle,’ said Francis I. ; ‘ woman is like 
a wave of the sea,’ said Shakespeare; this great king 
and poet ought to have known woman’s nature well.” 

‘““My mother is not such a woman ; careful in forming 
her opinion, she changes it not.” 

“Yes, truly,” said Monte-Cristo, with a sigh. “ And 
do you think she is in the least interested in me ?” 

“T repeat it. You must really be a very strange and 
superior man, for my mother is so absorbed by the interest 
you have excited, that when I am with her she speaks 
of no one else.” 

‘““ And does she try to make you dislike me ?”’ 

“On the contrary, she often says, ‘ Morcerf, T believe 
the count to be a noble fellow; try to gain his esteem.’ ”’ 

‘“ Indeed !”’ said Monte-Cristo, sighing. 

“ You see, then,” said Albert, “ that instead of oppos- 
ing, she will encourage me.” 

“Adieu, then, until five o’clock; be punctual, and 
we shall arrive at twelve or one.” 

PeAvel report 

“Yes ; or in the neighbourhood.” 

‘ But can we travel forty-eight leagues in eight hours >” 

‘“ Easily,”’ said Monte-Cristo. 

“You ‘are certainly a prodigy. You will soon not 
only surpass the railway—which would not be very diffi- 
cult in France—but even the telegraph.” 
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‘“ Meanwhile, viscount, since we cannot perform the 
journey in less than seven or eight hours, do not keep 
me waiting.” 

“Do not fear; I have little to prepare.’ 

Monte-Cristo smiled as he nodded to Albert, then re- 
mained a moment absorbed in deep meditation. But 
passing his hand across his forehead as if to dispel his 
reverie, he rang the bell twice, and Bertuccio entered. 

“ Bertuccio,” said he, “I intend going this evening 
to Normandy, instead of to-morrow or the next day. 
You will have sufficient time before five o’clock; dis- 
patch a messenger to apprise the grooms at the first 
station. M. de Morcerf will accompany me.” 

Bertuccio obeyed, dispatched a courier to Pontoise to 
say the travelling-carriage would arrive at six o'clock. 
From Pontoise another express was sent to the next 
stage, and in six hours all the horses stationed on the 
road were ready. Before his departure, the count went 
to Haydée’s apartments, told her his intention, and 
resigned everything to her care. 

Albert was punctual. The journey soon became in- 
teresting from its rapidity, of which Morcerf had formed 
no previous idea. 

“Truly,” said Monte-Cristo, “with your post-horses 
going at the rate of two leagues an hour, and that absurd 
law that one traveller shall not pass another without 
permission, so that an invalid or ill-tempered fellow 
may detain those who are well and active, it is im- 
possible to move. I escape this annoyance by travel- 
ling with my own postilion and horses—do I not, 
Ah’? 7 

The count put his head out of the window and whistled, 
and the horses appeared to fly. The carriage rolled with 
a thundering noise over the pavement, and every one 
turned to notice the dazzling meteor, Ali, smiling, 
repeated the sound, grasped the reins with a firm hand, 
and spurred his horses, whose beautiful manes floated in 
the breeze. This child of the desert was in his element ; 
and, with his black face and sparkling eyes, appeared in 
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the cloud of dust he raised like the genius of the simoom 
and the god of the hurricane. 

‘TI never knew till now the delight of speed,” said 
Morcerf, and the last cloud disappeared from his brow ; 
“but where the devil do you get such horses ? Are 
they made to order ?”’ 

‘* Precisely,” said the count. “Six years ago I bought 
a horse in Hungary remarkable for its swiftness. The 
thirty-two that we shall use to-night are its progeny. 
They are all entirely black, with the exception of a star 
upon the forehead.” 

‘That is perfectly admirable. But what do you do, 
count, with all these horses ?”’ 

“You see—I travel with them.” 

‘“ But you are not always travelling.” 

‘“When I no longer require them Bertuccio will sel! 
them; and he expects to realize thirty or forty thousand 
francs by the sale.” 

“But no monarch in Europe will be wealthy enough 
to purchase them.”’ 

“Then he will sell them to some Eastern vizier, who 
will empty his coffers to purchase them, and refill them 
by applying the bastinado to his subjects.” 

‘“ Count, may I suggest one idea to you ?.”’ 

‘ Certainly.” 

“It is that next to you Bertuccio must be the richest 
gentleman in Europe.” 

‘You are mistaken, viscount; I believe he has not 
a franc in his possession,’ 

“Then he must be a wonder. My. dear count, if 
you tell me many more marvellous things, 1 warn you 
I shall not believe them.” 

“I countenance nothing that is marvellous, M. Albert. 
Tell me, why does a steward rob his master ?”’ 

‘‘ Because, I suppose, it is his nature to do so, for the 
love of robbing.” 

“You are mistaken. It is because he has a wife 
and family, and ambitious desires for himself and them. 
Also, because he is not sure of always retaining his situa- 
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tion, and wishes to provide for the future. Now, M. 
Bertuccio is alone in the world; he uses my property 
without accounting for the use he makes of it. He ‘is 
sure never to leave my service.” 

“ Why?!” 

“ Because I should never get a better.” 

‘“ Probabilities are deceptive.” 

‘But I deal in certainties. He is the best servant 
over whom you have the power of life and death.” 

“Do you possess that right over Bertuccio ?” 

PUES He 

There are words which close a conversation as if with 
an iron door; such was the count’s “ yes.” The whole 
journey was performed with equal rapidity, the thirty-two 
horses, dispersed at seven stages, arrived in eight hours. 
At midnight they arrived at the gate of the beautiful 
park. The porter was in attendance. He had been 
apprised by the grooms of the last stage of the count’s 
approach. At half-past two in the morning Morcerf was 
conducted to his apartments, where a bath and supper 
were prepared. The servant who had travelled at the 
back of the carriage waited on him; Baptistin, who 
rode in front, attended the count. 

Albert bathed, took his supper, and went to bed. 
All night he was lulled by the melancholy noise of the 
swell of the sea. On rising, he went to his window, 
which opened on a terrace, having the sea in front, and 
at the back a pretty park bounded by a small forest. In 
a creek lay a little sloop, with a narrow keel and high 
masts, bearing on its flag the Monte-Cristo arms, which 
were a mountain or on a sea azure, with a cross gules 
on the shield. Around the schooner lay a number of 
small fishing-boats belonging to the fishermen of the 
neighbouring village, as humble subjects awaiting orders 
from their queen. There, as in every spot where Monte- 
Cristo stopped, if but for two days, all was comfort— 
life became easy. 

Albert found in his anteroom two guns, with all the 
accoutrements for hunting ; a higher room, on the ground- 
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floor, containing all the ingenious instruments the Eng- 
lish have invented for fishing. The day passed in pur- 
suing those exercises, in which Monte-Cristo. excelled. 
They killed a dozen pheasants in the park, as) many 
trout in the stream, dined in a turret overlooking the 
ocean, and took tea in the library. 

Towards the evening of the third day, Albert, com- 
pletely tired with the exercise, which appeared sport to 
Monte-Cristo, was sleeping in an armchair near the 
window, while the count was designing with his archi- 
tect the plan of a conservatory in his house, when the 
sound of a horse at full speed on the highroad made 
Albert look up. He was disagreeably surprised to see 
his own valet-de-chambre, whom he had not brought 
that he might not inconvenience Monte-Cristo. 

‘“Florentin here!’ he cried, starting up. “Is my 
mother ill ?”’ And he hastened to the door. 

Monte-Cristo watched him ; he saw him approach the 
valet, who drew a small sealed parcel from his pocket, 
containing a newspaper and a letter. 

“From whom is this?” said he eagerly. 

‘ From M. Beauchamp,” replied Florentin. 

“aid Ne sends your.e. 

“ Yes, sir; he sent for me to his house, gave me money 
for my journey, procured a horse, and made me promise 
not to stop till I had rejoined you. I have come in 
fifteen hours.” 

Albert opened the letter with fear, uttered a shriek 
on reading the first line, and seized |the paper. His 
sight was dimmed, his legs sank under him, and he 
would have fallen had not Florentin supported him. 

‘Poor young man!’ said Monte-Cristo in a low 
voice. “It is, then, true that the sin of the father shall 
fall.on the children to. the third and fourth generation.”’ 

Meanwhile Albert had revived, and..continuing to 
read, he threw back his hair, saying,— 

 Blorentin, is your horse fit to return immediately ? ’’ 

“It is a poor, lame post-horse.’’ 

‘In what state was the house when you left 2?” 
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‘All was quiet; but on returning from M. Beau- 
champ’s I found madame in tears—she had sent for me 
to know when you would return. I told her my orders 
from M. Beauchamp; she first extended her arms to 
prevent me, but after a moment’s reflection, ‘ Go,’ said 
she. “Florentin, and fetch him.’ ”’ 

“Yes, my mother,” said Albert, ‘I will return, and 
woe to the infamous wretch! But first I must go——’”’ 

He returned completely changed to the room where 
he had left Monte-Cristo. He had gone out as usual, 
but returned with a trembling voice, a feverish look, a 
threatening eye, and a tottering step. 

“ Count,” said he, “I thank you for your hospitality, 
which I would gladly have enjoyed longer; but I must 
return to Paris.” 

“What has happened ?” 

“A great misfortune, more important to me than life. 
Question me not, I pray you, but lend me a horse.” 

“My stables are at your command, viscount; but 
you will kill yourself by riding on horseback. Take a 
post-chaise or a carriage.” 

“No; 1t would delay me, and I require that fatigue 
you fear—it will do me good.” 

Albert reeled as if shot with a cannon-ball, and fell 
on a chair near the door. Monte-Cristo saw not this 
second weakness ; he was at the window, calling,— 

“ Ali, a horse for M. Morcerf! Quick; he is in a 
hurry!” 

These words restored Albert. He darted from the 
room, followed by the count. 

“Thank you!” cried he, throwing himself on his 
horse. ‘‘ Return as: soon as you can, Florentin.—Must 
I use any password to procure a horse ?”’ 

“Only dismount; another will be immediately sad- 
dled.” 

Albert hesitated a moment. 

“You may think my departure strange and foolish,” 
said the young man; ‘‘ you know not how a paragraph 
in’ a newspaper may exasperate. Read that,’’ said he, 
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‘‘when 1 am gone, that you may not be witness of my 
anger.” 

While the count picked up the paper he put spurs to 
his horse, and started with the rapidity of an arrow. 
The count watched him with a feeling of compassion, 
and, when he had completely disappeared, read as 
follows :— 


“The French officer, in the service of Ali, pacha of 
Yanina, alluded to three weeks since in the Imbarittal, 
who not only surrendered the castle of Yanina, but sold 
his benefactor to the Turks, styled himself truly at that 
time Fernand, as our honourable brother states ; but he 
has since added to his Christian name a title of nobility 
and a family name. He now calls himself the Count of 
Morcerf, and ranks among the peers.” 


Thus this terrible secret, which Beauchamp had so 
generously destroyed, appeared again as an armed 
phantom; and another paper, cruelly informed, had 
published, two days after Albert’s departure for Nor- 
mandy, the few lines which had almost distracted the 
unfortunate young man. 


CHAPTEROUXXXMI. 
Gigs GLE 


AT eight o’clock in the morning Albert had arrived at 
Beauchamp’s door. The valet-de-chambre had received 
orders to introduce him into his master’s room, who was 
just then bathing. 

“Here I am,” said Albert. 

“Well, my poor friend,’ replied Beauchamp, “I 
expected you.” 

“TI need not say, I think you too faithful and too kind 
to have spoken of that painful circumstance. Your 
having sent for me is another proof of your affection. 
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So, without losing time, tell me, have you the slightest 
idea whence this terrible blow proceeds ?”’ 

“T think I have some clue.” 

“7 But first tell me all the particulars of this shameful 
plot.” 

Beauchamp proceeded to relate to the young man, 
overwhelmed with shame and grief, the following facts : 
Two days previously, the article had appeared in an- 
other paper besides the Impartial, and, what was more 
serious, one that was well known as a government 
paper. Beauchamp was breakfasting when he read the 
passage. He sent immediately for a cabriolet, and 
hastened to the publisher’s office. 

Although professing diametrically opposite principles 
from those of the editor of the accusing paper, Beau- 
champ, as it sometimes, we may say often, happens, 
was his intimate friend. The editor was reading, with 
apparent delight, a leading article in the same paper on 
beetroot sugar, probably a composition of his own. 

“Ah, pardieuw!” said Beauchamp, “with the paper 
in your hand, my friend, I need not tell you the cause 
of my visit.” 

‘““Are you, perchance, concerned in the sugar ques- 
‘tion ?”’ asked the editor of the ministerial paper. 

“No,” replied Beauchamp; “I have not considered 
the question. A totally different subject interests me.” 

“What is it 2” 

“The article relative to Morcerf.” 

“Indeed ? Is it not a curious affair ?”’ 

“So curious that I think you are running a great risk 
of a prosecution for defamation of character.” 

“Not at all: We have received with the information 
all the requisite proofs, and we are quite sure M. de 
Morcerf wiil not raise his voice against us. Besides, it 
is rendering a service to one’s country to denounce those 
wretched criminals who are unworthy of the honour it 
bestows on them.” 

Beauchamp remained thunderstruck. 

‘Who, then, has so correctly informed you ?”’ asked 
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he; for my paper, which had announced the subject, 
has been obliged to, stop for) want of proof. And yet 
we are more interested than! you in exposing M. de 
Moreerf,, as he is a peer of France, and we are of the 
opposition.”’ 

“ Oh}, that. is very simple: We have not,soughti to 
scandalize.. This. news; was. brought to us, A man 
arrived yesterday from,/Yanina bringing the formidable 
bundle, and as we hesitated to publish the accusatory 
article, he. told us it, would be mserted in some other 

apes.” bas 

. Heanslan a understood that nothing remained but to 
submit, and left the office to dispatch a courier to Mor- 
cerf,;, But he had been’ unable to send, to Albert) the 
following particulars, as the events had transpied after 
the messenger’s departure—namely, that the same day 
a great, agitation was manifest in, the House’ of Peers 
among the usually calm, groups of, the noble! assembly. 
Every one had arrived, almost before the, usual hour, 
and, was conversing on the melancholy event which was 
to attract the attention of the public towards one of 
their most illustrious members. are 

Some were perusing, the article, others making com- 
ments, and recalling cireumstanees: which substantiated 
the charges still more.’ The count was no favourite with 
his colleagues. Like all upstarts,' he had had recourse 
to a great deal of haughtiness to maintain’ his position. 
The true nobility laughed, at him, the talented repelled 
him, and the honourable, instinctively despised him. 
Such were the extremities to which the count was driven : 
the finger of God, once pointed at him, every one was 
prepared to raise the hue and-.cry after him: 

The Count de Morcerf alone was ignorant of the news: 
He did not take in the paper containing the ‘defamatory 
news; and had passed the morning’ im writing letters and 
in trying a horse. He arrived at his usual hour, with a 
proud look and insolent demeanour. He alighted, passed 
through the corridors,!-and: entered’ the ‘house’ without 
observing the hesitation of the doorkeepers or the’ cool- 
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ness of his colleagues. Business had already commenced 
half an honr when he entered. ; 
Every one held the accusing paper, but, as usual, no 
one liked to take upon himself the responsibility of the 
attack. Atlength an honourable peer, Morcerf’s acknow- 
ledged enemy; ascended the tribune with that solemnity 
which announced the expected moment had arrived. 

There was an imposing silence. Morcerf alone knew 
not why such profound attention was given to an orator 
who was mot always listened to with so much com- 
placency. The count did not notice the introduction, in 
which the speaker announced that his communication 
would be of such vital importance that it demanded the 
undivided attention of the house; but at the names 
Yanina and Colonel Fernand he turned so awfully pale 
that every member shuddered and fixed his eyes upon 
him. Moral wounds have ‘this peculiarity, they conceal 
themselves but never close. Always painful, always 
ready to bleed when touched, they remain fresh and 
open in the heart. 

The article having been read during this painful silence, 
it was only then disturbed by a universal shudder, and 
immediately restored when the orator resumed, He 
stated his scruples and the difficulties! of the case. It 
was the honour of M. de Morcerf and that of the whole 
house he proposed to defend, by provoking :a debate 
on those personal questions always so warmly agitated. 
He concluded by calling for an‘examination, which might 
confound the calumnious report before it had time to 
spread, and: to restore M. de Morcerf to the position 
he had long held in public opinion. 

Morcerf was so completely overwhelmed by this enor- 
mous and unexpected calamity that he could scarcely 
stammer:a few words as he looked round on the assembly. 
This timidity, which mightproceed from the astonish- 
ment of innocence as well as the shame of guilt, concili- 
ated some in his favour; for men who are truly generous 
are always ready to compassionate when the misfortune of 
their enemy surpasses the limits of their hatred. 
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The president put it to the vote, and it was decided 
the examination should take place, . The count was asked 
what time he required to prepare his defence. Morcert’s 
courage had revived when he found himself alive after 
this horrible blow. 

‘“My lords,” answered he, “it is not by time I could 
repel the attack made on me by enemies unknown to me, 
and, doubtless, hidden in obscurity; it is immediately, 
and by a thunderbolt, I must repel the flash of light- 
ning which for a moment startled me. Oh that I could, 
instead of taking up this defence, shed my last drop 
of blood to prove to my noble colleagues that I am their 
equal in worth.” 

These words made a favourable impression on behalf 
oi the accused. 

“T demand, then, that the examination should take 
place as soon as possible, and I will furnish the house 
with all necessary information.” 

‘““What day do you fix ?”” asked the president. 

“To-day I am at your service,” replied the count. 

The president rang the bell. 

“ Does the house approve that the examination should 
take place to-day ?” 

“ Yes !’’ was the unanimous answer. 

A committee of twelve members was chosen to ex- 
amine the proofs brought forward by Morcerf. The 
examination would commence at eight o’clock that even- 
ing in the committee-room, and if it were necessary to 
postpone it, it would be resumed each evening at the 
same hour, Morcerf asked leave to retire; he had to 
collect the documents he had long been preparing against 
this storm, which his sagacity had foreseen. 

Albert listened, trembling now with hope, then with 
anger, and then again with shame; for, from Beau- 
champ’s confidence, he knew his father was guilty, and 
he asked himself how, since he was guilty, he could prove 
his, innocence. 

Beauchamp hesitated to continue his narrative. 

“What next ?” asked Albert. 
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“What next ?) My friend, you impose a painful task 
onme. Must you know all ?”’ 

‘““ Absolutely ; and rather from your lips than’ an- 
other’s.” 

““Prepare your courage, then, for never will you have 
required it more.” 

Albert passed his hand over his forehead, as if to try 
his strength, as a man who is preparing to defend his 
life proves his shield and bends his sword. He thought 
himself strong enough, for he mistook fever for energy. 

“ Proceed,”’ said he. 

“The evening arrived. All Paris was in expectation. 
Many said your father had only to show himself to con- 
found the charge; many others said he would not 
appear; while some asserted they had seen him start 
for Brussels; and others went to the police-office to in- 

uire if he had taken out a passport. 

“YE used all my influence with one of the committee— 
a young peer of my acquaintance—to get introduced into 
a sort of gallery. He called for me at seven o’clock, 
and before any one had arrived asked one of the door- 
keepers to place me in a box. J was concealed by a 
column, and might witness the whole of the terrible scene 
which was about to take place. ~ 

‘“At eight o’clock all were in their places, and M. de 
Morcerf entered at the last stroke. He held some papers 
in his hand. His countenance was calm and step firm, 
his dress particularly nice, and, according to the ancient 
military costume, buttoned completely up to the chin. 

‘“ His presence produced a good effect. His committee 
was composed of liberal men, several of whom came for- 
ward to shake hands with him.” 

Albert felt his heart bursting at these particulars, but 
gratitude mingled with his sorrow; he would gladly 
have embraced those who had given his father this proof 
of esteem at a moment when his honour was so power- 
fully attacked. ; : 

‘“At this moment’ one of the doorkeepers brought in 
a letter for the president. 
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‘““< Vou are at liberty to speak, M. de Morcerf,” said 
the president, as he unsealed the letter ; and the count 
began his defence, I assure you, Albert, in a most elo- 
quent and skilful manner. He produced documents, 
proving that the vizier of ¥Yanina had, to the last moment, 
honoured him with his entire confidence; since he had: 
entrusted him, with a negotiation of hfe and death with 
the emperor. He produced the ring, his mark of author- 
ity, with which Ali Pacha generally sealed his letters, 
and which the latter had given him that he might, on his 
return at any hour of the day or night, or even m his 
harem; gain access to him. /Unfortunately, the negotia- 
tion failed, and when he returned to defend his benefac- 
tor, he was dead. . ‘ But,’ said the count, “so great was 
Ali. Pacha’s, confidence that on his,death-bed he resigned 
his favourite mistress and her daughter to my care.’ ”’ 

Albert started on hearing these words... The’ history 
of Haydée recurred to, him, and he remembered what 
she had, said of that message; and the ring, and of the 
manner, in. which she had been sold, and made-a slave. 

“And what effect did, this’ discourse: produce ?.’’ 
anxiously inquired, Albert. 

‘“L acknowledge it affected.me, and, indeed, all, the 
committee also,” said Beauchamp. | 

‘“ Meanwhile, the president carelessly opened. the! letter 
which had, been) brought to him ;) but the: first. lines 
aroused, his attention. . He read them again and’ again,, 
and fixing his eyes on M, de: Morcerf,— 29 

““M. le Comte,’ said he,‘ you have said the vizier of, 
Yanina had confided his wife and daughter to your care ?’ 

““Yes, sir,’ replied: Moreerf;.‘ but. in that, like all the 
rest, misfortune pursued me: On my return Wasiliki 
and her daughter Haydée had. disappeared.’ 

“Did you know. them 2’ 

“My intimacy with the pacha and his unlimited con- 
fidence had gained me an introduction, to them, and I 
had seen them above twenty times.’ 

“ “Have you any idea what is become of them ?’ 

““ Yes, sir; I heard they had fallen victims ‘to: their 
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sorrow; and perhaps to their poverty. I was not rich ; 
my life was in constant danger; I could not seek them, 
to my great regret,’ 

“ The president frowned imperceptibly. _ rs 

“ “Gentlemen,” said he, “ you have heard M. le Comte 
de Morcerf’s defence.—Can you, M. le Comte, produce 
any witnesses to the truth of what you have asserted ?’ 

“ “Alas? no, sir,’ rephed the count. ‘ All those who 
surrounded the vizier, or who knew me at his court, are 
either dead or scattered. Alone, I believe, of ali my 
countrymen, I-survived that«dreadful war: I have only 
the letters of Ali Tebelen, which I placed before! you; 
the ring, a token of his goodwill, which is here; and, 
lastly, the most convincing proof I can offer—namely, 
after an anonymous attack, the absence of all witnesses 
against my veracity and the purity of my military life.’ 

“ Amurmur of approbation ran through the assembly ; 
and at this moment, Albert, had nothing more transpired, 
your father’s cause had been gained. It only remained 
to put it to the vote, when the president resumed,— 

“ “Gentlemen, and you, M. le Comte, you will not be 
displeased, I presume, to listen to one who calls himself 
a very important witness, and who has just presented 
himself. He is, doubtless, come to prove the “perfect 
innocence of our colleague. Here is a letter I have just 
received om the subject. Shall it be read, or shall it be 
passed over ? and shall.we not regard this incident ?” 

‘“M. de Morcerf turned pale, and clenched his hands 
on the. papers he held. 

‘““ The committee decided to hear the letter; the count 
was thoughtful and silent. The president read :— 


‘““< Mr, PRESIDENT;+= E. can furnish’. the* committee 
of inquiry into the conduct of the Lieutenant-general 
Count de Morcerf in Epirus and in Macedonia with 
important particulars.’ 


‘‘The president paused, and the count turned pale. 
The president looked at his auditors, 
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‘““ Proceed,’ was heard on all sides. The president 
resumed,— 


‘““«T was on the spot at the death of Ali Pacha; 1. was 
present during his last moments; I know what is be- 
come of Vasiliki and Haydée; I am at the command 
of the committee, and even claim the honour of being 
heard. I shall be in the lobby when this note is de- 
livered to you.’ 


““« And who is this witness, or rather this enemy ?’ 
asked the count, in a tone in which there was a pro- 
found alteration. 

“«“ We shall know, sir,’ replied the president. “Is the 
committee willing to hear this witness ? ’ 

‘““« Yes, yes,’ said they all at once. 

“The doorkeeper was called. 

‘““Ts there any one in the lobby ?” said the president. 

““* Ves, sir.’ 

“Who is it ?’ 

““ A female, accompanied by a servant.’ 

“Every one looked at his neighbour. 

‘““ Introduce the female,’ said the president. 

“Five minutes after, the doorkeeper again reappeared. 
All eyes were fixed on the door, and I,” said Beauchamp, 
“shared the general expectation and anxiety. Behind 
the doorkeeper walked a female enveloped in a large veil, 
which completely concealed her. It was evident, from 
her figure and the perfumes she had about her, that this 
was a young and elegant woman, but that wasiall.. The 
president requested her to throw aside her veil, and it 
was then seen she was dressed in the Grecian costume, 
and was remarkably beautiful.” 

“Ah!” said Albert, ‘ it was she.” 

“Who ?.” 

‘“ Haydée.”’ 

“Who told you that ?” 

“Alas! I guess it. But go on, Beauchamp. You 
see 1 am calm and strong. And yet we must be draw- 


ing near the disclosure,”’ 
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‘f M. de Morcerf,” continued Beauchamp, “looked at 
this female with surprise and terror!» Her lips were 
about to pass his sentence of life or death. To all the 
committee''the adventure was so’ extraordinary and 
curious that the interest they had felt: for the count’s 
safety became now quite a secondary matter. The pres- 
ident himself advanced to place a) seat for the young 
lady, but she declined ‘availing herself of it. As for the 
count, he had fallen on his chair; it was evident his 
legs refused to support him. 

““* Madame,’ said the president, ‘ you have engaged 
to furnish the committee with some important particu- 
lars respecting the affair at Yanina, and you have stated 
that you were an eye-witness of the events.’ 

““T was indeed!’ said the stranger, with a tone of 
sweet melancholy, and with the sonorous voice peculiar 
to the East. 

“But allow me to say you must have been very 
young then.’ 

“JT was four years old; but as those events deeply 
concerned me, not a single particular has escaped my 
memory.’ 

‘““Tn what manner could those events concern you ? 
And who are you, that they should have made so deep 
an impression on you ?? 

“*On them depended my father’s life,’ replied she. 
‘IT am Haydée, the daughter of Ali Tebelen, Pacha of 
Yanina, and of Vasiliki, his beloved wife.’ 

“The blush of mingled pride and modesty which sud- 
denly suffused the cheeks of the young female, the bril- 
liancy of her eye, and her highly important communica- 
tion, produced an inexpressible effect on the assembly. 

As for the count, he could not have been more over- 
whelmed if a thunderbolt had fallen at his feet and 
opened before him an immense gulf. ; 
Madame,’ replied the president, bowing with pro- 
found respect, ‘allow me to ask one question—it shall 
be the last! Can you prove the authenticity of what 
you have now stated ?’ 
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“*«T can, sir,’ said Haydée; drawing from. under her 
veil a satin satchel highly perfumed, ‘for hereiis the 
register of my birth, signed by my father and his ‘prin- 
cipal officers; and that of my baptism; my father having 
consented to my being brought up im my mother’s 
faith, This latter has been sealed by the grand primate 
of Macedonia and Epirus. | And lastly (and perhaps the 
most inyportant), the record of the sale of my person 
and that of my mother to the Armenian merchant! F]l- 
Kobbir by the French officer who, im his infamous’ bar- 
gain with the Porte, had reserved his part of the booty— 
the wife and daughter of his benefactor, whom he ‘sold 
for the sum of four hundred thousand frances.’ 

“A greenish paleness spread over the count’s cheéks, 
and his eyes became: bloodshot at these)terrible 1m puta- 
tions, which were listened to by the assembly with an 
ill-foreboding silence. 

“ Haydée,, still calm, ‘but whose calmness was’ more 
dreadful than the anger of another would have been; 
handed to the president the record of her sale, regis- 
tered in Arabic. It had been supposed some of these 
papers might be registered in the Arabian, Romaic, or 
Turkish language, and the interpreter of the house was, 
in attendance: One of the noble peers, who was familiar 
with the Arabian language, having studied it during the 
sublime Egyptian campaign, followed with his eye as the 
translator nead aloud :— 


“*T, El-Kobbir, a slave-merchant, and furnisher of 
the harem of his Highness, acknowledge havingi received 
for transmission to the sublime emperor, from the French 
lord Count of Monte-Cristo, an emerald valued at eight 
hundred \thousand) francs, as the ransomoof a young 
Christian slave of eleven years of age, named Haydée; 
the acknowledged daughter of the late LordiAli Tebelen, 
Pacha of Yanina, and of Vasiliki, his favourite; she having 
been sold to me seven years before, with her mother, 
who had died on arriving at Constantinople, by a French 
colonel in the service of the Vizier Ali Tebelen; named 
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Fernand Mondego. The above-mentioned purchase was 
made on his Highness’s account, whose mandate I had, 
for the sum of four hundred thousand francs. 

“““ Given at Constantinople by authority of his High- 
ness, in the year 1247 of the Hegira. 

““ (Signed) EL- KoBBIR.’ 

“*That this record should have all due authority, it 
shall bear the imperial seal, which the vendor is bound 
to have affixed to it.’ 


“Near the merchant’s signature there was, indeed, the 
seal of the sublime emperor. 

“A dreadful silence succeeded the reading of. this 
paper. The count could only look, and his gaze, fixed 
as if unconsciously om Haydée, seemed one of fire and 
blood. | 

‘“““Madame,’ said the president, “may reference be 
made to the Count of Monte-Cristo, who is now, I be- 
lieve, in Paris ? ” 

““<« Sir, replied Haydée, ‘the Count of Monte-Cristo, 
my other father, has been in Normandy the last three 
days.’ 

oe Who, then, has counselled you to take this step, 
one for which the court is deeply indebted to you, and 
which is perfectly natural, considering your birth and 
your misfortunes ?’ 

“ ‘Sir,’ replied Haydée, ‘I have been led to take this 
step from a feeling of respect and grief. Although a 
Christian, may God forgive me! I have always sought 
to revenge my illustrious father: Since I set my foot in 
France, and knew the traitor lived in Paris, I have 
watched carefully. I ‘live retired in the house of my 

noble: protector, but I do it from choice. I love retire- 
ment and silence, because I can live with my thoughts 
and recollections of past days. _But M. le Comte de 
-Monte-Cristo surrounds me with every paternal care, and 
Ivam ignorant of nothing which passes in the world. I 
Jearn all in the silence of my apartments. For instance, 


| sie 
I see all, the newspapers, every periodical, as well as 


| 
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every new melody} and by thus watching the course 
of the life of others, I learned: what had transpired this 
morning in the House of Peers, and what was to take 
place this evening—then I wrote.’ ) 

‘““« Then,’ remarked ‘the president, “the Count of 
Monte-Cristo knows nothing of your present proceed- 
ings ?,”’ 

% ‘He is quite unaware of them, and I have but one 
fear, which is, that he should disapprove of what I have 
done. But it is a glorious day for me,’ continued the 
young girl, raising her ardent gaze to heaven, ‘ that on 
which I find at last an opportunity of revenging my 
father.’ 

“The count had not uttered one word the whole of 
this time. His colleagues looked at him, and, doubt- 
less, pitied his blighted prospects, which sank under the 
perfumed breath of a’ woman. His misery was depicted 
by sinister lines on his countenance. 

“““M. de Morcerf,’ said the president, ‘ do you recog- 
nize this lady as the daughter of Al Tebelen, Pacha of 
Yanina ?’ 

““ No,’ said Morcerf, attempting to rise; ‘it is a base 
plot, contrived by my enemies.’ 

“ Haydée, whose eyes had been fixed upon the door, ' 
as if expecting some one, turned hastily, and seeing the 
count standing, shrieked. 

“©€You do not: know me ?’ said ‘she. ‘Well; I for- 
tunately recognize you! You are Fernand Mondego, the 
French officer who led the troops of my noble father. 
It is you who surrendered the castle of Yanina!:’ It is 
you who, sent by him to Constantinople, to treat with 
the emperor of the life or death of your benefactor, 
orought back a false mandate granting full pardon! It 
is you who, with that mandate, obtained the pacha’s 
ring; which gave you authority over Selim, the fire- 
keeper! It is you who stabbed Selim! It is you who 
sold us, my mother and me, to the merchant El-Kobbir ! 
Assassin !) assassin! assassin! you ‘have still on -your 
brow your master’s blood! Look, gentlemen all!’ 
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_“ These words had been pronounced with stich enthu- 
siasm and evident truth that every eye was fixed on the 
count’s forehead, and he himself passed his hand across 
it, as if he felt Ali’s blood still moist upon ‘it. 

“You positively recognize M. de Morcerf as the 
officer, Fernand Mondego ?”’ 

“ “Indeed I do!’ cried Haydée. ‘Oh, my mother! it 
was you who told me, “‘ You were free; you had a beloved 
father, you were destined to be almost a queen. Look 
well at that man. It is he who-raised your father’s head 
on the point of a spear; it is he:who sold us; it is he 
who forsook us! Look well at his right hand, on which 
he has a large wound. If you forget his features, you 
would know him by that hand into which fell one by 
one the golden pieces of the merchant El-Kobbir!”’ I 
know him! Ah! let him say now if he does not recog- 
nize;me:!.’ 

“ Each word fell like a dagger on Morcerf, and deprived 
him of a portion of his energy. As she uttered the last, 
he hid hastily in his besom his hand, which had indeed 
been mutilated by a wound, and fell back on his chair, 
overwhelmed by wretchedness and despair. This scene 
completely changed the opinion of the assembly respecting 
the accused count. 

“<«M. le Comte de Morcerf, said ‘the president, ‘ do 
not allow yourself to be depressed.» Answer! The justice 
of the court is supreme and impartial as that of God; 


it will not suffer you to be trampled on by your enemies 


without giving you an opportunity of defending your- 
self. Shall further inquiries be made ? Shall two mem- 
bers of the house be sent to Yanina ? Speak !’ 

“ Morcerf did not reply. ' 

‘“Then all the members looked at each other with 
terror, They knew the count’s energetic and violent 
temper. It must be, indeed, a dreadful blow which 
would deprive him of courage to defend himself. They 
expected this silence, resembling a sleep, would be fol- 
lowed by an awakening like a thunderbolt. sak , 

‘Well,’ asked the president, ‘what is your decision ?’ 
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‘“««T have no reply to make,’ said the count in a low 
tone, 

‘« Has the daughter of Ali Tebelen spoken the truth ?’ 
said the president. ‘‘Is she, then, the terrible witness to 
whose charge you dare not plead “ Not guilty’ ?» Have 
you really committed the crimes.of which you are 
accused ?’ ol 

“ The count looked round him with an expression which 
might have softened tigers, but which could not disarm 
his judges. Then he raised his eyes towards the ceiling, 
but withdrew them immediately, as if he feared the roof 
would open and reveal to his distressed view that second 
tribunal called heaven, and that other Judge named 
Goa. Then, with a hasty movement, he tore open his 
coat, which seemed: to stifle him, and flew from the room 
like a madman. His footstep was heard. one moment 
in the corridor, then the rattling of his carriage-wheels 
as he was driven rapidly away. 

“““ Gentlemen,’ said the president, when silence was 
restored, ‘is M. le Comte de Morcerf convicted of felony, 
treason, and outrage ?’ 

», “ “Yes,’ replied-all the members of the committee of 
inquiry with a unanimous voice, | 

“ Haydée had remained until the close of the meeting. 
She heard the count’s sentence pronounced without be- 
traying an expression of joy or pity ; then drawing her 
‘veil over her face, she bowed majestically to the coun- 


cillors, and left with that dignified step which Virgil 
attributes to his goddesses.’’ 


CHAPTER LXXXVIL 
THE CHALLENGE. 


“THEN,” continued Beauchamp, “I took advantage of 
the silence and the darkness to leave the house without 
being seen. The doorkeeper who had introduced me was 
waiting for me at the door, and he conducted:me through 
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the corridors to a private! entrancé opening into the Rue 
de Vaugirard. [left with mingled feelings of sorrow and 
delight. Excuse-me, Albert, sorrow’ on your account, 
and delight with that noble gicl, thus pursuing paternal 
vengeance, Yes, Albert, from whatever source the blow 
may have proceeded, it may! befrom an enemy, but that 
enemy is only the agent’ of: Providence.”’ 

Albert held his head between his hands. He: raised 
his tace, red with shame and bathed in tears, and seizing 

Beauchamp’s arm,— | 
“My frend,” said he, “nry life is,ended. I cannot 
calmly say with you; ‘ Providence has’struck the blow,’ 
but I must, discover’ who pursues:me with this’ hatred, 
and, when I, have found him I! will ki him, or’ he will 
lal me. I rely on your friendship to assist me, Beau- 
champ, if contempt -bas not banished it from your 
heart.” 

‘Contempt, my friend!) How does this misfortuné 
affect you! No, happily that unjust prejudice is for- 
gotten which made the son: responsible for the father’s 
actions.’ Review your life, Albert. Although it is only 
jast beginning, did a lovely summer's day ever dawn” 
with greater purity than has marked the commencement 
of your career? No, Albert; take my advice, you are 
young and rich ; leave Paris, all'is soon forgotten in the 
great Babylon of excited life and changing taste; you 
will return after three or four years with a Russian 
princess for a bride, and no one will think more’ of 
what occurred’ yesterday than’ if it had happened six- 
teen years ago.” 

“ Thank you, my dear Beauchamp—thank you for the 
excellent feeling which prompts your advice; but it 
cannot be thus. I have told you my wish, or, if it must 
be so, I will say determination, You understand, that 
finterested as I am in this affair, I cannot see it in the 
lsame light as you do. What appears) to you to emanate 
ifrom a celestial source seems to me to proceed from 
jone far less pure. Providence appears to me to have 
n0 share in this affair; and, happily so, for instead of 
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the invisible, impalpable agent of celestial rewards and 
punishments, I shall find one both palpable and visible, 
on whom I shall revenge myself, I assure you, for all I 
have suffered during the last month: Now, I repeat, 
Beauchamp, I wish to return to human and material 
existence, and if you are still the friend you profess to 
be, help me to discover the hand that struck the blow.” 

“ Be it so,” said Beauchamp. “If you must have me 
descend to earth, I submit ; and if you will seek your 
enemy, I will assist you, and I will engage to find him, 
my honour being almost as deeply interested as yours.” 

‘“ Well, then, you understand, Beauchamp, that we: 
begin our research immediately. Each moment’s delay 
is an eternity for me. /The calumniator is not yet pun-. 
ished, and he may hope he will not be; but, on my’ 
honour, if he thinks so, he deceives himself.” 

“Well, listen, Morcerf.”’ 

‘““Ah! Beauchamp, Isee you know something already. 
You will restore me to life.’’ - 

“I do not say there is any truth in what I am going: 
to tell you, but it is at least as a light in a dark night: 
by following it we may, perhaps, discover something more: 
certain.” 

“Tell me; satisfy my impatience.” 

“Well, I will tell-you what I did not like to mention 
on my return from Yanina.”’ 

“ Say on.” 

‘““T went, of course, to the chief banker of the town: 
to make inquiries: At the first word, before I had evem 
mentioned your father’s name——’”’ 

‘Ah!’ said:he, ‘I iguess what brings you here.’ 

“How, and why?’ 

‘* Because a fortnight since I was questioned on the 
same subject.’ 

“ “By whom?’ 

‘‘“ By a banker of Paris, my correspondent.’ 

““ Whose nameis : 

““* Danglars.’ ” | 

“‘He!”’ cried Albert. ‘‘ Yes, it is indeed he who-has: 
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so long pursued my father with jealous hatted. He, the 
man who would be popular, cannot forgive the Count 
of Morcerf for being created a peer; and this marriage, 
broken off without a reason being assigned—yes, it is 
all from the same cause.” 

“Inquire, Albert ; but do not be angry without reason. 
Inquire if it is true 2 

“Oh yes! If it is true,’ cried the young man, “he 
shall pay me all I have suffered.” 

“Beware, Morcerf; he is already an old man.” 

“T will respect his age as he has respected the honour 
of my family. If my father had offended him, why did 
he not attack him personally? Ohno! he was afraid 
to encounter him face 'to face.” 

“T-do not condemn you, Albert ; I only restrain you. 
Act prudently.” 

“Oh, do not fear, Besides, you will accompany me. 
Beauchamp; solemn transactions should be sanctioned 
by a witness. Before this day closes, if M. Danglars 
is guilty, he shall cease to live or I will die. Pardien / 
Beauchamp, mine shall be a splendid funeral.” 

‘““ When such resolutions are made, Albert, they should 
be promptly executed. Do you wish to go to M. Dan- 
glars P Let us go immediately.” 

They sent for a cabriolet. On entering the banketr’s 
mansion, they perceived the phaeton and servant of M. 
Andrea Cavalcanti. 

‘Ah, pardieuw! that’s good,” said Albert, in a gloomy 
tone. ‘If M. Danglars will not fight with me, I will 
kill his son-in-law. Cavalcanti will certainly fight.” 

The servant announced the ‘young man; but the 
banker, recollecting what had transpired the day before, 
did not wish him admitted. It was, however, too late ; 
Albert had followed the footman, and hearing the order 
given, forced the door open, and, followed by Beau- 
champ, found himself in the banker’s cabinet. 

“Sir,” cried the latter, ““am I no longer at liberty to 
receive whom I choose in my house ? You appear to 
forget yourself sadly.” 

1s ti 
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‘No; sir,” said, Albert scoldly;.\“ there are cirewm- 
stances in ;which one cannot, except through cowardice-— 
I offer you that refuge—refuse to,admit certain persons 
at least.” 228 iw 

‘““ What is your errand, then, with me, sir? ”’ 

‘TI mean,’ said Albert, approaching, without appar- 
ently noticing Cavalcanti, who stood with his back to- 
wards the fireplace+‘“I mean,to propose a meeting in 
some retired corner where’no one, will interrupt usfor ten 
minutes, that will, be sufficient ; where two men having 
met, one of them will remain on the ground,” |) 

Danglars turned pale; Cavalcanti moved! a-step for- 
ward, and, Albert turned towards-him. || 

‘““And you too,” said he. Come tf, you like, -M, le 
Comte... You havejalso a claim, being almost. one of the 
family, and I will give as many rendezvous of that kind 
as I can find persons willing te accept them.” 

Cavalcanti lookediat Danglars with a stupefied air, and 
the latter, making an effort, rose and advanced between 
the two young people. Albert’s attack on Andrea had 
placed him on a different footing,!and he hoped: this 
visit had another cause than that he had at first supposed. 

“ Indeed, sir,” said he to Albert, “if, you are come to 
quarrel with this gentleman, because I preferred him, to 
you, I shall resign the case to the procureur du roi.” 

1“ You, mistake, sur,” said’ Morcerf,, with a gleomy 

smile. ‘“‘I am not alluding in the least to. matrimony, 
and 1 only, addressed myself to M. Cavalcanti, because 
he appeared disposed to interfere between us. In one 
respect you are right, for I. am ready, to quarrel with 
every one to-day;,,but you have the first claim, M. 
Danglars,”’ 

“Sir,” replied Danglars, pale with anger and-fear, “‘ I 
warn you, when I have the misfortune to. meet with a 
mad'dog I kill it; and far from thinking myself guilty 
of a crime, I believe I do society a kindness. Now, if 
you-are mad, and try to bite me, Iwill kill you without 


pity. Is it;my fault that your father has dishonoured 
himself ? ” 
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“Yes, miserable wretch !”” cried 'Morcerf, ‘‘ it is your 
fault.” 

Danglars retreated a +18 steps. 

“My fault!” said he;' you must be mad! What 
do I know of the Grecian history ?) Havel travelled 
in that’country? Did I advise your father to sell the 
castle of Yanina—to betray \ 

“Silence 1°’, said - Albert, ‘with 0a’ thundering voice. 
“No, it is not you who have directly made this exposure 
and brought this sorrow on us, but you hypocritically 
provoked it.’ 

cee I > oe) [ 

“ Yes, you! How came it known ?” 

“[T suppose you read it in the paper in’ the account 
from Yanina?°” 

““Who wrote to Verna BP 

“To Yanina ?’ 

Yes, Who wrote for particulars concerning my 
father ?” 

“7 imagine any" one may write to Yanina.” 

* But one person only wrote! ’ 

“One only ?.” 

* Yes; and that was you.” 

“J: doubtless ‘wrote’ It appears to me that) when 
afttiit to marry your daughter to a’ young man, “x i 
right to make some inquiries respecting his family ; 
is not only aright, but a duty.’ | 

“ You wrote, siry' knowing what answer! you would 
receive.” P* 

“IT indeed! I-assure you,” cried Danglars, with a 
confidence and ‘security proceeding less from fear than 
from the interest he really felt for the young man, “I 
solemnly declare to you that I should never have thought 
of writing to Yanina, did I know anything He Ali Pacha’s 
misfortunes.” 

“ Who, then, urged you to write? ‘Tell me.’ 

 Pardiew | it was the most simple thing im the world. 
I was speaking of your father’s past history. I said the 
origin of his’ fortune remained obscure. The person ‘to 
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whom I addressed my scruples asked me where ‘your 
father had acquired his property. I answered, ‘In 
Greece.’ ‘Then,’ said he, ‘ write to Yanina.’ ”’ 

“And who thus advised you ?,” 

‘No other than your friend, Monte-Cristo.” 

“The Count of Monte-Cristo told you to write to 
Yanina ?”’ 10'S 

“Ves; and I wrote, and will show you my corre- 
spondence if you like.” 

Albert and Beauchamp looked at each other. 

“Sir,” said Beauchamp, who had not yet spoken, 
“you appear to accuse the count, who is absent from 
Paris at this moment, and cannot justify himself.” 

‘“‘T accuse no one, sir,” said Danglars; ‘‘ I relate, and 
I will repeat before the count what I have said to you.” 

“Does the count know what answer you received ?”’ 

“Yes ; I showed it to him.” 1 

“Did he know my father’s Christian name was Fer- 
nand, and his family name Mondego ? ” 

“Yes; I had told him that long since, and I did 
nothing more than any other would have done in my 
circumstances, and perhaps less. When, the day after 
the arrival of this answer, your father came, by the 
advice of Monte-Cristo, to ask my daughter’s hand for 
you, I decidedly refused him, but-without any explana- 
tion or exposure. In short, why should I have any more 
to do with the affair ? How did the honour or disgrace 
of M. de Morcerf affect me? It neither increased nor 
decreased my income.” 

Albert felt the colour mounting to his brow, There 
was no doubt upon the subject. Danglars defended 
himself with the baseness, but at the same time with the 
assurance, of a man who speaks the truth at least in 
part, if not wholly—not for conscience’ sake, but through 
fear. Besides, what was Morcerf seeking ? It was not 
whether Danglars or Monte-Cristo was more or less 
guilty ; it was a man who would answer for the offence, 
whether trifling or serious; |it) was a man who would 
fight. and it was evident Danglars would not fight. 
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And, in addition to this, everything forgotten or un- 
perceived before, presented itself now to his recollection. 
Monte-Cristo knew everything, as he had bought the 
daughter of Ali Pacha; and, knowing everything, he 
had advised Danglars to write to Yanina. The answer 
known, he had -yielded to Albert’s wish’ to be intro- 
duced to Haydée, and allowed the conversation to turn 
on fhe death of Ali, and had not opposed Haydée’s 
recital (but having, doubtless, warned the young girl, 
in the few Romaic words he spoke to her, not to dis- 
cover Morcert’s father). Besides, had he not begged of 
Morcerf not to mention his father’s name before Haydée ? 
Lastly, he had taken Albert to Normandy when he knew 
the final blow approached. There could be no doubt 
that all had been calculated and previously arranged ; 
Monte-Cristo, then, was in’ league with his’ father’s 
enemies. 

- Albert took Beauchamp aside, and communicated 
these ideas to him. , 

“ You are right,” said the latter. ‘M. Danglars has 
only been a secondary agent in this sad affair, and it 
is of M. de Monte-Cristo that you must demand an 
explanation.” 

Albert turned. : 

Sir,” said he to» Danglars, ““understand that I do 
not take a final leave of you; I must ascertain if your 
insinuations are just, and am going now to inquire of 
the Count of Monte-Cristo.”’ 

He bowed to the banker, and went out with Beau- 
champ without appearing to notice Cavalcanti. Danglars 
accompanied him to the door, where he again assured 
Albert no motive of personal hatred influenced him 
against the Count de Morcerf. 
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CHAPTER. LXXXVIII. 
THE INSULT. 


Ar. the banker’s door Beauchamp stopped Morcerf, 

“Listen,” said he. ‘Just. now I told. you it was, of 
M, de Monte-Cristo. you must demand an ag alee 

“Yes, and we are going to his house.” 

“ Reflect, Morcerf; one moment, before you go.” 

“On what shall, I reflect 2” 

“On the importance of the step you are taking,” 

“Ts it more serious than going to. M, Danglars ?,” 

‘““Yes;.M. Danglars. is a money-loyer, and those 
who, love money, you know, think too much of. what 
they risk. to be easily induced, to. fight a duel. The 
other is, on ‘the contrary, to all appearance a true noble- 
man; but do you not fear to find in him the bravo ?.”? 

‘I only fear one thing—namely, to find a; man who 
will not fight.” 

“Do not be alarmed,” said Beauchamp; “he will 
meet, you; My. only fear is, that he! will be too. strong 
for you.’ 2 

““My friend,” said Morcerf, with a sweet ‘smile, “ that 
is what I wish. The happiest thing that could occur: to 
me would be to die in my. father’s stead ; that would 
save us all,’ 

XOBE mother, would die of grief. i 

‘My poor mother!” said’ Albert, passing - hand 
across his. eyes. ‘‘L, know she would ; but better so 
than die of shame,’’ 

“are you.quite decided, Albert S 

id, YeSsq deus go." 

“But do you think we shall find the count at home 2? 

“He intended returning some hours after me, and 
doubtless he is now at home.” 

They ordered the driver to take them to No. 30 Champs- 

lysces. Beauchamp wished to go in alone, but Albert 
observed, as this was an unusual circumstance, he might 
be allowed to deviate from the etiquette of duels. 
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The cause which the young man espoused was one so 
sacred that Beauchamp had only to comply with ‘all his 
wishes. He yielded, and coritented himself with follow- 
ing Morcerf. Albert bounded from thé’ porter’s lodge 
to the steps: He wwas' received! by Baptistin. 

The count had; indeed, just arrived, but he was bath- 
ing, and had forbidden that any oné’ ‘should be admitted: 

“But after his bath >” asked Motcerf. 

“ My master will goto dinner.” 

“ And after dinner ? ”’ 

"He will sleep an sare 

ce Then ? >> 

“ He is going to the opera.” 

“ Are you are of it’? ” asked Albert.) 

~ Quite, sir} thy? master has Bape his horses at 
eight o'clock pveeiseby’ Ny. 

“Very good,” ‘replied Albert; that is ‘all I’ wished 
to know.” Then, ’tutnitig towards Béauchamp! “Tf 
you have. anything ‘to’ attend‘ to; Beauchamp, do-it 
directly ; if you have any appointment for this evening, 
defer it till to-morrow. I depend on you to accompany 

me to the opera ; and, if you can, bring Chateau-Renaud 
with you.’ 

Beauchamp availed himself of Albert’s permission, 
and left him, ptomising to: call’<for® him at! a’ quarter 
before eight. 

On his ‘return’ home, Albert expressed his wish ‘to 
Franz, Debray, and Morel to see them’ at the opera that 
evening. Then he went to see his mother, who, since 
the events of the day before, had refused to see. any 
one, and had kept her room. ‘He found her in’ bed. 
overwhelmed with’ gtief at this public humiliation. \ The 
sight of Albert produced the effect which might naturally 
be’ expected on’ Mercédés—-she pressed ‘her’ son’s ‘hand 
and sobbed aloud, but her tears relieved’ her. '' Albert 
stood one moment: speechless by thé side of his mother’s 
bed. It was evident, from his pale face and knit‘brows, 
that his tesolttions to’ revenge ed was growing 
weaker. : 
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‘‘My dear mother,” said he, ‘‘ do you know if M. de 
Morcerf has any enemy ?”’ | 

Mercédés started; she noticed that the young man 
did not say: ‘‘ my father.” OM 

‘My son,” she said, ““ persons in the count’s situation 
have many secret enemies. Those who are known are 
not the most dangerous.”’ 

‘“‘T know it, and appeal to your penetration. You are 
of so superior a mind, nothing escapes you..’ 

“Why do you say so ?”’ 

“Because, for instance, you, noticed on the evening 
of the ball we gave, M. de Monte-Cristo would eat nothing 
in our house.” 

Mercédés raised herself on her feverish arm. 

““M. de Monte-Cristo!” she exclaimed; ‘“‘ and how 
is he connected with the question you asked me ?”’ 

‘You know, my mother, M. de Monte-Cristo is almost 
an Oriental, and it is customary with them to secure 
full liberty of revenge by not eating or drinking in the 
house of their enemies.” 

“Do you say M. de Monte-Cristo is our enemy ?” 
replied Mercédés, becoming paler than the sheet which 
covered her. ‘‘ Who told you so? Why, you are mad, 
Albert! M. de Monte-Cristo has only shown us kindness. 
M. de Monte-Cristo saved your life; you yourself pre- 
sented him to us. Oh, I entreat you, my son, if you 
had entertained such an idea, dispel it; and my counsel 
te _you—even more, my prayer—is, retain his friend- 
ship.” 

“My mother,” replied the young man, “‘ you have 
special reasons for telling me to conciliate that man.’’ 

“I!” said Mercédés, blushing as rapidly as she had 
turned pale, and again becoming paler than ever. 

‘Yes, doubtless; and it is not because he can never 
do us any harm ?”’ 

_ Mercédés shuddered, and, fixing on her son a scrutiniz- 
ing gaze,— 

“ You speak strangely,” said she to Albert, “and 
you appear to have some singular prejudices. What 
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has the count done? Three days since you were with 
him in Normandy ; only three days since we looked on 
him as our best friend.” 

An ironical smile passed over Albert’s lips. Mer- 
cédés saw it, and, with her double instinct of a woman 
and a mother, she guessed all, but, prudent and strong- 
minded, she concealed both her sorrows and her fears. 

Albert was silent. An instant after, the countess 
resumed. “‘ You came to inquire after my health; I 
will candidly acknowledge I am not well. You should 
install yourself here and cheer my solitude. I do not 
wish to be left alone.” 

““My mother,” said the young man, ‘‘ you know how 
gladly I would obey your wish, but an urgent and im- 
portant affair obliges me to leave you the whole even- 
ing.” 

“Well,” replied Mercédés, sighing, ‘go, Albert; I 
will not make you a slave to your filial piety.” 

Albert pretended he did not hear, bowed to his mother, 
and quitted her. 

Scarcely had he shut her door than Mercédés called a 
confidential servant and ordered him to follow Albert 
wherever he should go that evening, and to come and 
tell her immediately what he observed. Then she rang 
for her lady’s-maid, and, weak as she was, she’ dressed, 
in order to be ready for whatever might happen. 

The footman’s mission was an easy one. Albert 
went to his room and dressed with unusual care. At 
ten minutes to eight Beauchamp arrived. He had 
seen Chateau-Renaud, who had promised to be in the 
orchestra before the curtain was raised. 

Both got into Albert’s coupé, who, having no reason to 
conceal where he was going, called aloud, “ To the opera.” 

In his impatience he had arrived before the com- 
mencement of the performance. 

ChAteau-Renaud was at his post. Apprised by Beau- 
champ of the circumstances, he required no explanation 
from Albert. The conduct of this son, seeking to avenge 
his father, was so natural that Chateau-Renaud did not 
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seek to dissuade him, and was content with renewing 
his assurances of devotedness to Albert. 

Debray was not yet come, but Albert knew he seldom 
lost a scene at the opera. | Albert wandered, about ‘the 
theatre until the curtain was drawn up. He. hoped to 
meet with M. de Monte-Cristo either in the lobby or on 
the stairs. The bell summoned him to his seat, and 
he entered the orchestra with Chateau-Renaud and 
Beauchamp. . But his eyes scarcely quitted the, box 
between. the ‘columns, which .remained  obstinately 
closed during the whole of the first. act., At last, as 
Albert was looking at his watch about the hundredth 
time, at the commencement of the second ‘act the door 
opened, and. Monte-Cristo, dressed in black, entered, 
and leaning over the front of the box, looked round the 
pit. Morrel followed him, and looked also for his sister 
and brother-in-law. He soon discovered them in an- 
other box, and kissed his hand to them. 

The count, in his survey of the pit, encountered a pale 
face and threatening eyes, which evidently sought te. 
gain his attention, He recognized Albert, but thought 
it better not to notice’ him, as’ he looked so angry and 
discomposed. Without communicating his thoughts to 
his companion, he sat down, drew out his opera-glass, | 
and. looked another way. Although apparently not 
noticing Albert, he did not, however, lose sight of him, 
and when the curtain fell at the end of the second act 
he saw him leave the orchestra with his two friends. 
Then his head was seen passing at the back of the boxes, 
and the count knew the approaching storm was. in- 
tended to fall on him. He was at the moment. con- 
versing cheerfully with Morrel, but he was well prepared 
for what might happen. The door opened, and Monte- 
Cristo, turning round, saw Albert, pale and trembling, 
followed by Beauchamp and Chateau-Renaud, 

“ Well,” cried he, with that benevolent. politeness 
which distinguished his. salutation from the common 
civilities of the world, ‘‘ my cavalier has attained. his 
object. Good-evening, M, de Morcerf.” 


THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO. 433 


The countenance of this man, who possessed such 
extraordinary control over his feelings, expressed the 
most perfect cordiality. 

Morrel only then recollected ithe letter he had received 
from the viscount, in which, without assigning any 
reason, he begged him to go to ‘the opera, but he under- 
stood that something terrible was brooding. 

“We are not come here, sir, to exchange hhypocritical 
expressions of politenessor false professions of friendship,” 
said Albert, “‘ but to demand an explanation, count.” 

The trembling voice of the young man was scarcely 
audible. 

““An explanation at the opera ?’’ said the count, 
with that calm tone and penetrating eye which char- 
acterizes the man who knows his cause is good. “‘ Little 
acquainted as I am with the habits of Parisians, I should 
not have thought this the place for such a demand.” 

“Still, if people will shut themselves up,” said Albert, 
‘and cannot be seen because they are bathing, dining, 
or asleep, we must avail ourselves of the opportunity 
whenever they are to be seen.”’ 

“Tam not difficult of access, sir; for yesterday, if my 
memory does not deceive me, you were at my house.” 

“ Yesterday I was at your house, sir,’’ said the young 
man, “because then I knew not who you were.” 

In pronouncing these words Albert had raised his voice 
s0/as to be heard by those in the adjoming boxes and in 
the lobby. Thus the attention of many was attracted 
by this altercation. 

“Where are you come from, sit? You do not appear 
to be in the possession of your senses.” 

“Provided I understand your perfidy, sir, and suc- 
seed in making you understand that I will be revenged, 
[ shall be reasonable enough,” said Albert furiously. 
“JT do not understand you, sir,” replied Monte-Cristo ; 
“and if I did, your tone is too high: dam at home 
nere, and J: alone have a right to raise my voice above 
another’s. Leave the box, sir!’ Monte Cristo pointed 
wards the door with the most commanding dignity. 
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‘Ah, Dshall know how to make you leave your home!” 
replied Albert, clasping in his'convulsed grasp the glove 
which Monte-Cristo did not lose sight of. 

‘“ Well, well!’ said Monte-Cristo quietly, “ I see you 
wish to quarrel with me; but I would give you one 
counsel, and do not forget it: it isa bad habit to make 
a display of a challenge. Display is not becoming to 
every one, M. de Morcerf.”’ 

At this name a murmur of astonishment passed round 
the group of spectators of this scene. They had talked 
of no one but Morcerf the whole day. 

Albert understood the allusion in a moment, and was 
about to throw his glove at the count, when Morrel 
seized his hand, while Beauchamp and Chateau- Renaud, 
fearing the scene would surpass the limits of a challenge, 
held him back. 

But Monte-Cristo, without rising, and leaning forward 
in his chair, merely extended his hand, and taking the 
damp, crushed glove from the clenched hand of the 
young man,— 

“Sir,” said he in a solemn’ tone, ‘oI: consider your 
glove thrown, and will return it to you round a bullet. 
Now leave me, or I will sammon my servants to throw 
you out at the door,”’ | 

Wild, almost unconscious, and with eyes inflamed, 
Albert stepped back, and Morrel closed the door. -Monte- 
Cristo took up his glass again as if nothing had hap- 
pened: he certainly must have had a heart of brass and 
face of marble. 

Morrel whispered, ‘““ What have you done to him ?”’ 

‘TI ?—nothing—at least, personally,” said Monte: 
Cristo. 

“ But there must be some cause for this strange scene.” 

“The Count de Morcerf’s adventure exasperates the 
young man.” 

‘Have you anything to do with it 2?” 

“It was by Haydée the house was informed of his 
father’s treason.”’ 

“ Indeed!” said Morrel. ‘I had been told, but 
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would not credit it, that the Grecian slave I have seen 
with you here in this very box was the daughter of Ali 
Pacha.” 

“It is, notwithstanding, true.” 

“Then,” said Morrel, “I understand it. all, and this 
scene was premeditated.” 

How so. 2.” 

“Yes. Albert wrote to request me to come to the 
opera, doubtless that I might be a witness of the insu't 
he meant to offer ‘you.’ 

“Probably,” said Monte-Cristo, with his imperturb- 
able tranquillity. 

“ But what will you do with him ?”’ 

oe With whom ?”’ 

“With Albert.” 

“What will I do with Albert? As certainly, Maxi- 
milian, as | now press your hand, I will kill him’ before 
ten o’clock to-morrow morning.” 
~ Morrel in his turn took Monte-Cristo’s hand in both 
of his, and he shuddered to feel how cold and steady 
it was. 

‘“Ah, count,” said he, “ his father loves him so much!” 

“Do not speak to me of that!’ said Monte-Cristo, 
with the first movement of anger he had betrayed. “I 
will make him suffer.” 

Morrel, amazed, let fall Monte-Cristo’s hand. 

“Count! count!’ said he. 

“ Dear Maximilian,’ interrupted the count, “ listen 
how adorably Duprez is singing that line,— 


©O Mathilde ! idole de mon ame !’ 


I was the first to discover Duprez at Naples, and the first 
to applaud him. Bravo! bravo!” 

Morrel saw it was useless to say more, and refrained. 

The curtain, which had been drawn up during the 
scene with Albert, again fell, and a rap was heard at 
the door. 

“Come in,’ said Monte-Cristo, without his voice 
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betraying the least emotion, and immediately Beau- 
champ:appeared. : 

“Good-evening, M. Beauchamp,” said Monte-Cristo, 
as if this was the first’ time he had seen, the journalist 
that evening. “ Take a seat.” 

Beauchamp bowed, and sitting down,— 

‘“Sir,” said he, I just now accompanied M. de Morcerf, 
as you saw.” 

“ And that means,’ replied Monte-Cristo, laughing, 
“that you had probably just dined» together.. L am 
happy to see, M. Beauchamp, you are more sober than 
he was.” 

“Sir,” said Beauchamp, “‘ Albert was wrong, I ‘ac- 
knowledge, to betray so much anger, and I.come, on my 
own account, to apologize for him. And having done 
so, On my own account only, you understand, M. le 
Comte, I would add that I believe you too gentlemanly 
to refuse giving him some explanation concerning your 
connection with Yanina. Then I will add two words 
about the young Greek girl.” 

Monte-Cristo motioned to him to be silent. 

“Come,” said he, laughing, “ there are all my hopes 
about to be destroyed.” 

“How so?” asked Beauchamp, 

“Doubtless you wish to make me appear a very ec- 
centric character. I am, in your opinion, a Lara, a 
Manfred, a Lord Ruthven ; then, just as I am. arriving 
at the climax, you defeat your own end, and seek tc 
make a common: man of me. You bring me down tc 
your own level, and demand explanations! Indeed 
M. Beauchamp, it is quite laughable.” 

“Yet,” replied Beauchamp haughtily, ‘‘ there ar 
occasions when probity commands ¥ 

“M. Beauchamp,” interrupted this strange man, ‘‘ the 
Count of Monte-Cristo: bows to none but. the: Coun 
of Monte-Cristo himself. Say no more, I entreat you 
Bae what I please, M: Beauchamp, and it is always wel 

one.” 


“Sir,” replied the young man, ‘““honest men are no 
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to be paid with such coin. I require honourable guar- 
antees.”’ 

“TI am, sir, a living guarantee,” replied Monte-Cristo, 
motionless, but witha threatening look. “We have 
both blood in our veims which we wish to shed—that is 
our mutual guarantee. Tell the viscount so, and that 
to-morrew, before ten o’clock, I shall see: what colour 
his is.” | 

Then I have only’ toomake arrangements: for the 
duel ?”’ said Beauchamp.:: 

“Tt is quite immaterial to. me,” said Monte-Cristo, 
“and it was very unnecessary to disturb me at the 
opera for such a trifle. In France people fight with 
the sword or pistol, in the colonies with the carbine, in 
Arabia: with the dagger. Tell your client that although 
I am the insulted party, in order to carry out my €c- 
centricity, I leave him choice of arms, and will accept, 
without discussion, without. dispute, anything—even 
combat by drawing lots, which is always stupid, but with 
me different’ from other people,-as lam sure to gain.” 

“Sure to gain!’ repeated Beauchamp, looking with 
amazement at the count. 

“ Certainly,’ said Monte-Cristo, slightiy shrugging up 
his shoulders, ‘“ otherwise I would not fight with M. de 
Morcerf. I shall kill him—I cannot help it. Only by 
a single line this evening at my house let me know the 
arms and the hour—I do not like to be kept waiting.” | 

“Pistols, then, at eight o’clock in the Bois de Vin- 
cennes,” said Beauchamp, quite disconcerted, not know- 
ing if he was dealing with an arrogant braggadocio or 
a supernatural being. ! 

‘‘ Very well, sir,” said Monte-Cristo. ‘“ Now all that 
is settled, do let»me see the performance, and tell your 
friend Albert not to'come any more this evening. He 
will hurt himself with all his ill-chosen: barbarisms—let 
him go home and go tosleep.”’ 

Beauchamp left the box, perfectly amazed. 

“Now,” said Monte-Cristo, turning towards Morrel, 
“JT may depend upon you, may I not ?”’ 
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‘Certainly,’ said Morrel. “I am at your service, 
count; still ¢ 

“What 2?” 

‘It is desirable I should know the real cause.”’ 

“That is to say, you would rather not ?” 

iss No.’ 

‘The young man himself is acting blindfolded, and 
knows not the true cause, which is known only to God 
and to me; but I give you my word, Morrel, that God, 
who does know it all, will be on our side.” 

‘Enough,’ said Morrel. ‘‘ Who is your second wit- 
ness 2” 

‘“T know no one in Paris, Morrel, on whom I could 
confer that honour besides you and your brother Em- 
manuel. Do you think Emmanuel would oblige me ? ”’ 

“JT will answer for him, count.” 

“Well, that is all I require. To-morrow morning, at 
seven o'clock, you will be with me, will you not ?” 

“We will.” 

“Hush! the curtain is rising. Listen! I never lose 
a note of this opera if I can avoid it; the music of 
‘William Tell’ is so sweet !”’ 


CHAPTER LXXXIX. 
THE NIGHT. 


M. bE MontTeE-Cristo waited, according to his usual 
custom, until Duprez had sung his famous “‘Suivez- 
moi,’ then he rose and went out. 

Morrel took leave of him at the door, renewing his 
promise to be with him the next morning at seven 
o’clock, and to bring Emmanuel with him. 

Then he stepped into his coupé, calm and smiling, and 
was at home in five minutes. No one who knew the 
count could mistake his expression when, on entering, 
he said,— 

“ Ahi, bring me my pistols with an ivory cross!” 
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Ali brought the box to his master, who examined his 
arms with a solicitude very natural to a man who is 
about to entrust his life to a little powder and shot. 

These were particular pistols, which Monte-Cristo had 
had made to shoot at a target in his room. A cap was 
sufficient to drive out the ball, and from the adjoining 
room no one would have suspected the count was, as 
sportsmen would say, keeping his hand in. He was 
just taking one in his hand, and looking for the point 
to aim at, on a little iron plate,’ which served him as 
a target, when his cabinet door opened, and Baptistin 
entered. 

Before he had spoken a word the count perceived in the 
next room a female veiled, who had followed closely after 
Baptistin, and now seeing the count with a pistol in 
his hand and swords on the table, rushed in. 

Baptistin looked at his master, who made a sign to 
him, and he went out, closing the door after him. 

“Who are you, madame ?”’ said the count to the veiled 
female. 

The stranger cast one look around her, to be certain 
they were quite alone, then bending, as if she would 
have knelt, and joining her hands, she said, with an 
accent of despair,— 

“Edmond, you will not kill my son ?” 

The count retreated a step, uttered a slight exclama- 
tion, and let fall the pistol he held. 

“What name did you pronounce, then, Madame de 
Morcerf ?”’ said he. 

“Yours!” cried she, throwing back her veil—“ yours, 
which I alone, perhaps, have not forgotten. Edmond, 
it is not Madame de Morcerf who is come to you, it is 
Mercédeés.” 

‘“Mercédés is dead, madame,” said Monte-Cristo. “1 
know no one now of that name.”’ 

‘““Mercédés lives, sir, and she remembers, for she 
alone recognized you when she saw you, and even before 
she saw you, by your voice, Edmond—by the simple 
sound of your voice; and from that moment she has 
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followed your steps, watched you, feared you, and she 
needs not to inquire what hand has dealt the blow which 
now strikes M. de Morcerf.” 

‘‘ Fernand, do you mean ?”’ replied Monte-Cristo, with 
bitter irony. ‘“‘ Since we are recalling names, let us 
remember them all.” 

Monte-Cristo had pronounced the name of Fernand 
with such an expression of hatred that Mercédeés felt a 
thrill of terror run through every vein. 

“You see, Edmond, I am not mistaken; and have 
cause to say, ‘Spare my son!’ ” 

‘““And who told you, madame, I have any hostile in- 
tentions against your son ? ”’ 

‘“No one, in truth; but a mother has a twofold sight. 
I guessed all; I followed him this evening to the opera, 
and have seen all.”’ ) 

“Tf you have seen all} madame, you know that the 
son of Fernand has publicly insulted me,” said Monte- 
Cristo, with awful calmness. 

“Oh, for pity’s sake!” 

“You have seen that he would have thrown his glove 
in my face if Morrel, one of my friends, had not stopped 
him.” 

“Listen tome. My son has also guessed who you are ; 
he attributes his father’s misfortunes to you.” 

“Madame, you are mistaken—they are not misfor- 
tunes. It is a punishment. It is not I who strike M. 
de Morcerf; it is Providence which punishes him,” 

“And why do you represent Providence ?”’ cried 
Mercédés. “Why do you remember when it forgets ? 
What are Yanina and its vizier to you, Edmond ? What 
injury has Fernand Mondego done you in betraying Ali 
Tebelen ?” 

“ And, madame,” replied Monte-Cristo, “all this is 
an affair between the French captain and the daughter 
of Vasiliki. It does not concern me—you are right; and 
if I have sworn to revenge myself, it is not on the French 
captain, nor on the Count de Morcerf, but on the fisher- 
man Fernand, the husband of the Catalan Mercédeés.”’ 
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“Ah, sit!” cried’ the countess, ‘‘ how terrible a venge- 
ance for a fault which fatality made me commit! For 
I am the only culprit, Edmond ; and if you owe revenge 
to any one, it is to me, who had not fortitude to bear 
your absence and my solitude.’” 

“But,” exclaimed Monte+Cristo, “why was I ab- 
sent ? and why were you alone ?”’ 

“Because you had been arrested, Edmond, and were 
a prisoner.” 

“ And why was I arrested? Why was I a prisoner ?” 

“TI do not know,” said: Mercédés. 

“ You do not, madame ; at least I hope not. But I 
will tell you. I was arrested and became a prisoner 
because under the arbour of La Réserve, the day before 
[ was to marry you, a man named Danglars wrote this 
letter which the fisherman Fernand himself posted.” 

Monte-Cnsto went to a secrétaire, opened a drawer 
by a spring, from which he took a paper which had lost 
its original colour, and the ink of which had become 
a rusty hue; this he placed in the hands of Mercédés. 
It was Danglars’s letter to the procureur du roi, which 
the Count of Monte-Cristo, disguised as a clerk from 
the house of Thomson and French, had taken from the 
bundle of Edmond Dantés on the day he had paid the 
two hundred thousand francs to M. de Boville. Mer- 
cédés read with terror the following lines :— 


‘The procureur du roi is informed by a friend to the 
throne and the religious institutions of his country that 
an individual, named Edmond Dantés, second in com- 
mand on board the Pharaon, this day arrived from 
Smyrna, after having touched at Naples and Porto- 
Ferrajo, has been the bearer of a letter from Murat to 
the usurper, and again taken charge of another letter 
irom the usurper to the Bonapartist club in Paris. Ample 
corroboration of this statement may be obtamed by 
arresting the above-mentioned Edmond Dantés, who 
sither carries the letter for Paris about with him, or 
yas it at his father’s abode. Should it not be found 
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in possession of either father or son, then it will assuredly 
be discovered in the cabin belonging to the said Dantés 
on board the Pharaon.” 


“How dreadful!” said Mercédés, passing her hand 


across her brow moist with perspiration. “‘ And that 
letter = 

‘“‘T bought it for 200,000 francs, madame,” said Monte- 
Cristo; ‘‘ but that is a trifle, since it enables me to 


justify myself to you.” 

‘““ And the result of that letter te 

‘You well know, madame, was my arrest; but you 
do not know how long that arrest lasted. You do not 
know that I remained for fourteen years within a quarter 
of a league of you, in a dungeon in the Chateau d’If. 
You do not know that each day of those fourteen years 
i renewed the vow of vengeance which I had made the 
first day; and yet I knew not you had married Fer- 
nand, my calumniator, and that my father had died 
of hunger!” 

“Can it be ?”’ cried Mercédés, shuddering. 

“That is what I heard on leaving my prison, fourteen 
years after I had entered it, and that is why, on account 
of the living Mercédés and my deceased father, I have 
sworn to revenge myself on Fernand, and—I have re- 
venged myself.” 

“And you are sure the unhappy Fernand did that ? ” 

“Tam satisfied, madame, he did what I have told you, 
Besides, that is not much more odious than a French. 
man by adoption having passed over to the English: 
a Spaniard by birth having fought against the Span: 
iards ; a stipendiary of Ali having betrayed and mur. 
dered Ali. Compared with such things, what is the 
letter you have just read ? A lover’s deception, whicl 
the woman who has married that man ought certainly 
to forgive, but not so the lover who was to have marriec 
her. Well, the French did not avenge themselves or 
the traitor, the Spaniards did not shoot the traitor, Al 
in his tomb left the traitor unpunished ; but I, betrayed 
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sacrificed, buried, have risen from my tomb, by the 
grace of God, to punish that man. He sends me for 
that purpose, and here Iam.” 

The poor woman’s head and arms fell, her legs bent 
under her, and she fell on her knees. 

“ Forgive, Edmond, forgive for my sake, who. love 
you still!” 

The dignity of the wife stopped the enthusiasm of the 
lover and the mother. Her forehead almost touched the 
carpet, when the count sprang forward and raised her, 
Then, seated on a chair, she looked at the manly counte- 
nance of Monte-Cristo, on which grief and hatred still 
impressed a threatening expression. 

“Not crush that accursed race!” murmured he. 
“ Abandon my purpose at the moment of its accom- 
plishment! Impossible, madame, impossible ! ” 

“Edmond,” said the poor mother, who tried every 
means, “when I call you Edmond, why do you not 
call me Mercédés ? ”’ 

“Mercédés!”’ repeated Monte-Cristo—-“ Mercédés ! 
Well, yes, you are right, that name has still its charms ; 
and this is the first time for a long period that I have 
pronounced it so distinctly. O Mercédés! I have uttered 
your name with the sigh of melancholy, with the groan 
of sorrow, with the last effort of despair ; I have uttered 
it when frozen with cold, crouched on the straw in my 
dungeon; I have uttered it, consumed with heat, rolling 
on the stone floor of my prison. Mercédés, I must re- 
venge myself, for I suffered fourteen years! Fourteen 
years I wept, I cursed ; now, I tell you, Mercédés, I must 
revenge myself !” 

The count, fearing to yield to the entreaties of her 
he had so ardently loved, recalled his sufferings to the 
assistance of his hatred. 

‘Revenge yourself, then, Edmond,” cried the poor 
mother, ‘‘ but let your vengeance fall on the culprits ; 
on him, on me, but not on my son!” 

Monte-Cristo groaned, and seized his beautiful hair 
with both hands. 
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“‘ Wdmond,”’ continued Mercédés, with her arms ex- 
tended towards the count, “‘since I first knew you, I 
have adored your name, have respected your memory. 
Edmond, my friend, do not compel me to tarnish that 
noble and fine image reflected incessantly on the mirror 
of my ‘heart. Edmond, if you knew all the prayers I 
have addressed to God for you while I thought you were 
living and since I have thought you must be dead! 
Yes, dead, alas! I thought your dead body was buried 
at the foot of some gloomy tower; I thought your corpse 
was precipitated to the bottom ‘of one of those gulfs 
where jailers roll their dead prisoners, and I wept! 
What could I do for you, Edmond, ‘besides pray and 
weep! Listen! During ten years I dreamedieach night 
the same dream. I had been told you had endeavoured 
to escape, that you had taken the place of ‘another 
prisoner, that you had ‘slipped into the winding-sheet 
of a dead body, that you had been precipitated alive 
from the top of the Chateau d’If, and the cry you uttered 
as you dashed upon the rocks first revealed to your 
jailers that they were your murderers. Well, Edmond, I 
swear to you by the head of that son for whom I entreat 
your pity—Edmond, during ten years I] have seen every 
night men balancing something ‘shapeless and unknown 
at the top of a rock ; during ten years I have heard each 
night a terrible cry which has awakened me, shuddering 
and cold. And I too, Edmond—oh, believe me !—guilty 
as I was—oh yes, I too have suffered much!” 

“Have you felt your father die in your absence ?” 
cried Monte-Cristo, again thrusting his hands in’ his 
hair. “ Have you seen the woman you loved giving 
her hand to your rival while you were perishing at the 
bottom of a dungeon ?” 

“No,” interrupted Mercédés, “but I have seen him 
whom I loved on the point of murdering my son.’ 

Mercédés, pronounced these words with such deep 
anguish, with an accent of such intense despair, that 
Monte-Cristo could not restrain a sob. The lion was 
daunted; the avenger was conquered. 
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“What do you ask of me?’ said he. “ Your son’s 
life > Well, he shall live!” 

Mercédés uttered a cry which made the ‘tears start 
irom, Monte-Cristo’s eyes ;. but these tears disappeared 
almost instantaneously, for doubtless God had sent some 
angel to collect them, Far more precious were they in 
his eyes than the richest pearls of Guzerat and of Ophir. 

“ Oh!” said she, seizing the count’s hand, and raising 
it to her lips—‘‘ oh! thank you, thank you, Edmond! 
Now you are exactly what I dreamt you were, such as I 
always loved you. Oh, now I may say so.” 

“So much the better,” replied Monte-Cristo, ‘as that 
poor Edmond will not have long to be loved by you. 
Death is about to return to the tomb, the phantom to 
retire in darkness.” 

“What do: you say, Edmond?” 

‘I say, since you command me, Mercédés, I must 
die.” 

“Die! And who told you so?) Who talks of dying ? 
Whence have you these ideas of death ?” 

“ You do not suppose that, publicly outraged in the 
face of a whole theatre, in the presence of your friends 
and those of your son, challenged ‘by a boy, who will 
glory in my pardon as in a victory—you do not suppose 
I can for one moment wish 'to live. What I most loved 
after you, Mercédés, was myself, my dignity, and that 
strength which rendered me superior to other men; that 
strength was my-life.. With one word you have crushed 
it, and I die.”’ 

“ But the duel will not take. place, Edmond, since you 
forgive >”? : 

“Tt will take place,’ said Monte-Cristo, in a most 
solemn tone; ‘“‘ but, instead of your son’s blood which 
will stain the ground, mine will flow.” 

Mercédés shrieked, and sprang towards Monte-Cristo, 
but suddenly stopping,— 

“Edmond,” said she, ‘‘ there is a God above us, since 
you live, since I have seen you again; J trust to Him 
from my heart. While waiting His assistance [ trust to 
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your word. You have said my son should live, have 
you not ?” : 

“Ves, madame, he shall live,’’ said Monte-Cristo, sur- 
prised that, without more emotion, Mercédés had accepted 
the heroic sacrifice he made for her. 

Mercédés extended her hand to the count. 

‘Kdmond,” said she,-and her eyes were wet with 
tears while looking at him to: whom she spoke, “‘ how 
noble it is of you; how great the action you have just 
performed ; how sublime to have taken pity on a poor 
woman who offered herself to you with every chance 
against her! Alas! I am grown old with grief more 
than with years, and cannot now remind my Edmond 
by a smile, or by a look, of that Mercédés whom he once 
spent so many hours in contemplating. Ah! believe 
me, Edmond, I told you, I too had suffered much. I 
repeat it. It is melancholy to pass one’s life without 
having one joy to recall, without preserving a single 
hope; but that proves that all is not yet over. No! 
it is not finished ; I feel it by what remains in my heart. 
Oh!) I repeat it, Edmond; what you have just done is 
beautiful—it is grand, it is sublime.” 

‘“Do you say so now, Mercédés, and what would you 
say if you knew the extent of the sacrifice I make to 
you? But no, no, you cannot imagine what I lose in 
sacrificing my life at this moment.” 

Mercédeés looked at the count with an air which de- 
picted at the same time her astonishment, her admira- 
tion, and her gratitude. 

Monte-Cristo pressed his forehead on his burning hands, 
as if his brain could no longer bear alone the weight of 
its thoughts. 

“Edmond,” said Mercédés, “I have but one word 
more to say to you.” 

The count smiled bitterly. 

“Edmond,” continued she, “ you will see if my face 
is pale, if my éyes are dull, if my beauty is gone—if 
Mercédés, in short, no longer resembles her former self 
in her features, you will see her heart is still the same. 
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Adieu, then, Edmond! I have nothing more to ask of 
Heaven; I have seen you again, and have found you 
as noble and as great as formerly you were. Adieu, 
Edmond, adieu, and thank you!” 

But the count did not answer, Mercédés opened the 
door of the cabinet and had disappeared before he had 
recovered from the painful and profound reverie into 
which his thwarted vengeance had plunged him. The 
clock of the Invalides struck one, when the carriage 
which conveyed Madame de Morcerf away rolled on the 
pavement of the Champs-Elysées, and made Monte 
Cristo raise his head. 

“What a fool I was,” said he, “not to tear my heart 
out on the day when J resolved to revenge myself!” 


CHAPTER XC. 
THE, MEETING. 


AFTER Mercédés had left Monte-Cristo, a gloomy shadow 
seemed to overspread everything. Around him and 
within him the flight of thought appeared stopped ; his 
energetic mind slumbered as does the body after extreme 
fatigue. 

‘“What! said he to himself, while the lamp and the 
wax lights were nearly burnt out, and the servants were 
waiting impatient in the anteroom—“ what! this edi- 
fice which I have been so long preparing, which I have 
reared with so much care and toil, is to be crumbled by 
a single touch, a word, even a slight breath! Yes, this 
self, of whom I thought so much, of whom I was so 
proud, who had appeared so worthless in the dungeons of 
the Chateau d’If, and whom I had succeeded in making 
so great, will be but a lump of clay to-morrow, Alas! 
it is not the death of the body I regret, for is not that 
destruction of the vital principle the rest to which every- 
thing is tending, to which every unhappy being aspires, the 
repose of matter after which I so long sighed, and which 
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I was seeking to attain by the painful process, of starva- 
tion'when Faria appeared in my dungeon? What is 
death for me but one step more towards repose > No, 
it is not existence, then, that I regret, but the ruin of 
my projects, so slowly carried out, so laboriously framed. 
Providence is now opposed to, them when I most thought 
it would be propitious. It is not God’s will they should 
be accomplished. This burden, almost as heavy as a 
world, which I had raised, and had thought to bear to 
the end, was too great for my strength, and I was com- 
pelled to lay it down in the middle of my career. Oh! 
shall I then again become a fatalist, whom fourteen years 
of despair and ten of hope had rendered a believer in 
Providence ? and all this, all this because my heart, 
which I thought dead, was only sleeping, because it has 
awakened and beaten again, because I have yielded to 
the pain of the emotion excited in my breast by a woman’s 
voice. Yet,’ continued the count, becoming each mo- 
ment more absorbed in the anticipation of the dreadful 
sacrifice for the morrow, which Mercédés had accepted— 
‘yet it is impossible that so noble-minded a woman 
should thus, through selfishness, consent to my death 
when in the prime of life and strength ; it is impossible 
she can carry to such a poimt maternal love, or rather 
delirium. There are virtues which become crimes by 
exaggeration. No, she must have conceived some pa- 
thetic scene; she will come and throw herself between 
us, and what would be sublime here will-appear there 
ridiculous.” 

The blush of pride mounted to the count’s forehead as 
this thought passed through his mind, 

“ Ridiculous!’’ repeated he; “Scand the, ridicule will 
fall on me. I ridiculous! No, I would rather die.’ 

By thus exaggerating to his own mind the anticipated 
ul-fortune of the next day, to which he had condemned 
himself by promising Mercédés) to, spare, her son, the 
count at last exclaimed,— 

“Folly! folly! folly! to carry generosity so far as 
to place myself as a mark for that young man to aim 


THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO, 499 


at. He will never believe my death was a suicide; and 
yet it is important for the honour of my memory (and 
this, surely, is not vanity, but a justifiable pride), it is 
important the world should know that I have consented, 
by my free will, ‘to stop my arm, already raised to strike, 
and that with that arm, so powerful against others, I 
have struck myself. It must be! it shall be!” 

Seizing a pen, he drew a paper from a secert drawer 
in his bureau, ‘and traced at the bottom of that paper, 
which was no other than his will, made since his arrival 
in Paris, a sort of codicil, clearly explaining the nature 
of his death. 

‘“T do this, O my God,” said he, with his eyes raised 
to heaven, “‘as much for Thy honour as for mine. 1 
have during ten years considered myself the agent of 
Thy vengeance; and other wretches, hke Morcerf—z 
Danglars, a Villefort, even that Morcerf himself—must 
not imagine that chance has freed them from their 
enemy. Let them know, on the contrary, that ‘their 
punishment which had been decreed by Providence is 
only delayed by my present determination, that although 
they escape it in this world, it awaits them in another, 
and that they are only exchanging time for eternity.” 

While he was thus agitated by these gloomy uncer- 
tainties, these wretched waking dreams of grief, the first 
rays of ‘twilight pierced his windows, and shone upon 
the pale-blue paper on which he had just traced his 
justification of Providence. It was just five o’clock in 
the morning, when a slight noise reached his ear, which 
appeared like a stifled sigh ; he turned his head, looked 
round him, and saw no one; but the sound was repeated 
distinctly enough to convince him of its reality. He 
arose, and quietly opening the door of the drawing- 
room, saw Haydée, who ‘had fallen on a chair with her 
arms hanging down, and her beautiful head thrown iback. 
She had been standing at the door to prevent his going 
out without seeing ther, until sleep, which the young 
cannot resist, had overpowered her frame, wearied as 
she was with watching so long. The noise of the door 
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did not awaken her, and Monte-Cristo gazed at her with 
affectionate regret. 

“She remembered she had a son,’ said he, ‘“‘ and I 
forgot I had a daughter.’’? Then shaking his head sor- 
rowiully, ‘‘ Poor Haydée!”’ said he. ‘She wished to see 
me to speak to me; she has feared or guessed something. 
Oh! I cannot go without taking leave of her; I cannot 
die without confiding her to some one.” He quietly re- 
gained his seat, and wrote under the other lines :— 


d 


“T bequeath to Maximilian Morrel, captain, and son 
of my former patron, Pierre Morrel, shipowner at Mar- 
seilles, the sum of twenty millions, a part of which may 
be offered to his sister Julia and brother-in-law Em- 
manuel, if he does not fear this increase of fortune may 
mar their happiness. These twenty millions are con- 
cealed in my grotto at Monte-Cristo, of which Bertuccio 
knows the secret. If his heart is free, and he will marry 
Haydée, the daughter of Ali, Pacha of Yanina, whom 
1 have brought up with the love of a father, and who 
has shown the love and tenderness of a daughter for 
me, he will thus accomplish my last wish. ; 

“This will has already constituted Haydée heiress of 
the rest of my fortune, consisting in lands, funds in Eng- 
land, Austria, and Holland, furniture in my different 
palaces and houses, and which, without the twenty mil- 
lions, and the legacies to my servants, may still amount 
to sixty millions.” 


He was finishing the last line when a cry behind him 
made him start, and the pen fell from his hand, 

“ Haydée,’’ said he, “ did you read it >” 

“Oh! my lord,” said she, ‘‘ why are you writing thus 
at such an hour? Why are you bequeathing all your 
fortune tome ? Are you going to leave me ?.”’ 

“T am going on a journey, dear child,’ said Monte- 
Cristo, with an expression of infinite tenderness. and 
melancholy, “and if any misfortune should happen to 
me——” The count stopped. 
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“Well ?”’ asked the young girl, with an authoritative 
tone the count had never observed before, and which 
startled him. 

“Well, if any misfortune happen to me,” replied Monte- 
Cristo, “I wish my daughter to be happy.” 

Haydée smiled sorrowfully, and shook her head. 

“Do you think of dying, my lord?” said she. 

“The wise man has said, It is good to think of death, 
my child.” 

“Well, if you die,” said she, “bequeath your fortune 
to others; for if you die, I shall require nothing ;”’ and 
taking the paper, she tore it in four pieces and threw it 
in the middle of the room. Then the effort having ex- 
hausted her strength, she fell, not asleep this time, but 
fainting on the floor. The count leant over her and 
raised her in his arms; and seeing that sweet, pale face, 
those lovely eyes closed, that beautiful form motionless, 
and to all appearance lifeless, the idea occurred to him 
for the first time that perhaps she loved him otherwise 
than a daughter loves a father. 

“ Alas!?? murmured he, with intense suffering, “I 
might, then, have been happy yet.” Then he carried 
Haydée to her room, resigned her to the care of her 
attendants, and returning to his cabinet, which he shut 
quickly this time, he again copied the destroyed will. 
As he was finishing, the sound of a cabriolet entering the 
yard was heard. Monte-Cristo approached the window, 
and saw Maximilian and Emmanuel alight. 

“Good!” said he; ‘‘ it was time,”’ and he sealed his 
will with three seals. One moment afterwards he heard 
a noise in the drawing-room, and went to open the door 
himself. Morrel was there; he had come twenty min- 
utes before the time appointed. 40 

“T am, perhaps, come too soon, count,” said he ; 
“but I frankly acknowledge I have not closed my eyes 
all night, nor any one in my house. I required to see 
you strong in your courageous assurance to recover 
myself.” 

Monte-Cristo could not resist this proof of affection. 
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He not only extended his hand to the young man, but 
flew to\| him with open arms. 

‘‘Morrel,” said he, “it is a happy day for me to feel 
that I am beloved by such aman as you.—Good-morning, 
Emmanuel.—You will come with me, then, Maximilian?” 

“ Did you doubt it ?” said! the young captain. 

“ But if I were wrong # 

‘JT. watched you during) the whole scene of that chal- 
lenge yesterday. I have been thinking of your firmness 
all this night, and I said, Justice must be on your side, 
or man’s countenance is no longer to be relied on.” 

‘But, Morrel, Albert is your friend ?” 

“A simple acquaintance, sir.” 

“ You met him on the same day you first saw’ me ?”’ 

“ Truly, but I should not have recollected it had you 
not reminded me.” 

“ Phank you, Morrel,”’ 

Then, ringing the bell once, ‘ Look,’ said he to Ahi, 
who came immediately, “ take that to my solicitor,—It 
is my will, Morrel. When I am dead, you will go and 
examine it.”’ 

‘““What!’’ said Morrel, ‘‘ you dead ? ”’ 

“Yes. Must I not be prepared for everything, dear 
friend ? But what did you do yesterday after you left 
mie ?”’ 

“I went to Tortoni, where, as I expected, I found 
Beauchamp and Chateau-Renaud. I own I was seeking 
them.” 

“Why, when all was arranged ?”’ 

“ Listen, count, the affair is serious and unavoidable.”’ 

“Did you doubt it >?” 

“No, The offence was public, and every one is already 
talking of it.” 

te Wielle?°’ 

“Well, I hoped to get an exchange of arms, to sub- 
stitute the sword for the pistol. The pistol is blind.” 

‘“ Have you succeeded ?” asked Monte-Cristo quickly, 
with an imperceptible gleam of hope. 

“No; for your skill with the sword is so well known.” 
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‘Ah! who has betrayed me ?”’ 

“ The skilful swordsman, whom you have conquered.” 

“ And you failed ?” 

“They positively refused.” 

‘“Morrel,” said the count, “have you ever seen me 
fire a pistol] ?” 

“oNever?” 

“Well, we have time. Look!” 

Monte-Cristo took the pistols he held in his hand when 
Mercédés entered, and fixing an ace of clubs against the 
iron plate, with four shots he successively shot off the 
four sides of the club. At each shot Morrel turned pale. 
He examined the balls with which Monte-Cristo per- 
formed this dexterous feat, and saw that they were no 
larger than deer-shot. 

“It is astonishing!” said he. “ Look, Emmanuel.” 

Then turning towards Monte-Cristo, “Count,” said 
he, “in the name of all that is dear to you, I entreat 
you not to kill Albert! The unhappy youth has a 
mother.” 

“You are right,’’ said Monte-Cristo, ‘““and 1 have 
none.” 

These words were uttered in a tone which made Morrel 
shudder. 

“You are the offended party, count.” 

‘Doubtless. What does that imply ?” 

“That you will fire first.” 

Caifire first? 3) 

“Oh! I obtained, or rather claimed that; we had 
conceded enough for them to yield us that.” 

“ And at what distance ?”’ 

“Twenty paces.” : 

A terrific smile passed over the count’s lips. 

‘““Morrel,” said he, “‘ do not forget what you have just 
seen.” 

“The only chance for Albert’s safety, then, will arise 
from your emotion.” 

“T suffer from emotion ?”’ said Monte-Cristo. 

“Or from your genetosity, my friend. To so good a 
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marksman as you are, I may say what would appear 
absurd to another.” 

“ What is that ?” 

“ Break his arm—wound him—but do not kill him.” 

‘‘T will tell you, Morrel,” said the count, “‘ that I do 
not need entreating to spare the life of M. de Morcerf. 
He shall be so well spared that he will return quietly 
with his two friends, while J——’”’ 

“And you ?”’ 

“That will be another thing. I shall be brought 
home.” 

‘‘ No, no,” cried Maximilian, not knowing how to endure 
himself, 

‘““As I told you, my dear Morrel, M. de Morcerf will 
kill me.” 

Morrel looked at him in utter unconsciousness. 

“ But what has happened, then, since last evening, 
count ?”’ 

‘The same thing which happened to Brutus the night 
before the battle of Philippi—I have seen a phantom.” 

‘“ And that phantom——” 

“Told me, Morrel, I had lived long enough.”’ 

Maximilian and Emmanuel looked at each other. 

Monte-Cristo drew out his watch. 

“Let us go,” said he. “It is five minutes past seven, 
and the appointment was for eight o’clock.” 

A carriage was in readiness at the door. Monte-Cristo 
stepped into it with his two friends. He had stopped a 
moment in the passage to listen at a door, and Maxi- 
milian and Emmanuel, who had considerately passed 
forward a few steps, thought they heard him answer by 
a sigh a sob from within. 

As the clock struck eight they drove up to the place of 
meeting. 

“We are the first,” said Morrel, looking out of the 
window. 

“Excuse me, sir,’’ said Baptistin, who had followed 
his master with indescribable terror, ‘“‘ but I think I see 
a carriage down there under the trees,”’ 
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Monte-Cristo sprang lightly from his carriage, and © 
offered his hand to assist Emmanuel and Maximilian. 

The latter retained the count’s hand between his. “ J 
like,” said he, “‘ to feel a hand like this when its owner 
relies on the gocdness of his cause.” 

“ Truly,” said Emmanuel, “I perceive two young men 
down there who are evidently waiting.” 

Monte-Cristo drew Morrel, not, aside, but a step or 
two behind his brother-in-law, 

“Maximilian,” said he, “are your affections disen- 
gaged ? ”’ 

Morrel looked at Monte-Cristo with: astonishment. 

“I do not seek your confidence, my dear friend. I 
only ask you a simple question. Answer it—-that is all 
I require.”’ 

“T love a young girl, count,” 

“Do you love her much ?”’ 

“ More than my life.” 

“Another hope defeated!” said the count. Then, 
with a sigh, ‘‘ Poor Haydée!”’ murmured he. 

“In truth, count, if I knew less of you, I should think 
you were less brave than you are.” 

“Because I sigh when thinking of some one I] am 
leaving ? Come, Morrel, it is not like a soldier to be so 
bad a judge of courage. Do I regret life? What is it 
to me, who have passed twenty years between life and 
death ? Moreover, do not alarm yourself, Morrel ; this 
weakness, if it is such, is betrayed to you alone. I know 
the world is a drawing-room, from which we must re- 
treat politely and honestly—that is, with a bow, and all 
debts of honour paid.” 

“That is to the purpose. Have you brought your 

Waons Pp | 
“1? What for? I hope those gentlemen have theirs.” 
“ T will inquire,” said Morrel. 
“Do, but make no treaty—you understand me ? 
“You need not fear.” 
Morrel advanced towards Beauchamp and Chateau- 
Renaud, who, seeing his intention, came to meet him. 


” 
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*) The three young people bowed to each other courte- 
ously if mot affably. 

“ Excuseme, gentlemen,”’'said Morrel, “ but I do not 
see M. de Morcerf.”” 

“He sent us word ‘this morning,” rephed Chateau- 
Renaud; ‘‘ that he would meet us on'the ground.” 

“Ah!” said Morrel! 

Beauchamp pulled out his watch. “ It is only five 
minutes past eight,’”’ said he'to'Morrel; “ there is not 
much time lost yet.”’ 

“ Oh, I made no allusion of that kind,” replied Morrel. 

“ There is a carriage coming,” said Chateau-Renaud, 

It advanced rapidly along one of the avenues leading 
towards the open space where they were assembled. 

“You are doubtless provided with pistols, gentlemen ? 
M. de Monte-Cristo yields his right of using his.” 

“We had anticipated this kindness on the part of 
the count,’’ said Beauchamp, “‘ and I have brought some 
arms which 1 bought eight or ten days since, thinking 
to want them! on'a ‘similar occasion. They are quite’ 
new, and have not yet been used. Will you examine 
them ?”’ 

‘““Oh, M. Beauchamp, if you assure me M. de Morcerf 
does not know these arms, you may readily believe your 
word will be quite sufficient.” 

“Gentlemen,” ‘said Chateau-Renaud, “‘it is not Mor- 
cerf comingin that carriage. It is Franz and Debray!” 

The two young men he announced were indeed ap- 
proaching. 

““What chance brings you here, gentlemen?” said 
Chateau-Renaud, shaking hands with each of them. 

** Because,” said Debray, “Albert sent this morning 
te request us to come.’ 

Beauchamp and Chateau-Renaud exchanged looks of 
astonishment. 

“1 think I understand his reason,” said Morrel. 

“What is it?” 

“ Yesterday afternoon I received a letter from M. de 
Morcerf, begging me to attend the opera.” 
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“ And I,” said Debray, 

“ And I aiso,” said, Franz. 

“And we too,” added Beauchamp and Chateau- 
Renaud, ‘‘ Having wished, you all! to witness, the chal- 
lenge, he now wishes you to be present at the combat.” 

‘Exactly so,” said the young men ; ‘‘ you have prob- 
ably guessed right. ¥ 

‘But, after all these arrangements, he does not come 
himself,” said Chateau-Renaud.. ‘‘ Albert is ten minutes 
after time.” 

“There he comes !”’ said Beauchamp, “ on horseback, 
at full gallop, followed by a servant.” 

‘‘ How imprudent !”’ said Chateau-Renaud, “ to come 
on horseback to fight with the pistol, after all the in- 
structions, I had given hima.” 

““ And besides,” said Beauchamp, ‘‘ with a collar above 
his cravat,.an open coat, and white waistcoat! Why 
has he not painted a spot upon his heart? It would 
have been; more simple.” 

Meanwhile Albert had arrived within ten paces of the 
group formed by the five young men. He jumped from 
his horse, threw the bridle on his servant’s arm, and joined 
them. He was pale, and his eyes were red and swollen. 
It was evident he had not slept.. A shade of melancholy 
gravity overspread his countenance, which was not 
natural to him. 

“T thank you, gentlemen,” said he, “‘ for, having com- 
plied with my request ; I feel extremely grateful for this 
mark of friendship.” 

Morrel had stepped back as Morcerf approached, and 
remained at a short distance. 

“ And, to you; alse, M. Morrel, my thanks are due. 
Come, there cannot be too many.’ 

Sir,” said, Maximilian, “‘ you are not perhaps aware 
Lam M..de Monte-Cristo’s friend ?,” 

‘‘T was not sure, but I expected it., So much the 
better; the more honourable men. there. are here the 
better I shall be satisfied.” 

‘“M. Morrel,” said Chateau+ Renaud, “will you ap- 
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prise the Count of Monte-Cristo that M. de Morcerf is 
arrived, and we are at his command ?” 

Morrel was preparing to fulfil his commission. Beau- 
champ had meanwhile drawn the box of pistols from the 
carriage. 

“Stop, gentlemen!” said Albert. “I have two words 
to say to the Count of Monte-Cristo.” 

‘In private ?”’ asked’ Morrel. 

“No, sir; before all who are here.” 

Albert’s witnesses looked at each other; Franz and 
Debray exchanged some words in a whisper; and 
Morrel, rejoiced at this unexpected incident, went to 
fetch the count, who was walking in a retired path with 
Emmanuel. 

“What does he want with me ?” said Monte-Cristo. 

“TI do not know, but he wishes to speak to you.” 

“Ah,” said Monte-Cristo, “I trust he 1s not going to 
tempt me by some fresh insult ?”’ 

“1 do not think such is his intention,’ said Morrel. 

The count advanced, accompanied by Maximilian and 
Emmanuel. His calm and serene look formed a singular 
contrast to Albert’s grief-stricken face, who approached 
also, followed by the four young people. 

When at three paces distant, Albert and the count 
stopped. 

“ Approach, gentlemen,” said Albert.. ‘‘ I wish you 
not to lose one word of what I am about to have the 
honour of saying to the Count of Monte-Cristo ; for it 
must be repeated by you to all who will listen to it, 
strange as it may appear to you.” 

““ Proceed, sir,’’ said the count. 

“ Sir,” said Albert, at first with a tremulous voice, but 
which gradually became firmer, “ I reproached you with 
exposing the conduct of M. de Morcerf in Epirus; for, 
guilty as I knew he was, I thought you had no right to 
punish him; but I have since learned you have tha 
right. It is not Fernand Mondego’s treachery towards 
Ali Pacha which induces me so readily to excuse you, 
but the treachery of the fisherman Fernand towards 


d 


THE’ COUNT ' OF MONTE-CRISTO. §c9Q 


you, and the almost unheard-of miseries which were 
its consequencés ; and I say, and proclaim it’ publicly, 
that you were justified in revenging yourself’ on my 
father, and I, his son, thank you for not using greater 
severity.” 

Had a. thunderbolt fallen in the midst of the spectators 
of this unexpected scene, it would not have surprised 
them more than did Albert’s declaration. 

As for Monte-Cristo, his eyes slowly rose towards 
heaven with an expression of infinite gratitude. He 
could not understand how Albert’s fiery nature, of which 
he had seen so much among the Roman bandits, had 
suddenly stooped to this humiliation: He recognized 
the influence of Mercédés, and saw why her noble heart 
had not opposed the sacrifice: she knew beforehand 
would be useless. 

“ Now, sir,” said Albert, “if you think my apology 
sufficient, pray give me your hand. Next to the merit 
of infallibility, which you appear to possess, I rank that 
of candidly acknowledging a fault. But this’ confes- 
sion concerns me only. I acted well as a man, but you 
have acted better than man. An angel alone could 
have saved one of us from death—that angel came 
from heaven, if not to make us friends (which, alas! 
fatality renders impossible), at least to make us esteem 
each other.” 

Monte-Cristo, with moistened eye, heaving breast, 
and lips half open, extended to Albert a hand, which 
the latter pressed with a sentiment resembling respect- 
ful fear. 

“Gentlemen,” said he, ‘“‘ M. de Monte-Cristo receives 
my apology; I had acted hastily towards him. Hasty 
actions are generally bad ones. Now my fault is re- 
paired. I hope the world will not call me cowardly for 
acting as my conscience dictated. But if any one 
should entertain a false opinion of me,’ added _ he, 
drawing himself up as if he would challenge both 
friends and enemies, ‘‘I shall endeavour to correct his 
mistake.” 
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‘What has, then, happened during the might?” 
asked Beatichamp of Chateau-Renaud.  ‘‘ We appear to 
make a very sorry figure here.” 

“In truth, what Albert has just done is either very 
despicable or very noble,” replied the baron. 

“ What can it mean ?”’ said: Debray to Franz. “‘ The 
Count of Monte-Cristo acts dishonourably to M. de 
Morcerf, and is justified by his son! Had 1 ten Yaninas 
in my family, I should only consider myself the more 
bound to fight ten times.” 

As for Monte-Cristo, his head was bent down, his 
arms were powerless. Bowing under the weight of 
twenty-four years’ reminiscences, he thought not of 
Albert, of Beauchamp, of Chateau-Renaud, or of any 
of that group; but he thought of that courageous 
woman who had come to plead for her son’s life, to whom 
he had offered his, and who had now saved it by the 
revelation of a dreadful family secret, capable of destroy- 
ing for ever, in. that young man’s heart, every feeling 
of filial piety. 

“ Providence still!’ murmured he; ‘now only am 
I fully convinced of being the emissary of God!” 


CHAPTER XCt. 
THE MOTHER AND SON. 


Tue Count of Monte-Cristo bowed to the five young 
people with a melancholy and dignified smile, and got 
into his carriage with Maximilian and Emmanuel. Albert, 
Beauchamp, and Chateau-Renaud remained alone. The 
young man’s look at his two friends, without being timid, 
appeared to ask their opinion of what he had just done, 
“Indeed, my dear friend,’ said Beawchamp, first, 
wao had either the most feeling or the least dissimula- 
tion, “allow me to congratulate you; this is a very un- 
hoped-for conclusion of a very disagreeable affair,” 
Albert remained silent and wrapped in thought. 
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Chateau-Renaud contented, himself with ‘tapping: his 
boot with, his flexible cane: 

“Are we not going ?”? saidjhe, after this.embarrassing 
silence; . 

‘‘ When you, please,’ replied Beauchamp. ‘‘ Allow 
me only time to compliment M. de Morcerf, who, has 
given proof, to-day, of..such. chivalric, generosity, so 
rare !?’ 

“Oh. yes,’ said Chateau-Renaud. 

“It is magnificent,” continued, Beauchamp, ‘‘'to be 
able to exercise so much self-control |” 

“ Assuredly ;as for me, I should have, been incapable 
of it,’ said Chateau-Renaud, with most significant 
coolness. , 

.“ Gentlemen,” interrupted, Albert,.‘‘ I think you did 
not understand. that something very serious had passed 
between M. de Monte-Cristo and. myself,”’ 

“ Possibly, possibly,” said , Beauchamp. immediately ; 
“but every simpleton would not be able to understand 
your heroism, and, sooner or later, you will find yourself 
compelled to explain, it. to them. more energetically 
than would be convenient to your bodily, health and 
the duration of.your life. May 1 give you a friendly 
counsel ? Set, out for Naples, the, Hague, or St, Peters- 
burg——calm countries, where the point of honour 1s 
Better understood than among our hot-headed Parisians. 
Seek. quietude and oblivion, so that. you may return 
peaceably to France after a few years.—Am [| not right, 
M. de Chateau-Renaud 2?” ) 

“ That.is quite my opinion,’ said the gentleman ; 
“nothing induces serious duels so,much as. a fruitless 
one.’’ | 

“Thank you, gentlemen,” rephed Albert, with a 
smile of indifference, ‘‘ 1 shall follow your adyice, net 
because you give it, but because I had before intended 
to quit-France.. I thank you equally for the service you 
haye rendered me in being my seconds, It is deeply 
engraved on my heart, since after what you have just 
said, I,remember that, only.” 
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Chateau-Renaud and Beauchamp looked at each 
other; the impression was the same on both of them, 
and the tone in which Morcerf had just expressed his 
thanks was so determined, that the position would have 
become embarrassing for all if the conversation had 
continued. 

“ Farewell, Albert,’ said Beauchamp suddenly, care- 
lessly extending his hand to the young man without 
the latter appearing to rouse from his lethargy; in 
fact, he did not notice the offered hand. 

‘“ Farewell,” said Chateau-Renaud in his turn, keep- 
ing the little cane in his left hand and bowing. 

Albert’s lips scarcely whispered, ‘‘ Farewell!’ but 
his look was more explicit; it embraced a whole poem 
of restrained anger, proud disdain, and generous in- 
dignation. He preserved his melancholy and motionless 
position for some time after his two friends had re- 
gained their carriage; then suddenly loosing his horse 
from the little tree to which his servant had fastened it, 
he sprang on it, and galloped off in the direction of Paris. 
In a quarter of an hour he was entering the hotel of the 
Rue du Helder. As he alighted, he thought he saw 
behind the curtain of the count’s bedroom his father’s 
pale face. Albert turned away his head with a sigh, 
and went to his own apartments. He cast one lingering 
look on all the luxuries which had rendered life so easy 
and so happy since his infancy; he looked at the pic- 
tures, whose faces seemed to smile, and the landscapes 
which appeared painted in brighter colours.’ Then he 
took away his mother’s portrait, with its oaken frame, 
leaving the gilt frame, from which he took it, black and 
empty. Then he arranged all his beautiful Turkish 
arms, his fine English guns, his Japanese china, his 
cups mounted in silver, his artistic bronzes signed 
Feuchéres or Barye; examined the cupboards, and 
placed the key in each; threw into a drawer of his 
secrétaire, which he left open, all the pocket-money he 
had about him, and with it the thousand fancy jewels 
from™his vases and his jewel-boxes, made an exact 
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inventory of all, and placed it in the most conspicuous 
-part of the table, after putting aside the’ books. and 
papers which encumbered it. 

At the commencement of this work, his servant, not- 
withstanding his order not to be interrupted, came to 
his room. 

‘““ What do you want ? ” asked he, with a more sorrow- 
ful than angry tone. 

«‘* Pardon me, sir,” replied the valet; ‘‘ you had. for- 
bidden me to disturb you,-but the Count of Morcerf had 
called me.”’ 

“ Well 2?” said Albert. 

“TI did not like to go to him without first seeing 
you.” 

ce Why ? ”? 

“ Because the count is doubtless aware that I accom- 
panied you to the meeting this morning.” 

“It is probable,”’ said Albert. 

“And since he has sent for me, it is doubtless to 
question me on what happened there. What must I 
answer ?” 

abhetruth 

“Then I shall say the duel did not take place ?” 

“ You will say I apologized to the Count of Monte- 
Cristo. Go.” 

The valet bowed and retired, and Albert returned to 
his inventory. 

As he was finishing this work, the sound of horses 
prancing in the yard, and the wheels of a carriage shak- 
ing his window, attracted his attention. He approached 
the window, and saw his father get into it, and it drove 
away. The door was scarcely closed when Albert bent 
his steps to his mother’s room; and no one being there 
te announce him, he advanced to her bedroom, and, 
distressed by what he saw and guessed, stopped for one 
moment at the door. As if the same soul had animated 
these two beings, Mercédés was doing the same in her 
apartments as he had just done. Everything was in 
order—laces, dresses, jewels, linen, money, all were 
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arranged in the drawers, and the countess was carefully 
collecting the keys. 

Albert saw all these preparations; “he understood 
them, and exclaiming,— ; 

‘“My mother!’ he threw his arms round her neck. 

The artist who could have depicted the expression of 
these two countenances would certainly have’ made of 
them a beautiful picture. All these proofs of an ener- 
getic resolution, which Albert did not fear on his: own 
account, alarmed him for his mother. 

“What are you doing ?”’ asked he. 

“What were you doing ?”’ replied she. 

“SQh,! my mother!’ exclaimed Albert, so overcome 
he could scarcely speak; “it is not the same with you 
and me—you cannot have made the same resolution I 
have, for Iam come°to warn you that» bid adieu to 
your house and—and to you.” 

“T also,” replied Meréédés, ‘fam going, and I ac- 
knowledge I had depended on your accompanying me. 
Have I deceived myself ?)”’ 

““My mother,” said Albert, with firmness, “I cannot 
make you share the fate I have planned for myself. I 
must live henceforth ‘without rank and fortune, and 
to begin this hard apprenticeship I must: borrow from a 
friend the loaf I shall eat until I have earned one: So; 
my dear mother, I am going at once to ask Franz to 
lend me the small sum I shall require to supply my 
present wants.” pai 

“You, my poor child; suffer poverty and hunger ! 
Oh, say not so; it will break my resolutions.” 

“But not mine, mother,’ replied. Albert. ‘I am 
young ‘and strong. I believe I -am courageous, and 
since yesterday I have learned the power of will) Alas ! 
my dear mother, some have suffered so much, and yet 
live, and have raised a new fortune on the ruin-of all 
the promises of happiness which Heaven had made’ them; 
on the fragments of all the hope which God had given 
them! I have seen that, my mother. I know ‘that from 
the gulf in which their enemies have plunged them they 
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have risen with so much yigour and glory that in their 
turn they have ruled their former conquerors, and have 
punished them. No, my mother; from this moment I 
have done with the past, and accept nothing from it— 
not even a name, because you can understand your son 
cannot bear the name of a man who ought to; blush 
before another,” 

‘ Albert, my child,” said Mercédés, ‘‘ if I had a stronger 
heart, that is the counsel I would haye given you! 
Your conscience has spoken when my voice became too 
weak; listen to its dictates. You had friends, Albert; 
break off their acquaintance, but do’ not despair. You 
have life before you, my dear Albert, for, you are yet 
scarcely twenty-two years old; and as a pure heart 
like yours wants a spotless name, take my father’s; it 
was Herrera. J:am sure, my Albert, whatever may be 
your career, you will soon render that name illustrious. 
Then, my friend, return to the world still more brilliant 
from the reflection of your former sorrows; and if lam 
wrong, still let me cherish these hopes, for 1 have no 
future to look forward to—for me the grave opens when 
T pass the threshold of this house,” 

“Twill fulfil all: your wishes, my dear mother,” said 
the young man. “Yes; Ishare your hopes. The anger 
of Heaven will not pursue us, you so pure, and me so 
innocent. But since our resolution is formed, let, us 
act promptly. .M. de Morcerf went out about half an 
hoursince ; the opportunity is favourable to avoid an 
explanation.” 

‘“Tamready, my son,” said Mercédés.\ 

. Albert ran to fetch a hackney-coach, He recollected 
‘there was a small furnished house to let in the .Rue 
des Saints-Péres, where his mother would find a humble 
but decent lodging ; and thither he’ intended conduct- 
ing the countess, As the hackney-coach stopped at the 
door, and Albert was alighting, a man approached and 
gave him a letter. Albert recognized the bearer. 
“Brom the count,” said Bertuccio, 

Albert took the letter, opened it, and read it; then 
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looked round for Bertuccio, but) he was gone. He 
returned to Mercédés, with tears in his eyes and heaving 
breast, and, without uttering a word, he gave her the 
letter. Mercédés ‘read :— 


““ ALBERT,—While showing you that I have discovered 
your plans, I hope also to convince you of my delicacy. 
Youvare free, you leave the count’s hétel, and you take 
your mother to your home; but reflect, Albert, you 
owe her more’ than your poor noble heart can pay her. 
Keep the struggle for yourself, bear all the suffering, 
but spare her the trial of poverty which must accompany 
your first efforts; for she deserves not even the shadow 
of the misfortune which has this day fallen on her, and 
Providence wills not the innocent should suffer for the 
guilty. I know you are going to leave the Rue du 
Helder without taking anything with you; do not seek 
to know how I discovered 1t—I know it, that is sufficient. 
Now, listen, Albert: Twenty-four years ago I returned 
proud and joyful to my country. I had a betrothed, 
Albert, a lovely girl, whom [ adored, and I was bringing 
to my betrothed a hundred and fifty louis, painfully 
amassed by ceaseless toil. This money was for her. I 
destined it for her, and knowing the treachery of the | 
sea, I buried our treasure in the little garden of the 
house my father lived in at Marseilles, on the Allées de 
Meillan. Your mother, Albert, knows that poor house 
well. A short time since I passed through Marseilles, 
and went to see the old house, which revived so many 
painful recollections, and in the evening I took a spade 
and dug in the corner of the garden where I had con- 
cealed my treasure.. The iron box was there—no one 
had touched it; it was under a beautiful fig-tree my 
father had planted the day I was born, which over- 
shadowed the spot. Well, Albert, this money, which 
was formerly designed to promote the comfort and 
tranquillity of the woman I adored, may now, from. a 
strange and painful circumstance, be devoted to the 
same purpose. Oh, feel for me, who could offer millions 
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to that poor woman, but who return her only the piece 
of black bread, forgotten under my poor roof since the 
day I was torn from her I loved. You are a generous 
man, Albert; but perhaps you may be blinded by 
pride or, resentment. If you refuse me--if you ask 
another for what I have the right to offer you—I will 
say it is ungenerous of you to refuse the life of your 
mother at the hands of a man whose father was allowed 
to die in all the horrors of poverty and despair by your 
father.” 


Albert stood pale and motionless: to hear what his 
mother would decide after she had finished reading this 
letter. 

Mercédés turned her eyes with an ineffable look to- 
wards heaven. 

““T accept it,” said she. ‘‘ He has a right to pay the 
dowry, which I shall take with me to some convent.’ 

Putting the letter in her bosom, she took her son’s 
arm, and with a firmer step than she even herself ex- 
pected, she went downstairs. 


GHAPTERwXCIb 
THE SUICIDE. 


MEANWHILE Monte-Cristo had also returned to town 
with Emmanuel and Maximilian. Their return was 
cheerful. Emmanuel did not conceal his joy at having 
seen peace succeed to war, and acknowledged aloud his 
philanthropic tastes. Morrel, in a corner of the car- 
riage, allowed his brother-in-law’s gaiety to expend 
itself in words, while he felt equal inward joy, which, 
however, betrayed itself only by his look. At the 
Barriére du Tréne they met Bertuccio, who was waiting 
there, motionless as a sentinel at his post. Monte-Cristo 
put his head out of the window, exchanged a few words 
| with him in a low tone, and the steward disappeared. 


518 THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO. 


““M. le Comte,” said’ Emmanuel, when they were at 
the end of the Place Royale, “ put me down at my door, 
that my wife may not have a single moment of needless 
anxiety on my account'or yours.’ 

“Tf it were not ridiculous to make a display of our 
triumph, I would invite the count to our house; be- 
sides that, he doubtless has some trembling heart to 
comfort. So we will take leave of our friend; and let 
him hasten home.’ 

“Stop a moment,” said Monte-Cristo; ‘‘do not let 
me lose both my companions. Return, Emmanuel, to 
your charming wife, and present my best compliments 
to her, and do you, Morrel, accompany me to the Champs- 
Elysées.”” 

“ Willingly,” said Maximilian ; por Peat as | 
have business in that quarter.” 

“Shall we. wait» breakfast. for you ?” asked Em. 
manuel. 

“No,” replied the young man. 

The door was closed; and the carriage proceeded. 

“ See what good fortune I brought you !” said Morrel, 


when he was alone with the count. ‘‘ Have you not 
thought so ?” 
“Yes,” said Monte-Cristo ; “‘ for that reason I wished 


to keep you near me.”’ 


“It is miraculous!’ continued Morrel, answering his 
own thoughts. 

“What 2?’ said: Monte-Cristo. 

‘What has just happened.” 


““Yes,” said»the count; “ you are\right—it is mir- 
aculous.”’ 

“ For Albert is brave,’ resuméd Morrel. 

“ Very brave!” said Monte-Cristo ; ‘‘ I have seen Biwi 


sleep with a sword suspended over his head.” 

“And I know he has fought two duels,’’ said Morrel. 
“How can you reconcile that with his’ conduct. this 
morning ?’?) 


“All owing to your influence,” replied Monte-Cristo, 
smiling: 
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“It is well for Albert he jis, not. in the army,” said 
Morrel. . 

ni Why > ” 

‘An apology on the ground! ’’ said the- young cap- 
tain, shaking his head. 
ey Come,” said the count mildly,.‘‘do not ‘entertain 
the prejudices of ordinary men, Morrel! Acknowledge, 
if, Albert is brave, he cannot be a coward ; he must then 
have had some reason for acting as he did this morning, 
and confess that his conduct is more heroic than other- 
wise.’ 
_,;‘ Doubtless, doubtless,” said, Morrel; “but I shall 
say like the Spaniard, ‘ He has not been so brave to-day 
as he was yesterday.’ ”’ 

“ You will breakfast with me, will you not, Morrel 2)” 
said the count, to turn the conversation, 

“No; I must leave you at ten o’clock.” 

“ Your engagement was for breakfast, then?” said 
the count. 

, Morrel smiled, and shook his head, 

“ Still you must breakfast somewhere.” 

“ But if Iam not hungry ? ” said the young man. 

“Oh!” said the count, “I only. know two things 
which destroy the appetite—gnef (and as I am) happy 
to see you very cheerful, it is not that),and love. , Now, 
after what you told me this morning of your heart; I 
may believe Y 

“ Well, count,” replied Morrel gaily, “1, will. not 
dispute it.” 

“But you will not make me your confidant, Maxi- 
milian ?’’ said the count, in a tone which showed how 
gladly he would have been admitted to the secret, 

‘IT showed you this morning I had a heart, did I not, 
count 2?” 

Monte-Cristo only answered by extending his hand to 
the young man. 

“Well,” continued the latter, “since that heart. is 
10 longer with you in the Bois de ‘Vansonee it is else- 
iwhere, and I must go and find it,” 
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‘Go,’ said the count deliberately; “ go, dear friend— 
but promise me, if you meet with any obstacle, to re- 
member that I have some power in this world; that I 
am happy to use that power in the behalf of those I 
love; and that I love you, Morrel.” 

“7 will remember it,” said the young man, “as selfish 
children recollect their parents when they want their 
aid. When I need your assistance—and the moment 
may come—I will come to you, count.” 

“Well, I rely upon your promise. Farewell. Adieu, 
till we meet again.” 

They had arrived in ‘the Champs-Elysées. Monte- 
Cristo opened the carriage-door; Morrel sprang out on 
the pavement. Bertuccio was waiting on the steps. 
Morrel disappeared through the avenue of Marigny, and 
Monte-Cristo hastened to join Bertuccio. 

“Well ?” asked’he. 

‘““ She is going to leave her house,” said the steward. 

““ And her son ?”’ 

“Florentin, his valet, thinks he is going to do the 
same.” 

“Come this way.” 

Monte-Cristo took Bertuccio into his cabinet, wrote 
the letter we have seen, and gave it to the steward. 

“Go,” said he quickly. ‘‘ A propos, let Haydée be 
informed I am returned.” 

“Here I am,” said the young girl, who, at the sound 
of the carriage, had run downstairs, and whose face was 
radiant with joy at seeing the count return safely. 

Bertuccio left. 

Every transport of a daughter finding a father, all 
the delight of a mistress seeing an adored lover, were 
felt by Haydée during the first moments of this meeting, 
which she had so eagerly expected. Doubtless, al- 
though less evident, Monte-Cristo’s joy was not less 
intense. Joy to hearts which have suffered long is like 
the dew on the ground after a long drought ; both the 
heart and the ground absorb that beneficent moisture 
falling on them, and nothing is outwardly apparent. 
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Monte-Cristo was, beginning to think what he had not 
for a. long time dared to believe—that there were two 
Mercédés, in the world, and he might yet be happy. 
His eye, elate with happiness, was reading eagerly the 
moistened, gaze of Haydée, when suddenly the door 
opened, The count knit his brow. 

‘““M. de Morcerf!”’ said Baptistin, as if that name 
sufficed for his excuse, 

In fact, the count’s face brightened, 

“ Which 2?” asked he; “‘ the viscount or the count 2?” 

“The count.” 

““Oht” exclaimed, Haydée, “is it not yet over ?” 

“I know not if it is finished, my beloved child,” said 
Monte-Cristo, taking the young girl’s hands: “but I do 
know you have nothing more to fear.” 

“ But it is the wretched ts 

“ That man cannot injure me, Haydée,” said Monte- 
Cristo; “it was his son alone there was cause to fear.” 

“And what I have suffered,” said the young girl, 
“you shall never know, my lord.” 

Monte-Cristo smiled. 

“By my father’s tomb!” said he, extending his 
hand over the head of, the young girl, ‘‘ 1 swear to you, 
Haydée, that if any misfortune happens, it will not be 
to, me.” 

“T believe you, my lord, as implicitly as if God had 
spoken to me,’) said the young girl, presenting her fore- 
head to him. 

Monte-Cristo pressed on that pure, beautiful forehead 
a kiss, which made two hearts throb at once, the one 
violently, the other secretly. 
“Oh,” murmured the ceunt, “shall I, then, be permitted 
to love again ?-Ask M. de Morcerf into the drawing- 
room,” said he to, Baptistin, while he led the beautitu: 
Greek girl to a private staircase. 

We must explain this visit, which, although Monte- 
Cristo expected, is unexpected to our readers. od 

While Mercédés, as we have said, was making a similar 
inventory of her property to Albert’s, while she was 
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arranging her jewels, shutting her drawers, collecting her 
keys, to leave everything in perfect order, she did not 
perceive a pale and sinister face at a glass door which 
threw light into the passage, from which everything could 
be both seen and heard. He who was thus looking, 
without being heard or seen, probably heard and saw 
all that passed in Madame de Morcertf’s apartments. 

From that glass door the pale-faced man ‘went to the 
count’s bedroom, and raised, with a contracted hand, 
the curtain of a window overlooking the courtyard. He 
remained there ten minutes, motionless and dumb, 
listening to the ‘beating of his own heart. For him 
those ten minutes were’ very long. 

It was then Albert, returned from his rendezvous, 
perceived his father watching for his arrival behind a 
curtain, and turned aside. The count’s eye expanded ; 
he knew Albert had insulted the count dreadfully, and 
that, in every country in the world; such an insult would 
lead to a deadly duel. Albert returned safely—then the 
count was revenged. 

An indescribable ray of joy illumined ‘that wretched 
countenance, like the last ray ‘of the sun before it dis- 
appears behind a mass of clouds which appear more 
like its tomb than its couch. 

But, as we have said, he waited in vain for his son 
to come to his apartment with the account of his triumph. 
He easily understood why his son did not come to see 
him before he went to avenge his father’s honour; but 
when that was done, why did not his son come and 
throw himself in his arms ? 

It was then, when the count could not see Albert, he 
sent for his servant, who he knew was authorized not 
to conceal anything from him. Ten minutes afterwards, 
the General Morcerf was seen on the steps in a black 
coat with a military collar, black pantaloons, and black 
gloves. He had apparently given previous orders, for. 
as he reached the bottom step, his carriage came from 
the coach-house ready for him, The valet threw intc 
the carriage his military cloak, in which two’ sword: 
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were wrapped, and, shutting the door, he took his seat 
by the side of the coachman. 

The coachman stooped down for his orders. 

“To the Champs-Elysées,” said the general; ‘‘ the 
Count of Monte-Cristo’s. Quickly !”’ 

The horses bounded’ beneath ‘the whip, and in five 
minutes they stopped before the count’s door. M. de 
Morcerf opened the door himself, and, as the carriage 
rolied away, he passed up the walk, rang, and entered 
the open door with his servant. 

A moment afterwards, Baptistin announced © the 
Count de Morcerf to M. de Monte-Cristo; and: the 
latter, leading Haydée aside, ordered the Count de Mor- 
ceri. to be asked into the drawing-room. The general 
was pacing the room the third time, when, in turning, 
he perceived, Monte-Cristo at the door. 

“Eh! it is M. de Morcerf,” said Monte-Cristo quietly ; 
“I thought I had heard wrong.” 

“Yes, it is I,” said the count, whom a frightful con- 
traction of the lips prevented from articulating freely. 

‘““ May I know the cause which procures me the pleasure 
of seeing M. de Morcerf so early ? ”’ 

“ Had you nota meeting with my son this morning ?”’ 
asked the general. 

“Thad,” replied the count. 

“And I know my son had good reasons to wish to 
fight with you, and to endeavour to kill you.” 

“Yes, sir; he had very good ones; but you see, in 
spite of them, he has not killed me, and did not even 
fight.” 

Be Yet he considered you the cause of his father’s 
dishonour, the cause of the fearful ruin which has fallen 
on my house.” 

“Truly, sir,” said Monte-Cristo, with his dreadful 
calmness, ‘‘ a secondary cause, but not the principal.” 

“Doubtless you made, then, some apology or ex- 
planation ?”’ } 

“JT explained nothing, and it is he who apologized 
ito me.” 
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‘But to what do you attribute this conduct ?” 

“To the conviction, probably, that there was one 
more guilty than me.” 

‘“‘ And who was that ?”’ 

tis father. * 

‘That may be,” said the count, turning pale; “ but, 
you. know, the guilty do not like to find themselves 
convicted.” 

‘“‘T know it. And I expected this result.’ 

“You expected my son would be a coward!” cried 
the count: : 

““M. Albert de Morcerf is no coward!” said Monte- 
Cristo. 

“A man who holds a sword in his hand, and sees a 
mortal enemy within teach of that sword, and does not 
fight, is a coward !.. Why is he‘not' here, that I may tell 
him. so >”? 

“Sir,” replied Monte-Cristo coldly, ‘‘ I did not expect 
you had come here to relate to me your little family 
affairs. Go and tell M. Albert that, and he may know 
what to answer you.”’ 

“Oh no, no!” said the general, smiling faintly, “TI 
did not come for that purpose—you are right! I came 
to tell you that I also look upon you as my enemy! I 
came to tell you I hate you instinctively! That it 
seems as if I had always known you, and always hated 
you ; and, in short, since the young people of the present 
day will not fight, it remains for us to do it: Do you 
think so, sir ?”’ 

“Certainly. And when I told you I had foreseen the 
result, it is the honour of your visit I alluded to.” 

“So much the better. Are-you prepared ?” 

AMS as 

“You know that we shalh fight till one of us is 
dead!” said the general, whose teeth were clenched with 
rage. 

_ Until one of us dies,”” repeated Monte-Cristo, moving 
his head shghtly up and down. 

“Let us start, then; we need no witnesses.”’ 
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“ Truly,” said Monte-Cristo, ““it is unnecessary ; we 
know each other so well!” 

“On the contrary,” said the count, “‘ we know so 
little of each other.”’ 

“ Indeed !’”’. said Monte-Cristo, with the same in- 
domitable coolness; “let us see. Are you not the soldier 
Fernand, who deserted on the eve of the battle of Water- 
loo ? Are you not the Lieutenant Fernand who served 
as guide and spy to the French army in Spain? Are 
you not the Captain. Fernand who betrayed, sold, and 
murdered his benefactor, Ali? And have not all these 
Fernands, united, made the Lieutenant-General Count 
de Morcerf, peer of France ?”’ 

“Oh!” cried the general, as if branded with a hot 
iron, “ wretch! to reproach’ me with my. shame when 
about, perhaps, to kill me! No; I did not say I was 
a stranger to you. 1 know well, demon, that you have 
penetrated into the darkness of the past, and that you 
have read, by the light of what flambeau I) know not, 
every page of my life: but perhaps I. may be more 
honourable in my shame than you under your pompous 
coverings. No—no; ] am aware you know me; but I 
know you not, adventurer, sewn up in gold and jewellery. 
You have called yourself, at Paris, the Count-of Monte- 
Cristo; in Italy, Sinbad the Sailor ;. in Malta, I forget 
what. But it.is your real name 1 want to know, in the 
midst of your hundred names, that 1 may pronounce it 
-when.we meet to fight, at the moment when I plunge my 
sword through your heart.” 

The Count of Monte-Cristo turned dreadfully pale; his 
eye seemed to burn with a devouring fire. He bounded 
towards a dressing-room near his bedroom, and; in less 
‘than a moment, tearing off his cravat, his coat, and 
waistcoat, he put ona sailor’s jacket,,and jhat, from 
beneath which rolled his long black hair, He returned 
thus, formidable and implacable, advancing with his 
arms crossed, on, his breast, towards) the general, who 
could not understand, why he had disappeared ; . but 
who, on seeing him again, and feeling his teeth chatter 
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and his legs sink under’ him, drew back, and only 
stopped when he found a table to support his clenched 
hand, 

“Fernand,” cried he, “ of my hundred names I need 
only tell you one to overwhelm you! But you guess it 
now, do you not ?—or, rather, you remember it ? For, 
notwithstanding all my sorrows and my tortures, I 
show you to-day a face which the happiness of revenge 
makes young again—a face you must often have seen 
in your dreams since your marriage with Mercédés, my 
betrothed !” 

The general, with his head thrown back, hands ex- 
tended, gaze fixed, looked silently at this dreadful 
apparition; then seeking the wall to support him, he 
glided along close to it until he reached the door, through 
which he went out backwards, uttering this single, 
mournful, lamentable, distressing cry,— 

“Edmond Dantés !” 

Then, with sighs which were unlike any human sound, 
he dragged himself to the door, reeled across the court- 
yard, and, falling into the arms of his valet, he said, in 
a voice scarcely intelligible, — 

“Home ! home!” 

The fresh air, and the shame he felt at having exposed 
himself before his servants, partially recalled his senses ; 
but the ride was short, and as he drew near his house 
all his wretchedness revived. He stopped at a short 
distance from the house and alighted. The door of the 
hétel was wide open, a hackney-coach was standing in 
the middle of the yard—a strange sight before so noble 
a mansion; the count looked at’ it with terror, but, 
without daring to ask, he rushed towards his apart- 
ment. Two persons were coming down the stairs ;) he 
had only time to creep into a cabinet to avoid them. It 
was Mercédés leaning on her son’s arm, and leaving the 
hétel. They passed close by the unhappy being, who, 
concealed behind the damask door, almost felt Mercédés’s 
dress brush past him, and his son’s warm breath pro- 
nouncing these words,— 
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“ Courage, my mother! ‘Come, this is no longer our 
home! ” 
- The words died away, the steps were lost in the dis- 
tance. The general drew himself up, clinging to the 
door; he uttered the most dreadful sob which ever 
escaped from the bosom of a father abandoned at the 
same time by his wife and son. He,soon heard the 
clatter of the iron step of the hackney-coach, then the 
coachman’s voice, and then the rolling of ‘the heavy 
vehicle shook the windows. He darted to his bedroom 
to see once more all he had loved in the world ;, but the 
hackney-coach drove on without the head of either 
Mercédés or her son appearing at the window to take a 
last look at the house or the deserted father or husband. 
And at the very moment when the wheels of that coach 
crossed the gateway a report was heard, and a thick 
smoke escaped through one of the panes of the window, 
which was broken by the explosion. 


CHAPTER XCIII. 
VALENTINE. 


WE may easily conceive where Morrel’s appointment was. 
On leaving Monte-Cristo he walked slowly towards Ville- 
fort’s ; we say slowly, for Morrel had more than half an 
hour to spare to go five hundred steps, but he had has- 
tened to take leave of Monte-Cristo because he wished 
to be alone with his thoughts. He knew his time well— 
the hour when Valentine was giving Noirtier his break- 
fast, and was sure not to be disturbed in the performance 
of this pious duty. .Noirtier and Valentine had given 
him leave to go twice a week, and he was now availing 
himself of that permission. 

He arrived. Valentine was expecting him. Uneasy 
and almost wandering, she seized his hand and led him 
to her grandfather. This uneasiness, amounting almost 
to wildness, arose from the report Morcerf’s adventure 
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had madé in the world+ the affair of the opera was 
generally known. No one at Villefort’s doubted that a 
duel would ensue from it. Valentine, with her womdn’s 
instinct, guessed that Morrel would be Monte-Cristo’s wit+ 
ness, and from the young man’s well-known courage and 
his great affection for the count, she feared he would not 
content himself with the passive part assigned to him. 

We may easily understand how eagerly the particulars 
were asked for, given, and received; and Morrel could 
read an imdescribable joy in the eyes of his beloved, 
when she knew that the termination of this affair was as 
happy as it was unexpected. 

“Now,” said Valentine, motioning to Morrel to sit 
down near her grandfather, while she took her seat on 
his footstook—“ now let us talk about our own affairs. 
You know, Maximilian, grandpapa once thought of 
leaving this house, and taking an apartment away from 
M. de Villefort’s.”’ 

‘“Yes,”’ said Maximilian, “I recollect this project, of 
which I highly approved.” 

“Well,” said Valentine, “you may approve again, 
for grandpapa is again thinking of it.” 

“ Bravo !’”’ said Maximilian, 

“And do you know,” said Valentine, ‘“‘ what reason 
grandpapa gives for leaving this house? ”’ i 

Noirtier looked at Valentine to impose silence, but 
she did not notice him); her looks, her eyes, her smile, 
were all for Morrel. 

“Oh, whatever may be M. Noirtier’s reason,” answered 
Morrel, “I will readily believe it to be a good one.” 

“An excellent one!” said Valentine. ‘He pretends 
the air of the Faubourg St. Honoré is ‘not good for me.’ 

“Indeed !”’ said Morrel ;» ‘in that M. Noirtier may 
be right ; your health has not appeared good the last 
fortnight.” ) 

“Not very,’ said Valentine.) ‘And grandpapa’ is 
becoming my physician; and I have the:greatest ¢con- 
fidence im him, because he knows éverything.” 

“ Do you, then, really suffer ? ” asked Morrel quickly. 
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“Oh, it must not be calléd suffering ; I feel a general 
uneasiness, that is all. I have lost my appetite, and 
my stomach feels to be struggling to become accustomed 
to something.” 

Noirtier did not lose a word of what: Valentine said. 

‘And what treatment do you adopt for this singular 
complaint ?”’ 

“ ACvery simple one,” said Valentine. “I swallow 
every morning a spoonful of the mixture prepared for my 
grandfather. When I say) one spoonful, I began by one 
—now I take four. Grandpapa says it is a panacea.’’ 

Valentine smiled, but it was evident she suffered, 

Maximilian, in his devotedness, gazed) silently at: her. 
She was very beautiful, but her usual paleness had in- 
creased; her eyes were more brilliant than ever, and 
her hands, which were generally white like mother-of- 
pearl, now more. resembled wax, to which time was 
adding a yellowish hue. From Valentine the young 
man looked towards Noirtier.. The latter watched with 
strange and deep interest the young girl, absorbed by 
her affection ; and he also, like Morrel, following those 

traces of inward suffering which were so little perceptible 
to a common observer, they escaped the notice of every 
one but the grandfather and the lover, 

‘But,’ said Morrel, “ I thought this mixture, of which 
you now take four spoonfuls, was prepared for M. Noir- 
ter 3? K 
-24°T know it» is :very bitter,’ said» Valentine — “‘ so 

bitter, that all I drink afterwards appears to have: the 
same taste.’ 

Noirtier looked inquiringly,at his granddaughter. 

“Yes, grandpapa,’ said Valentine, “it is so... Just 
now, before I came down to you, J drank a glass of eau 
sucrée ; 1 left half, because it seemed so-bitter,”’ 

Noirtier turned pale, and made a sigm that he wished 
to speak. Valentine rose to fetch the dictionary. Noir- 
ier watched her with evident anguish. In fact the blood 

as rushing to the young girl’s head already, her cheeks 

ere becoming red...) 
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“Oh,” cried she; without losing any of her cheerful- 
ness, ‘‘ this is singular! A‘dimness! Did the sun shine 
in my eyes?” And she leaned against the window. ~ 

‘“The sun is not shining,’ said Morrel, more alarmed 
by Noirtier’s expression than by Valentine’s indisposi- 
tion. ” 

He ran towards her. The young girl smiled. ' 

‘‘Comfort yourself!” said she to Noirtier. “Do not 
be alarmed, Maximilian; “it is nothing, and has already 
passed away; but listen! Do I-not hear a carriage in 
the courtyard ?”” She opened Noirtier’s door, ran to a 
window in the passage, and returned hastily.’ “ Yes,” 
said she,'\‘‘ it is Madame Danglars and her daughter, who 
are come to call on‘us. Good-bye; I must run away, 
for they would send here for me ; or rather, farewell till 
I see you again. Stay with grandpapa, Maximilian ;° I 
promise ‘you not to persuade them to stay.) 9» 

Morrel watched her as she left the room; he heard 
her ascend ‘the little staircase which led both to Madame 
de Villefort’s apartments and to hers. As soon as she 
was gone Noirtier made a sign to Morrel to take the dic: 
tionary. -Morrel obeyed; guided by Valentine, he had 
learned how to understand the old man quickly. Ac- 
customed, however, as he was, and having to repeat most 
of the letters of the alphabet, and to find every word in 
the dictionary, it was ten. minutes before the thought 
of the old man was translated by these words, ‘‘ Fetch 
the glass of water and the decanter from Valentine’s 
room.” 

Morrel rang immediately for the servant who had 
taken Barrois’s situation, and in 'Noirtier’s name gave 
that order. The servant soon returned. The decanter 
and the glass were completely empty. Noirtier made a 
sign that he wished to speak. 

‘“ Why are the'glass and decanter empty ?”’ asked he. 
“Valentine said she only drank half the glassful.” 

The translation of this new question occupied another 
five minutes. ; 

“T do not know,” said the servant. ‘“‘ But the house- 
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maid is in Mademoiselle Valentine’s room; perhaps she 
has emptied them.’ 

‘Ask her,” said Morrel, icktistatiahy Noirtier’s thought 
this time by his look. 

ie servant went out, but returned Ae immedi- 
ately 

‘* Mademoiselle’ Valentine’ passed through the room 
to go to Madame de Villefort’s,” said he, ‘“‘ and in pass- 
ing, as she was thirsty, she drank what remained in the 
glass ; as for the decanter, M. Edward had emptied that 
to make a pond for his ducks.” 

Noirtier raised his eyes to heaven as a gambler does 
who stakes his all on one stroke. From that moment 
the old man’s eyes were fixed on ‘the door, and did not 
quit it. 

It was indeed Madame Danglars and: her daughter 
whom Valentine had:seen ;» they had been ushered into 
Madame ide Villefort’s room, who had said she would 
receive’ them there. That'is why Valentine passed 
through her room, which was.on a level with Vaientine’s, 
and only’ separated from it by Edward’s. 

The two ladies entered the drawing-room with that sort 
of official stifiness which announced a communication. 
Between worldly people a shadow is soon caught. Ma- 
dame de Villefort received them with equal solemnity. 
Valentine entered at this: moment, and the formalities 
were resumed. 

‘“My dear friend,’ said ithe countess, while the two 
young people were shaking hands, “1 and Eugénie are 
come to be the first to announce to you the approaching 
marriage of my daughter with Prince Cavalcanti.” 

Danglars kept up the title of prince. The popular 
banker found it answered better than count. 

‘‘ Allow me to offer you my sincere congratulations,” 
replied Madame de Villefort. “ M. le Prince Cavalcanti 
appears a young man ofrare qualities.” 

“Listen,” said the countess, smiling ;\°“ speaking to 
you as a friend, I would’ say the prince vanes not yet 
appear all he will be. He has about him a little’ of 
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that foreign manner by which French persons recognize 
at first sight the Italian or German nobleman. | Besides, 
he gives evidence of great: kindness of! disposition, much. 
keenness of wit, and, as to suitableness, M. Danglars: 
assures me his fortune is majestic—that.is his term.” 

“And then,” said Eugénie, while turning over the 
leaves of Madame de Villefort’s album, “add that you) 
have taken a great fancy to the young man.” 

“ And,” said Madame de Villefort, “I need not ask 
you if you share that fancy.’” 

“T>” replied Eugénie, with her usual candour.. “ Oh, 
not the least in the world, madame! My wish was not 
to confine myself to domestic cares or the caprices, of 
any man, but to be an artist, and, consequently, free in. 
heart, in person, and in thought.”’ 

Eugénie pronounced these words with so firm a tone 
that the colour mounted to Valentine’s cheeks.. The 
timid girl could not understand that vigorous nature 
which appeared to have none of the timidities of woman, 

“At any rate,’ said she, “ since| 1 am to be married 
whether I will or not, 1 ought to be thankful to Provi- 
dence for having released me from my engagement with 
M. Albert de Morcerf, or E'should this day have been the 
wife of a dishonoured man.’ A 

“It is true,” said the countess, with that strange 
simplicity sometimes met with among fashionable ladies 
and of which plebeian intercourse can never entirely 
deprive them—‘‘it is very true that had not the Morcerfs 
hesitated, my daughter: would have married that M: 
Albert. The general depended, much. on it; he even 
came to force M. Danglars: We have had a narrow 
escape.’ 

“ But,” said Valentine timidly, ‘‘ does all the father’s 
shame revert wpon the son? M. Albert appears te me 
quite mnocent of the treason charged against the general.” 

“Excuse me,’’ said the implacable young girl.» “ M. 
Albert claims and well deserves hisi share. It appears 
that after having challenged M. de Monte-Cristo at the 
opera yesterday, he apologized on the ground to-day.” 
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“Impossible!” said Madame de Villefort. 

‘Ah, my dear friend,’ said Madame Danglars, with 
the same: simphcity we before noticed; “it isa fact? 
I heard it from M. Debray, who was present at the 
explanation.” 

Valentine also knew the truth; but she did not answer. 
A single word had: remimded her that Morrel ‘was ex: 
pecting her in M. Neirtier’s room. Deeply engaged 
witha sort of inward contemplation; Valentine had ceased 
for a moment to join m the conversation.. She would, 
indeed, have found it impossible to repeat what had 
been said the last few mmutes, when suddenly Madame 
Danglars’s hand, pressed on s\her arm, aroused her. from 
her lethargy. 

“Whats it?” said«she, starting at Madame Dan- 
glars’s touch as she ‘would have done from an electric 
shock. 

“Tt is, my dear Valentine,’ said the baroness, “‘ that 
you are, doubtless, suffering.” 

“1?” said the young girl, passing her hand across her 
burning forehead. 

“Yes ; look at yourselfin-that glass--you have ‘turned 
pale and red successively three or four times in one 
minute.”’ 

“Indeed,” cried Eugénie, “‘ you'are very pale.” 

“Oh, do not be alarmed. Ihave been so: for some 
days.” 1 

Artless as she was, the young girl knew this was an 
opportunity to leave; besides, Madame de Villefort 
came to her assistance. J 

“ Retire, Valentine;’: said | she; ““ you are’ really 
suffering, amd: these Jadies will excuse’ you. | Drink a 
glass of pure water ; it will vestore you.’ 

Valentine kissed Bugénie, bowed to Madame Dan- 
glars, who had already risen to take her leave, and 
went out. 

‘That poor child)’ said Madame de Villefort when 
Valentine was gone, “she makes me very uneasy, and I 
should not be astonished if she had some serious illness.” 
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Meanwhile, Valentine, in a sort of excitement which 
she could not quite’ understand, had crossed Edward’s 
room without noticing some trick of the ‘child’s, and 
through her own had reached the little staircase. She 
was at the bottom, excepting three steps; she already 
heard Morrel’s voice; when suddenly a cloud passed 
over her ‘eyes, her stiffened’ foot missed the step, her 
hands had no power to hold the baluster, and, falling 
against the wall, she rolled down these three steps rather 
than walked. Morrel bounded to the door, opened it, 
and found Valentine extended on the floor. Rapid as 
lightning he raised her in his arms and placed her ina 
chair. Valentine opened her eyes. 

“Oh, what a clumsy thing I am!” said she, with 
feverish volubility. ““L no longer know my way. I 
forgot there were three more steps before the landing.”’ 

“ You have hurt yourself, perhaps,” said Morrel. ‘‘ What 
can I do for you, Valentine ?” 

Valentine looked round her; she saw the deepest 
terror depicted in Noirtier’s eyes. 

“Comfort yourself, dear grandpapa,’”’ said she, en- 
deavouring to smile; ‘it is nothing—it is nothing. I 
was giddy—that is all.” 

“Another giddiness!” said Morrel, clasping’ his 
hands. “Oh, attend to it, Valentine, I entreat you !”’ 

“ But no,” said Valentine—‘‘ no, I tell you it is all 
past, and it was nothing. Now, let me tell you some 
news. Eugénie is to be married in a week, and in three 
days there is'to be a grand feast, a sort of betrothing 
festival. We are all invited—my father, Madame de 
Villefort, and I—at least I understood it so.” 

“When will it, then, be our turn to think of these 
things ? Oh, Valentine, you, who have so) much: in- 
pushes over your grandpapa, try to make him answer— 

oon, 

“And do you,” said Valentine, “depend on me to 
stimulate the tardiness and arouse the memory of grand- 
papa?” 

“ Yes,” cried Morrel; ‘‘ be quick! So long as yow are 
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not mine, Valentine; I shall always think’ I may lose 
you.” 1 . 

“ Oh,” replied. Valentine); with’ a convulsive move- 
ment—“ oh! indeed, | Maximilian, you are too timid 
for an officer, for a soldier:who, they say, never’ knows 
fear. Ah! ah! ahily’ 

She burst into a forced and: melancholy laugh, her 
arms stiffened and twisted, her’ head fell’ back on ‘her 
chair, and she remained motionless. The cry of terror 
which was stopped on: Noirtier’s lips, seemed ‘to start 
from his eyes.. Morrel understood it ;she knew he must | 
call assistance. The young man rang the bell violently. 
The housemaid, who had been in Mademoiselle Valén- 
tine’s room, and the servant: who had replaced’ Barrois 
ran in at the same moment: Valentine was so pale, so 
cold, so inanimate, that, without. listening to what was 
said to them, they were seized with the fear which per- 
vaded that house, and they flew into the passage crying 
for help. Madame Danglars and Eugénie were going out 
at that moment; they heard the cause of the disturbance. 

“T told you so!” cried) Madame de Villefort. ‘‘ Poor 
child !” ) 


CHAPTER XCIV. 
THE CONFESSION. 


AT the same moment. M. de Villefort’s voice was heard 
calling from his cabinet, ‘“ What is the matter ?’’ Mor- 
rel consulted Noirtier’s look, who had recovered his 
self-command, and’ with a glance indicated the closet 
where once before; under somewhat similar circum- 
stances, he had taken refuge. He had only time to 
get his hat and throw himself breathlessly into the 
closet ; the procureur’s footstep was heard in the pas- 
sage. Villefort sprang into the room, ran to Valentine, 
and took her in his arms. 
“A physician! a physician! M. d’Avrigny !”” cried 
| Villefort ; “or rather I will go for him myself.” 


: 
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He flew from the apartment, and Morrel, at the same 
moment, darted out at the other door: He had been 
struck to the heart: by a frightful récollection—the con- 
versation he had heard: between the doctor and Villefort 
the night of Madame! de: Saint-Méran’s death recurred to 
him; these symptoms, to a less alarming extent, -were 
the same which had preceded the death of Barrois. At 
the same time Monte-Cristo’s voice seemed to resound 
in his ear, who’ had said only two hours: before, “ What: 
ever you want, Morrel, come to’me; [Dhaye great power.” 
More rapidly than thought he datted down the Rue 
Matignon,, and thepine: to: the: bl des’ Champs- Ely- 
sées. 

Meanwhile M. de Villeforti avnived:i in a hired cabriolet 
at M. d’Avrigny’s: door.) He rang so violently that ‘the 
porter came alarmed.) Villefort ran upstams without 
saying a word. The porter knew him, and let him pass, 
only calling to him,— 

;" In his cabinet, M. le Bieler ‘du Roi—in his coe 
neta’) 
Villefort; sashied; or rather forced, the door open, | 

“Ah!” said the doctor, “is it you ?”’ ) 

“Yes,” said Villefort, closing the door after him, “it 
ist; who am come in my turn to ask you if we are quite 
alone. Doctor, my house is accursed,” 

“What!” said the latter, with apparent coolness, but 
with deep emotion, “have you another invalid ?” 

‘“ Yes, doctor,” ‘erted: Villefort, ‘seizing with a con: 
vulsive grasp a handful of hair—* yes.” 

D’Avrigny’s look implied, “I told you it would be so.’ 
Then, he slowly. uttered these words, ‘“.Who is now asin 
in, your house’? What new victim is going to accuse 
you of weakness: before God ?:”’ 

A mournful sob. burst from Villefort’s heart ; he 
approached the doctor, and seizing his arm,— 

“Valentine !’’: satd he ; > “itis Valentine’s tut | I 

“ Your daughter !” cried D’ Avtigny, with grief and 
surprise. 


‘“ You see. you: were deceived,” murmured the magis- 
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trate. “‘Come and see her, and on her bed of agony 
entreat her pardon for having suspected her.” 

‘“ Each time you have applied to me,’ said the doctor, 
“it has been too late; ‘still, I will go. But let us make 
haste, sir. With the enemies you have to do with there 
is no time to be lost.” 

“Oh, this time, doctor, you shall not have to re- 
proach me with weakness, This time I will know the 
assassin, and will pursue him.”’ 

“Let us try first to save the vietim before we think 
of revenging her,’ said D’Avrigny. “‘ Come.” 

The same cabriolet which had brought Villefort took 
them back at full speed, at the same moment when Morrel 
rapped at Monte-Cristo’s door. 

The count was in his cabinet, and was reading with 
an angry look something which Bertuccio had brought 
in haste. Hearing Morrel announced, who had left him 
only two hours before, the count raised his head. He, 
as well as the count, had evidently been much. tried 
during those two hours, for he had left him smiling, and 
returned with a disturbed air. The count rose, and 
sprang to meet him. 

“What is the matter, Maximilian ?.” asked he; “ you 
are pale, and the perspiration rolls from your forehead.”’ 

Morrel fell, rather than sat, down on a chair. 

“Yes,” said he, “I came quickly; I wanted to speak 
to, you.” 

“Ts all your family well ?”’ asked the count, with an 
affectionate benevolence, whose sincerity no one could 
for a moment doubt. 

“ Thank. you, count—thank you,’ said the young 
man, evidently embarrassed how to begin the conversa- 
tion; “‘ yes, every one in my family is well.” 

“So much the better; yet you: have something to 
tell me ?”’ replied the count with increased anxiety. 

“ Ves,” said, Morrel, ‘Sit is true’; Ivhave just left’a 
house, where death has just entered, to run to you.” 

“Are you, then, come from M. de Morcerf’s ?”’ asked 
Monte-Cristo. 


Il, 120 


538 THE COUNT OF !MONTE-CRISTO. 


“No,” said Morrel. ‘‘ Is some one dead in his house ?”’ 

‘The general has just blown his brains out,’ replied 
Monte-Cristo, with great coolness. 

“Oh, what.a dreadful event !’’ cried Maximilian. 

‘““Not for the countess nor for Albert,’ said Monte- 
Cristo. ‘‘A dead father or husband is better than a 
dishonoured one—blood washes out shame.” 

“Poor countess,” said Maximilian, “I pity her very 
much. She is so noble a woman.” 

“Pity Albert also, Maximilian; for, believe me, he 
is the worthy son of the countess. But let us return to 
yourseli—you have hastened to me. Can I have the 
happiness of being useful to you ?”’ 

“Yes, I need your help—that is, I thought, like a 
madman, you could lend me your assistance in a case 
where God alone can succour me.” 

“ Tell me what it is,’’ replied Monte-Cristo. 

“ Oh,” said Morrel, ‘I know not, indeed, if I may 
reveal this secret to mortal ears ; but fatality impels me, 
necessity constrains me, count——”’ 

Morrel hesitated. 

“Do you think I love you?” said Monte-Cristo, 
taking the young man’s hand affectionately in his. 

“ Oh, you encourage me; and something tells me 
there (placing his hand on his heart) that I ought to 
have no secret from you.” 

“You are right, Morrel ; God is speaking to your heart, 
and your heart speaks to you. Tell me what it says.” 

‘ Count, will you allow me to send Baptistin to inquire 
after some one you know ?” 

‘Iam at your service, and still more my servants.” 

“Oh, I cannot live if she is not better !”’ 

“ Shall I ring for Baptistin ?” 

‘No; LI will go and speak to him myself.” 

Morrel went out, called Baptistin, and whispered a 
few words to him. The valet ran directly. 

“ Well, have you sent ?”’ asked Monte-Cristo, seeing 
Morrel return. 

“Yes; and now I shall be more calm.” 
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_“ You know I am waiting,” said Monte-Cristo, smiling. 

“Yes, and I will tell:you. One evening I was in ia 
garden; a clump of trees concealed me; no one sus- 
pected I was there. Two persons passed near me— 
allow me to conceal their names for the present—-they 
were speaking in an undertone, and yet I was so inter- 
ested in what they said that I did not lose a single 
word.” 

“This is a gloomy introduction, if I may judge from 
your paleness and shuddering, Morrel.” 

“Oh yes, very gloomy, my friend! Some one had 
just died in the house to which that garden belonged. 
One of those persons whose conversation I overheard 
was the master of the house, the other, the physician. 
The former was confiding to the latter his grief and 
fear; for it was a second time within a month that 
death had entered suddenly and unexpectedly that house 
apparently destined to destruction by some exterminat- 
ing angel, as an object of God’s anger.” 

“Ah! ah!’ said Monte-Cristo, looking earnestly at 
the young man, and by an imperceptible movement 
turning his chair, so that he remained in the shade while 
the light fell full on Maximilian’s face. 

“ Yes,’ continued Morrel, ‘‘ death had entered that 
house twice within one month.” 

“And what did the doctor answer ?” asked Monte- 
Cristo. 

‘He replied—he replied, that the death was not a 
natural one, and must be attributed 8 

“ To what ?,”” 

“To poison !”’ 

“ Indeed !’”’ said Monte-Cristo, with a slight cough, 
which, in moments of extreme emotion, helped him to 
disguise a blush or his paleness, or the intense interest 
-with which he listened—‘‘ indeed, Maximilian, did you 
hear that ?” 

“Yes, my dear count, I heard it; and the doctor 
added, that if another death occurred in a similar way 
he must appeal to justice.” 
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Monte-Cristo listened, or appeared to do so, with the 
greatest calmness. : 

““ Well,” said Maximilian, ‘““ death came a third time, 
and neither the master of the house nor the doetor said 
a word. Death is now, perhaps, striking a fourth blow. 
Count, what am I bound to do, being in possession of 
this secret >” 

“My dear friend,’”’ said Monte-Cristo, ““ you appear to 
be relating an adventure which we all know by heart. I 
know the house where you heard it, or one very similar 
to it—a house with a garden, a master, a physician, and 
where there have been three unexpected and sudden 
deaths. Well, IT have not intercepted your confidence, 
and yet I know all that as well as you, and I have no 
conscientious scruples. No; it does not concern me. 
You say an exterminating angel appears to have devoted 
that house to God’s anger? Well, who says your sup- 
position is not reality? Do not notice things which 
those whose interest 1t is to see them pass over. If it is 
God’s justice, instead of His anger, which is walking 
through that house, Maximilian, turn away your face, 
and let His justice accomplish its purpose.” 

Morrel shuddered. There was something mournful, 
solemn, and terrible in the count’s manner. 

“ Besides,” continued he, in so changed a tone that 
no one would have supposed it was the same person 
speaking—" besides, who says that it will begin again ? ”’ 

“It has returned, count! ’’ exclaimed Morrel; ‘ that 
is why I hastened to you.” 

‘Well, what do you wish me to do? Do you wish me, 
for instance, to give information to the procureur du roi ?”’ 

Monte-Cristo uttered the last words’ with so much 
meaning, that Morrel, starting up, cried out,— 

‘“ You know of whom I speak, count, do you not?” 

‘ Perfectly well, my good friend, and I wil) prove it 
to you by putting the dots to the 7, or, rather, by naming 
the persons. You were walking one evening in M. de 
Villefort’s garden > from what you relate, I suppose it 
to have been the evening of Madame de Saint-Méran’s 
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death. You heard M. de Villefort talking to M. d’Ay- 
rigny about the death of M. de Saint-Méran, and that 
no less surprising of the countess. M. d’Avrigny said 
he believed they both proceeded from poison; and you, 
honest man, have ever since been asking your heart, and 
sounding your conscience, to know if you ought to 
expose or conceal this secret. Why do you torment them? 
‘Conscience, what hast thou to do with me ?”’ as Sterne 
said. My dear fellow, let them sleep'on, if they are 
asleep ; let them grow pale in their drowsiness, if they 
are disposed to do so; and pray do you remain in peace, 
who have no remorse to disturb you.’ 

Deep grief was depicted on Morrel’s features: Hie 
seized Monte-Cristo’s hand. 

“ But it is beginning again, I say ?”’ 

“ Well,” said the count, astonished at his perseverance, 
which he could not understand, and looking still more 
earnestly at Maximilian, “let it begin again. It is a 
family of Atrides. God has condemned them, and they 
mustsubmit to their punishment, They will all disappear 
like the fabrics children build with cards, and which 
fall, one by one, under the breath of their builder, even 
if there are two hundred of them. Three months since, 
it was M. de Saint-Méran ; Madame de Saint-Méran'two 
months since; the other day it was Barrois; to-day 
the old Noirtier or young Valentine.” 

“ You knew it ?”’ cried Morrel, in such a paroxysm of 
terror that Monte-Cristo started, he whom the falling 
heavens would have found unmoved. “ You knew it, 
and said nothing ?”’ 

“ And what is it tome?” replied Monte-Cristo, shrug- 
ging his shoulders. “ Do'I know those people ? and 
must I lose the one. to save the other? Faith, no, for 
between the culprit and the victim I have no choice.” 

“But I,” cried Morrel, groaning with sorrow 
love her!’ ¢ 

“ You love !—whom)?”’ cried’ Monte-Cristo, starting 
on his feet and seizing the two hands which Morrel was 
raising towards heaven. 


He 
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“T love most fondly—I love madly—I love as a man 
who would give his life-blood to spare her a tear—I love 
Valentine de Villefort, who is being murdered at this 
moment! Do you understand me? ! love her, and I 
ask God and you how I can save her!” 

Monte-Cristo uttered a cry, which those only can con- 
ceive who have heard the roar of a wounded lion. 

“Unhappy man!’ cried he, wringing his hands in 
his turn. ‘You love Valentine !—that daughter of an 
accursed race !”’ 

Never had Morrel witnessed such an expression— 
never had so terrible an eye flashed before his face— 
never had the genius of terror he had so often seen, 
either on the battlefield or in the murderous nights of 
Algeria, shaken around him more dreadful. fires. He 
drew back terrified. 

As for Monte-Cristo, after this ebullition he closed his 
eyes, as if dazzled by internal light. In a moment he 
restrained himself so powerfully that the tempestuous 
heaving of his breast subsided, as turbulent and foaming 
waves yield to the sun’s genial influence when the cloud 
has passed. This silence, self-control, and struggle 
lasted about twenty seconds; then the count raised his 
pallid face. 

“See,” said he, ““my dear friend, how God punishes 
the most thoughtless and unfeeling men for their in- 
difference, by presenting dreadful scenes to their view. 
I, who was looking on, an eager and curious spectator— 
I, who was watching the working of this mournful 
tragedy—I, who, like a wicked angel, was laughing at 
the evil men committed, protected by secrecy (a secret 
is easily kept by the rich and powerful), I am, in my 
turn, bitten by the serpent whose tortuous course I was 
watching, and bitten to the heart!” 

Morrel groaned. 

“ Come, come,” continued the count, ‘‘ complaints are 
unavailing. Be aman, be strong, be full of hope, for I 
am here, and will watch over you.” 

Morrel shook his head sorrowfully. 
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““T tell you to hope. Do you understand me ?”’ cried 
Monte-Cristo, ‘‘ Remember that I never utter a false- 
hood, and am never deceived. It is twelve o’clock, 
Maximilian. Thank Heaven that you came at noon 
rather than in the evening or to-morrow morning. 
Listen, Morrel!—it is noon; if’ Valentine is not now 
dead, she will not die.”’ 

“ How so,” cried Morrel, “ when I left her dying ?” 

Monte-Cristo pressed his hand to his forehead. What 
was passing in that brain, so loaded with dreadful secrets ? 
What does the angel of light, or the angel of darkness, 
say to that mind at once implacable and generous ? 
God only knows ! 

Monte-Cristo raised his head once more, and this time 
he was as calm as a child awaking from its sleep. 

‘“ Maximilian,” said he, ‘‘ return home. I command 
you not to stir—attempt nothing—not to let your coun- 
tenance betray a thought, and I will send you tidings. 
Go ! ”? 

“Oh, count, you overwhelm me with that coolness. 
Have you, then, power against death ? Are you super- 
human? Are you an angel ?” 

And the young man, who had never shrunk from 
danger, shrank before Monte-Cristo with indescribable 
terror. But Monte-Cristo looked at him with so melan- 
choly and sweet a smile that Maximilian felt the tears 
filling his eyes. 

“J can do much for you, my friend,” replied the count. 
‘Go! I must be alone.” 

Morrel, subdued by the extraordinary ascendency 
Monte-Cristo exercised over everything around him, did 
not endeavour to resist it. He pressed the count’s hand 
and left. He stopped one moment at the door for Bap- 
tistin, whom he saw in the Rue Matignon, and who wa 
running. 

Meanwhile, Villefort and D’Avrigny had made all pos- 
sible haste. Valentine had not revived from her faint- 
ing fit on their arrival, and the doctor examined the 
invalid with all the care the circumstances demanded, 
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and with an interest which the knowledge of the secret 
doubled. 

Villefort, closely watching his countenance and his lips, 
waited the result of the examination. WNoirtier, paler 
even than the young girl, more eager than even Ville- 
fort for the decision, was watching also intently and 
affectionately. At last D’Avrigny slowly uttered these 
words :— 

“She is still alive!” 

“Still ?”’ cried Villefort. ‘Oh, doctor, what a dread- 
ful word is that!” 

‘“Yes,’”’ said the physician, ‘I repeat it. She is still 
alive, and I am astonished at it.” 

‘“ But is she safe ?”? asked the father. 

‘Yes, since she lives.’ 

At that moment D’Avrigny’s glance met Norrtier’s 
eye. It glistened with such extraordinary joy, so rich 
and full of thought, that the physician was struck. He 
placed the young girl again on the chair—her lips were 
scarcely discernible, they were so: pale and white, as well 
as her whole face—and remained motionless, looking at 
Noirtier, who appeared to anticipate and commend. all. 
he did. 

“Sir,” said D’Avrigny to Villefort, “ call Mademoiselle 
Valentine’s maid, if you please.” 

Villefort went himself to find her, and D’Avrigny 
approached Noirtier. 

‘‘ Have you something to tell me ?.” asked he. 

The old man winked his eye expressively, which we 
may remember was his only way of expressing his ap- 
proval. 

“Privately ?.” 

“Yes,” said Noirtier, 

“Well, I will remain with you.” 

At this moment Villefort returned, followed by the 
lady’s-maid, and after her came Madame de Villefort. 

“What is the matter, then, with this dear child ? 
She has just left me, and she complained of feeling un- 
well, but I did not think seriously of it.” 
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The young woman, with tears in her eyes and every 
mark of affection of a true mother, approached Valen- 
tine and took her hand. 

D’Avrigny continued to look at Noirtier. He saw the 
eyes of the old man dilate and become round, his cheeks 
turn pale and tremble; the perspiration stood in drops 
upon his forehead. 


“Ah!” said he involuntarily, following Noirtier’s 
eyes, which were fixed on Madame de Villefort, who 
repeated,— 


“This poor child would be better in bed. Come, 
Fanny, we will put her in.” 

M. d’Avrigny, who saw that would be a means of his 
remaining alone with Noirtier, expressed his opinion that 
it was the best thing that could be done, but he forbade 
anything being given to her besides what he ordered. 

They carried Valentine ‘away. She had ‘revived, but 
could scarcely move or speak, so shaken was her frame 
by the attack. She had, however, just power to give 
her grandfather one parting look, who, in losing her, 
seemed to be resigning his soul. D’Avrigny followed 
the invalid, wrote a prescription, ordered Villefort to 
take a cabriolet, go in person to a chemist’s to get the 
prescribed medicine, bring it himself, and wait for him 
in his daughter’s room. Then, having renewed his in- 
junction not to give Valentine anything, he went down 
again to Noirtier, shut the doors carefully, and after 
convincing himself no one was listening,— 

“Do you,” said he, ‘know anything of this young 
lady’s illness ? ” 

“Yes,” said the old man. 

“We have no time to lose. I will question, and do 
you answer me.” . 

Noirtier made a sign that he was ready to answer. 

“Did you anticipate the accident which has happened 
to your grand-daughter ?”’ 

aces” 

D’Avrigny reflected a moment, then approaching 
Noirtier,— 
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“ Pardon what I am going to say,” added he, “ but 
no indication should be neglected in this terrible situa- 
tion. Did you see poor Barrois die ?.” 

Noirtier raised his eyes to heaven. 

‘Do you know of what he died ?”” asked D’Avrigny, 
placing his hand.on Noirtier’s shoulder. 

“Yes,” replied the old man. 

“Do you think he died a natural death ?”’ 

A sort of smile was discernible on the motionless lips 
of Noirtier, 

‘“Then you have thought Barrois was poisoned ?” 

 es.3 

“Do you think the poison he fell a victim to was in- 
tended for him ?” 

“No? 

“Do you think the same hand which unintentionally 
struck Barrois has now attacked Valentine ?”’ 

18 Messer 

“Then will she die too?” asked D’Avrigny, fixing 
his penetrating gaze on Noirtier, 

He watched the effect of this question on the old man. 

“No!” replied he, with an air of triumph, which 
would have puzzled the most clever diviner. 

‘Then you hope ?”’ said D’Avrigny, with surprise. 

i esl}? 

“ What do you hope ?”’ 

The old man made him understand with his eyes that 
he could not answer. 

“Ah! yes, itis true!” murmured D’Avrigny. Then 
returning to Noirtier,— 

“Do you hope the assassin will be tried Bite 

ce No. > 

“Then you hope the poison will tale no effect on 
Valentine ?”’ 

Loess tt 

“It is no news to you,” added D’Avrigny, ‘“ to tell 
you an attempt has been made to poison her ? ”’ 

The old man made a sign that he entertained no doubt 
upon the subject. 
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“Then how do you hope Valentine will escape ? ”’ 

Noirtier kept his eyes steadily fixed on the same spot. 
D’Avrigny followed the direction, and saw they were 
fixed on a bottle containing the mixture which he took 
every morning. 

“Ah! ah!” said D’Avrigny, struck with a sudden 
thought, “ has it occurred to you——”’ 

Noirtier did not let him finish. 

*f Yes;”’rSaid he. 

“To prepare her system to resist poison 2” 

iiWesss 

‘““ By accustoming her by degrees 

‘Yes, yes, yes,” said Noirtier, delighted to be under- 
stood. 

“ Truly, I had told you there was brucine in the mix- 
ture I give you 2” 

Vesti 

“And by accustoming her to that poison you have 
endeavoured to neutralize the effect of a similar poison ?”’ 

Noirtier’s joy continued. 

“And you have. succeeded,” exclaimed D’Avrigny. 
“Without that precaution Valentine would have died 
before assistance could have been procured. The dose 
has been excessive, but she has only been shaken by 
it; and this time, at any rate, Valentine will not die.” 

A superhuman joy expanded the old man’s eyes, which 
were raised towards heaven with an expression of infinite 
gratitude. At this moment Villefort returned. 

‘“ Here, doctor,” said he, ‘“‘ is what you sent me for.” 

‘Was this prepared in your presence ?”’ 

‘‘ Yes,” replied the procureur du roi. 

“ Have you not let it go out of your hands ?”’ 

“<Nows 

D’Avrigny took the bottle, poured some drops of the 
mixture it contained in the hollow of his hand, and swal- 
lowed them. 

“Well,” said he, “let us go to Valentine. I will give 
instructions to every one, and you, M. de Villefort, will 
yourself see that no one deviates from them.” 


”) 
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At the moment when D’Avrigny was returning to 
Valentine’s room, accompanied by Villefort, an Italian 
priest, of serious demeanour and calm and firm tone, 
hired for his use the house adjoining the hétel of M. de 
Villefort. No one knew how the three former tenants 
of that house left it. About two hours afterwards its 
foundation was reported to be unsafe; but the report 
did not prevent the new occupant establishing himself 
there with his modest furniture the same day at five 
o'clock. The lease was drawn up for three, six, or nine 
years by the new tenant, who, according to the rule of the 
proprietor, paid six months in advance. This new ten- 
ant, who, as we have said, was an Italian; was called 
Il Signor Giacomo Busoni. Workmen were immediately 
called in, and the same night the passengers at the end 
of the faubourg saw with surprise carpenters and masons 
occupied in repairing the lower part of the tottering house. 


CHAPTER oXGV. 
THE FATHER AND DAUGHTER. © 


We have seen in the preceding chapter Madame Danglars 
coming formally to announce to Madame de Villefort the 
approaching marriage of Eugénie Danglars and M. Andrea 
Cavalcanti. This announcement, which implied, or ap- 
peared to imply, a resolution taken by all the parties con- 
cerned in this great affair, had been preceded by a scene 
to which our readers must be admitted. We beg them 
to take one step backwards, and to transport themselves, 
the morning of that day of great catastrophes, into the 
beautifully-gilded saloon we have before shown them, 
and which was the pride of its owner the Baron Danelars. 
In this room, at about ten o’clock in the morning, the 
banker himself had been walking some minutes, thought- 
ful, and evidently! uneasy, watching each door, and 
listening to every sound. When his patience was ex- 
hausted, he called his valet. 
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‘“ Stephen,” said he, ‘see why Mademoiselle Eugénie 
has asked me to meet her in the drawing-room, and why 
she makes me wait so long ?”’ 

Having given this vent to his ill-humour, the baron 
became more calm. Mademoiselle Danglars had that 
morning requested an interview with her father, and 
had fixed om that drawing-room as the spot. The singu- 
larity of this step, and, above all, its formal character, 
had not a little surprised the banker, who had immedi- 
ately obeyed his daughter by repairing the first to the 
drawing-room. Stephen soon returned from his errand. 

‘“ Mademoiselle’s lady’s-maid says, sir, that mademoi- 
selle is finishing her toilet, and will be here shortly.” 

Danglars nodded, to signify he was satisfied. To the 
world and to his servants Danglars assumed the good- 
natured man and the weak father. This was one of his 
characters in the popular comedy he was performing ; 
it was a physiognomy he had adopted, and which ap- 
peared as suitable to him as it was to the right side of 
the profile masks of the fathers of the ancient theatres 
to have a turned-up and laughing lip, while om the left 
side it was drawn down and ill-tempered. Let us hasten 
to say that m private the turned-up and laughing lip 
descended to the level of the drawn-down and ill-tem- 
pered one, so that, generally, the indulgent man dis- 
appeared to give piace to the brutal husband and domin- 
eering father. 

‘‘ Why the devil does that foolish girl, who pretends to 
wish to speak to me, not come into my cabinet ? and 
why, above all, can she want to speak to me at all ? ” 

He was revolving this worrying thought in his brain 
for the twentieth time when the door opened, and Eu- 
génie appeared, attired in a figured black satin dress, her 
hair arranged, and gloves on, as if going to the Italian 
opera. ‘ 

“ Well, Eugénie, what is it you want with me ? and 
why in this solemn drawing-room when the cabinet Is 
so comfortable ?” 

‘You are right, sir, and have proposed two questions 
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which include all the conversation we are going to have. 
I will answer them both, and, contrary to the usual 
method, the last first, as being the least complex. I 
have chosen the drawing-room, sir, as our place of rendez- 
vous, in order to avoid the disagreeable impressions and 
influences of a banker’s cabinet. Those cash-books, 
gilded as they may be; those drawers, locked lke gates 
of fortresses ; those heaps of bank-bills, come from I know 
not where; and the quantities of letters from England, 
Holland, Spain, India, China, and Peru, have, generally, 
a strange influence on a father’s mind, and make him 
forget there is in the world an interest greater and more 
sacred. than the good opinion of his correspondents. I 
have, therefore, chosen this drawing-room, where you 
see, smiling and happy in their magnificent frames, your 
portrait, mine, my mother’s, and all sorts of rural land- 
scapes and touching pastorals. 1 rely much on external 
impressions. Perhaps, with regard to you, they are im- 
material, but I should be no artist if I had not some 
fancies.” 

“Very well,” replied M. Danglars, who had listened 
to all this preamble with imperturbable coolness, but 
without understanding a word, engaged as he was, like 
every man burdened with thoughts of the past, in seek- 
ing the thread of his own ideas in those of the speaker. 

“There is, then, the second point cleared up, or 
nearly so,’ said Eugénie, without the least confusion, 
and with that masculine pointedness which distinguished 
her gesture and her language, “ and you appear satisfied 
with the explanation. Now, let us return to the first. 
You ask me why I have requested this interview. I 
will tell you in two words, sir. I will-not marry M. le 
Comte Andrea Cavalcanti.” 

Danglars bounded from his chair, and with this motion 
raised his eyes and arms towards heaven. 

“ Yes, indeed, sir,” continued Eugénie, still quite calm. 
“You are astonished, I see; for since this little affair 
commenced, I have not manifested the slightest opposi- 
tion, sure, as I always am, when the opportunity arrives, 
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to oppose to people who have not consulted me, and 
things which displease me, a determined and absolute 
will. However, this time, this tranquillity, this passive- 
ness, as philosophers say, proceeded from another source ; 
it proceeded from a wish, like a submissive and devoted 
daughter (a slight smile was observable on the purple 
lips of the young girl), to practise obedience.”’ 

“Well 2?” asked Danglars. 

“Well, sir,’ replied Eugénie, ““I have tried to the 
very last; and now the moment has come—in spite of 
all my efforts, I feel it is impossible.” 

“ But,” said Danglars, whose weak mind was at first 
quite overwhelmed with the weight of this pitiless logic, 
marking evident premeditation and force of will, ‘‘ what 
is your reason for this refusal, Eugénie ?> What reason 
do you assign ? ”’ 

‘““My reason ?”’ replied the young girl. ‘‘ Well, it is 
not that the man is more ugly, more foolish, or more 
disagreeable than any other—no, M. Andrea Cavalcanti 
may appear to those who look at men’s faces and figures 
a very good model. | It is not, either, that my heart is 
less touched by him than any other; that would be a 
schoolgirl’s reason, which I consider quite beneath me. 
I actually love no one, sir. You know it, do you not ? 
I do not, then, see why, without real necessity, I should 
encumber my life with a perpetual companion. Has not 
some sage said, ‘ Rien de trop’ ? and another, * Portez 
tout avec vous-méme’ ? I have been taught these two 
aphorisms in Latin and in Greek. One is, I believe, 
from Pheedrus, and the other from Bias. Well, my dear 
father, in the shipwreck of life—for life is an eternal 
shipwreck of our hopes—I cast into the sea my useless 
encumbrance, that is all, and I remain with my own 
will, disposed to live perfectly alone, and, consequently, 
perfectly free.” 

“ Unhappy girl! unhappy girl!’ murmured Danglars, 
turning pale, for he knew, from long experience, the 
solidity of the obstacle he so suddenly encountered. 

“Unhappy girl!” replied Eugénie—“ unhappy girl! do 
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you say, sir? No, indeed, the exclamation appears quite 
theatrical and affected, Happy, on the contrary, for 
what am I in want of ?. The world calls me beautiful. 
It is something to be well received, I like a favourable 
reception ; it expands the countenance, and those around 
me do not then appear so. ugly. I possess a share of wit, 
and a certain relative sensibility, which enables me to 
draw from general life, for the support of mine, all I 
meet with that is good, like the monkey who cracks the 
nut to get at its contents. Iam rich, for you have one of 
the first fortunes in France; I am your only daughter, 
and you are not so tenacious as the fathers of Ia Porte 
Saint-Martin and La Gaieté, who | disinherited their 
daughters because they will give them no grandchildren. 
Besides, the provident law has deprived you of the power 
to disinherit me, at least, entirely, as it has also, of the 
power to compel me to marry a particular person. Thus, 
beautiful, witty, somewhat talented, as the comic operas 
say, and rich—and that is happiness, sir—why do you 
call me unhappy ?”’ 

Danglars, seeing his daughter smiling, and proud even 
to insolence, could not entirely repress his brutal feelings, 
but they betrayed themselves only by an exclamation. 
Under the inquiring gaze of his daughter, before that 
beautiful black eyebrow, contracted by interrogation, he 
prudently turned away, and calmed himself. immedi- 
ately, daunted by the iron hand of circumspection. 

“ Truly, my daughter,” replied he, with a smile, ‘you 
are all you boast of being, excepting one thing. I. will 
not too hastily tell you which, but would rather leave 
you to guess it.” 

Eugénie looked at Danglars, much surprised that one 
flower of her crown of pride with which she had, so 
superbly decked herself should be disputed. 

‘My daughter,’”’ continued the banker,‘ you have 
perfectly explained to me the sentiments which influence 
a girl like you, who is determined she will not marry. Now 
it remains for me to tell you the motives of a father like 
me, who has decided his daughter shall marry.” 
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) Eugénie bowed, not as a submissive daughter, but as 
an adversary prepared for a discussion. 
“My daughter,’ continued Danglars, ‘ when a father 
asks his daughter to choose a husband,-he has dlways 
sone reason for wishing her tomatry. Some are affected 
with the mania to which you alluded just nowthat of 
living again in their grandchildren. That is: mot my 
weakness, | tell you at once'; family joys have no charms 
for me. I may acknowledge this to a daughter whom I 
know to be philosophical enough to understand my in- 
difference, and not to impute it tome as a crime:” 
“A la bonne heure,” said Eugénie:| “bet us) spéak 
candidly, sir; I admire it.’ tit 29° 
“Oh,” said Danglars, ‘I can, when circumstances rerider 
it desirable, adopt your system, although it may not: be 
my general practice.’ ‘k willotherefore proceed. I have 
proposed to you to marry, not for your sake—for, indeed, 
Lidich not think of you in the least at the moment (you 
admire candour, and will now be satisfied, I hope)—but 
because it suited me to marry you ‘as soon as: possible, 
on account of certain commercial spéculations I am 
desirous of entering into.’ . 
‘Hugénie became uneasy.) 71 
It is just so, I assure you, and you must not be angry 
with me; for you have sought this disclosure. I do not 
willmgly enter into all these: arithmetical explanations 
with an artist: like you; who féan'to enter my cabinet 
lest’ yow should imbibe disagreeable or anti-poetic im- 
préssrons: and: sensations, | But-in, that same: banker’s 
cabinet, where you: very willingly presented yourself yes: 
terday tovask: forthe thousand francs I give you: monthly 
for pocket-money, yow must know, my dear young lady, 
many things may be learned, useful: even to: a girl who 
will not marry: There one: nvay learn, for instance, 
what, out. of regard toi your nervous susceptibility, E will 
inform’ you! of im the drawing-room—namely, that the 
eredit-of the banker is hisi physical and moval life; that 
credit sustains him as breath animates| the body; and 
M. de Monte-Cristo once gave ine a lecture om that sub- 
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ject which I have never forgotten... There we may learn 
that as credit sinks, the body becomes a corpse; and this 
is what must happen very soon ‘to the banker who is 
proud to own'so good a logician as you for his daughter.”’ 

But Eugénie, instead of stooping, drew herself up under 
the blow. |: isa 

‘ Ruined !’’ said she. 

‘‘ Exactly, my daughter; thatis exactly what I mean,” 
said Danglars, almost digging his nails into his breast, 
while he preserved on his harsh features the smile of the 
heartless though clever man. ‘‘ Ruined!) yes, that is it.’’ 

‘“Aht’’isaid Eugénies ( [ 

“Yes, ruined! Now it is revealed, this secret so full 
of horror, as the tragic poet says.. Now, my daughter, 
learn from my lips how you may alleviate this’ mis- 
fortune, so far as it will affect you.”’ 

‘Oh,’ cried Eugénie, “ you are a bad physiognomist 
if you imagine I deplore, on my own account, the: catas- 
trophe you announce to me. I ruined! And what will 
that signify to me? Have: I not my talent left ?) Can 
I not, hke La’ Pasta, La Malibran, La Grisi, acquire for 
myself what you would never have given me, whatever 
might have been your fortune; a hundred or a hundred 
and fifty thousand livres:per annum, for which I shall 
be indebted to no one but myself; and which, instead of 
being given as you gave me those poor twelve thousand 
francs with pouting looks and reproaches for my prodi- 
gality, will, be accompanied with acclamations; » with 
bravos, and with flowers ?) And if I do not possess that 
talent, which your smile proves to me you doubt, should 
I not still have that furious love of independence which 
will be a substitute for all treasure, and which in my 
mind supersedes even the instinct of self-preservation ? 
No, I grieve not on my own account; I shall always find 
a resource. My books, my pencils, my piano, all those 
things which cost but little, and which I shall be able 
to procure, will remain my own. Do you think I sorrow 
for Madame Danglars?\ Undeceive’ yourself again. 
Either I am greatly mistaken, or she has provided against 
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the catastrophe which threatens you, and which will pass 
over without affecting her. She has taken care for her- 
self—at least I hope so—for her attention has not: been 
diverted from her projects by watching over me, She 
has fostered my independence by professedly indulging 
my love for liberty. Oh no, sir; from. my childhood 
I have seen too much, and understood too much, of what 
has passed around me for ‘misfortune to have an undue 
power over me. From my earliest recollections) I have 
been beloved by no one; ‘so much the worse. That has 
naturally led me to love no one; so much the better. 
Now you have my profession of faith.” 

“Then,” said Danglars, pale with anger, which did not 
emanate from offended paternal love—‘‘ then, mademoi- 
selle, you persist in your determination to accelerate my 
ruin ?”’ 

“Your ruin ? I accelerate your ruin? What.do you 
mean ? Ido not understand you.” 

““So much the better, I have a ray of hope left. 
Listen.” 

“Tam ali attention,” said’ Eugénie, looking so ear- 
nestly at her father that it was an effort to the latter 
to bear her powerful gaze. 

““M. Cavalcanti,” continued Danglars, “is about to 
marry you, and will place in my hands his fortune, 
amounting to three million livres.” 

“That is admirable !’’ said’ Eugénie, with sovereign 
contempt, smoothing her gloves out one upon the other. 

‘‘ You think I shall deprive you of those three millions,”’ 
said Danglars; ‘‘ but do not fear it. They are destined 
to produce at least ten. I and a brother banker have 
Sbtained a grant of a railway, the only speculation which 
n the present day offers any prospect of immediate suc- 
sess, like the chimerical Mississippi, which Law formerly 
supplied for the good Parisians, those Cockneys in specu- 
ation. In my estimation a million’s worth in the rail- 
way is equal toan acre of uncultivated land on the banks 
»f the Ohio. It is a deposit, belonging to a mortgage, 
which is an advance, as you see, since we gain at least 
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ten, fifteen, twenty, or a hundred livres’, worth,.of iron | 
im exchange for our money. Well, within a. week Iam) 
to deposit four millions for my share... These four mil- . 
lions, I promise you, will produce ten or twelve.” 

“ But, during my visit to: you the day before -yester- 
day, sir, which: you appear to recollect so well,” replied , 
Eugénie, ‘“I saw you lay wp—is not that the term ?-+ 
five millions anda half. You even pointed them out to. 
me in two drafts on the treasury, and you were aston- 
ished that so waluabile a paper did not dazzle my eyes 
like ightning.”’ 

“Yes; but those fine millions and a half are not mine, 
and are only a proof of the great confidence placed in 
me. My title of popular banker has gained me the 
confidence of the hospitals, and the five millions anda 
half belong to the hospitals. At any other time I should 
not have hesitated to make use of them, but the great 
losses I have recently sustained are well known, and as 
I told you my credit is rather shaken. YThat deposit may 
be at any moment withdrawn, and if I had employed it 
for another purpose, 1 should bring on me a disgraceful 
bankruptcy. Ido not despise bankruptcies, believe me 
—those which enrich, but not these which ruin. Now, if 
you marry M. Cavalcanti, and I touch the three millions, 
or even if it 2s thought Lam going to touch them, my 
credit will be restored, and my fortune, which for the last 
month or two has been swallowed wp in gulfs which have 
been opened in my path by an. incenceivable fataliiys 
will revive. Do you understand me ? ”’ 

“Perfectly. You pledge me: for three millions, do you 
not? 

“The greater. the amount, the more flattering it is to 
you ; it gives you an idea of your value.” 

“ Thank you. One word more, sir. Do you-promise 
me to make what use you can of the! report of the fortune 
M. Cavalcanti will-‘brimg, without touching the sum ? 
This is no, act of selfishness, but of delicacy. | I am will. 
ing to help rebuild your fortune, but) [ jwill not be an 
accomplice in the ruin of others.”’ 
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‘But since I tell you,’ cried Danglars, “ that with 
these three millions P 

“Do you expect to recover your position, sir, without 
touching those three millions ?” 

“T hope so, if the marriage should take place and 
confirm my credit.” 

“Shall you be able to pay M. Cavalcanti the five hun- 
dred thousand francs you promise for my dowry ?” 

“He shall receive them on returning from the town- 
hall.” 

“Well” 

“What next ? What more do you want 2” 

““T wish to know, if in demanding my signature, you 
leave me entirely free in my person ?'” 

“ Absolutely !” 

“Then, well, as I said before, sir; 1 amr ready to marry 
M. Cavalcanti.” 

“ But what are your projects ?”” 

“Ah! that is my secret. What advantage should I 
have over you if; knowing your secret, 1 were’ to tell 
you mine ?”* 

Danglars bit his lips. 

“ Then,” said he, “ you are ready to pay the official 
visits, which are absolutely indispensable 7” 
+“ Yes,” replied Eugénie. 

_“ And to sign'the contract in three days ?”’ 
eaual Ves,” 

“ Then, in my turn; Iwill say, Well! ’? 

Danglars pressed his daughter’s hand in his. But it 
was extraordinary, neither did the father say, “ Thank 
you, my child,” nor did the daughter smile at her father. 

‘Ts the conference ended ?” asked Eugénie, rising. 

Danglars motioned that he had nothing more to say. 
Five minutes afterwards the piano resounded to the touch 
of Mademoiselle d’Armilly’s fingers,’ and Mademoiselle 
Danglars was singing Brabantio’s malediction on Desde- 
mona. At the end of the piece Stephen entered and 
announced to Eugénie that the horses were in the car- 
riage, and the baroness' was waiting for her to pay her 
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visits. We have seen them at. Villefort’s; they pro- 
ceeded then on their course. 


CHAPTER XCVI: 
THE CONTRACT. 


THREE days after the scene we ‘have just described— 
namely, towards five o’clock in the afternoon of the day 
fixed for the signature of the contract between Made- 
moiselle Eugénie Danglars and Andrea Cavalcanti, whom 
the banker persisted in calling prince—as a fresh breeze 
agitated all the leaves in the little garden situated in 
front of the Count of Monte-Cristo’s house and the latter 
was preparing to go out, while his horses were impatiently 
pawing the ground, held in by the coachman, who had 
been seated a quarter of an hour on his box, the elegant 
phaeton, with which we are familiar, rapidly turned the 
angle of the entrance gate, and threw, rather than set 
down, on the steps of the door, M. Andrea Cavalcanti, 
as much decked and as gay as if he, on his side, was 
going to marry a princess. 

He inquired after the count with his usual familiarity, 
and, bounding lightly to the first story, met him on the. 
top of the stairs. .The count stopped, on seeing the 
young man. As for Andrea, he was launched, and when 
once launched nothing stopped him, 

“Ah! good-morning, my dear count,’ said he. 

“Ah, M. Andrea!’ said the latter, with his half-jesting 
tone, ‘‘ how do you do ?”’ 

“Charmingly, as you see; |] am come to talk to you 
about a thousand things. But. first tell me, were you 
going out or just returned ?.”’ |; 

“Twas going out, sir.” 

“Then, in order not to hinder you,’I will get up with 
you, if you please, in your carriage, and Tom shall follow 
with my phaeton in tow.” 

‘‘ No,” said the count, with an imperceptible smile of 
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contempt, for he had no wish to: be seen in the young 
man’s society—‘‘ no, I prefer listening to you here, my 
dear M. Andrea; we can'chat better indoors, and there 
is no coachman to overhear our conversation.” 

The count returned toia small drawing-room on the 
first floor, sat down, and; crossing his legs, motioned to 
the young man to take a seat also. 

Andrea assumed his gayest manner. 

‘You know, my dear count,” said he, “the ceremony 
is to take place this evening. At nine o’clock the con- 
tract is to be signed at my father-in-law’s.”’ 

“Ah! indeed ?”’ said Monte-Cristo. 

“What! is it news to you?) Has not M. Danglars 
apprised you of the solemnity ?” 

“Oh yes,” said the count. ““Isreceived acletter from 
him yesterday, but I:ido not think the hour was men- 
tioned.” 

“ Possibly. My father-in-law trusted to its general 
notoriety.” 

“Well,” said Monte-Cristo, “you are fortunate, M. 
Cavalcanti! It is a mest suitable alliance you are con- 
tracting, and Mademoiselle Danglars is a pretty girl.” 

“Yes, indeed she is,”’ replied Cavalcanti, with a’ very 
modest tone. 

““ Above all, she is very rich—at least, I believe so,” 
said Monte-Cristo. 

“Very rich, do you think ?” rephed the young man. 

“ Doubtless. It is said M. Danglars conceals at least 
half of his fortune.’’ ct 

‘‘ And he acknowledges fifteen or twenty millions,” 
said Andrea, with a look sparkling with joy. 

“ Without reckoning,” added Monte-Cristo, “ that he 
is on the eve of entering into a sort of speculation 
already in vogue in the United States and in England, 
but quite novel in France.” 

“Yes, yes, I know what you allude to—the railway, 
of which he has obtained the grant, is it not ?”’ 

‘Precisely ! It is generally believed he will gain ten 
millions by that affair.” 
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‘Ten millions!) Do you think so? It is magnifi- 
cent!” said Cavalcanti, who was quite confounded at 
the metallic sound of these golden words. 

“Without reckoning,” replied Monte-Cristo, “ that all 
his fortune will come to you, and justly too, since Made- 
moiselle Danglars is an: only daughter. Besides, your 
own fortune, as your father assured me, is almost equal to 
that of your betrothed. But enough of money matters. 
Do you know, M. Andrea, I think you have managed 
this affair rather skilfully ? ” 

“Not badly, by any means,’ said ‘the young man. “I 
was born for a diplomatist.’ | 

‘Well, you must become a diplomatist. It is a know- 
ledge not to be acquired, you know ;: it is instinctive. 
Have you lost your heart ?” 

“Indeed; 1 fear it,’ replied Andrea, in the tone” in’ 
which he had heard Dorante or Valére reply to Alceste 
in the Théatre Francais. 

“Is your love returned ?” 

“TI suppose so,’ said Andrea, witha triumphant smile, 
“since | am accepted. But I must not forget one grand 
point.” 

“Which ?” 

“That I have been singularly assisted.” 

‘““ Nonsense ! ”’ 

““T have, indeed.” 

“ By circumstances ?” 

‘Nos by you.” 

“ By me? Not at all, prince,” said Monte-Cristo, lay- 
ing a marked stress on the title.“ What have I done for 
you? Are not your name, your social position, and your 
merit sufficient ? ”’ : 

‘No,’ said Andrea—‘‘no ; it is useless for you to say! 
so, count. :1 maintain that the position ofa man like 
you has done more than my name, my social position, 
and my merit.” 

““ You are completely mistaken, sir,’ said Monte-Cristo» 
coldly, who felt the perfidious: manceuvre of the young 
man, and understood the bearing of his words.’ ‘! You 


THE COUNT OF MONTE+CRISTO. 56r 


only acquired my protection after the influence and for- 
tune of your father had been ascertained; for, after all, 
who procured for me, who had never seen either you or 
your illustrious father, the pleasure of your acquaintance ? 
Two of my good friends, Lord Wilmore and the Abbé 
Busoni. Who encouraged me not to become your surety, 
but to patronize you? It ‘was your father’s name, so 
well known in Italy and so highly honoured. | Petson- 
ally, I do not know you.” 

This calm tone and perfect ease made Andrea feel 
he was for the moment restrained by a more muscular 
hand than his own, and that the restraint could not be 
easily broken through. 

“Oh, then my father has really a very large fortune, 
count ?” 

‘Tt appears so, sir,’ replied Monte-Cristo. 

“Do you know if my promised dowry i$ come ? ”’ 

“T have been advised of it.” 

“ But the three millions ?”’ 

“The three millions are probably on the road.” 

‘“Then I shall really have them ? ”’ 

“ Forsooth!”’ said the count, “I do not think you 
have yet known the want of money.” 

Andrea was so surprised, he reflected for a moment. 
Then arousing from his reverie,— 

“Now, sit, I have one tequest to make to you, which 
you will understand, even if it should be disagreeable 
to you.” i 

““Proceed,’’ said Monte-Cristo. 

“T have formed an acquaintance—thanks to my good 
fortune—with many noted persons, and have, at least for 
the moment, a crowd of friends. But marrying, as 1am 
about to do, before all Paris, I ought to be supported by 
an illustrious name, and, in the absence of the paterhal 
hand, some powerful one ought to! lead me! to‘ the altar. 
Now, my father is not coming to Paris; is he? He is 
old, covered with wounds, and suffers dreadfully, he says, 
in travelling.” 

meindeedsts 
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“Well, 1am come to ask afavour of you.”’ 

S Ofime rm?’ 

“Ty ¥es) of you}? 

‘“And pray what may it be ?”’ 

“Well, to take his part.” 

‘Ah, my dearsir! What! after the numerous rela-- 
tions I have had the happiness to sustain towards you, 
you know me so little as to ask such a thing !. Ask mes 
to lend you half a million, and, although such a loans 
is somewhat rare, on my honour you would annoy me 
less!) Know, then, what I thought I had already tol 
you, that, in its moral participation particularly witht 
this world’s affairs, the Count of Monte-Cristo has never! 
ceased to entertain the scruples and even the supersti- 
tions of the East. I, who have a seraglio at Cairo, ones 
- at Smyrna, and one at Constantinople, preside at a wed- 
ding! Never!” 

‘““Then you refuse me ?” 

“ Decidedly. And were you my son or my brother II 
would refuse you in the same way.” 

“But what must be done?” said Andrea, disap- 
pointed. 

“You said just now you had a hundred friends.” 

“Agreed ; but you introduced me at M. Danglars’s.” — 

“Not at all! Let us recall the exact facts. You meti 
him at a dinner party at my house, and you introduced: 
yourself at his house ; that is a totally different affair.” | 

“Yes; but my marriage, you have forwarded that.” 

“TI! Not in the least, I beg you to believe. Recol-! 
lect what I told you when you asked me to propose you. 
‘Oh! I never make matches, my dear prince; it is my 
settled principle.’ ”’ 

Andrea bit his lips. 

“ But, at least, you will be there >?” 

“Will all Paris be there ?” 

‘““Oh, certainly !” 

“Well, like all Paris, I shall be there too,’ said the 
count. 

“ And will you sign the contract ?” 
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‘““T see no objection to that; my scruples do not go 
thus far.” 

“ Well, since you will grant me no more, I must be 
content with what you give me. But, one word more, 
count.” 

““What is it ?.” 

Advice.” 

“ Be careful ; advice is worse than a service.” 

“Oh! you can give me this without compromising 
yourself.” 

‘“ Tell me what it is.” . 

“Ts my wife’s fortune five hundred thousand livres ?”’ 

“That is the sum M. Danglars himself announced.” 

““Must I receive it, or leave it in the hands of the 
notary >?” 

“ This is the way such affairs are generally arranged 
when it is wished to do them stylishly: Your two solici- 
tors appoint a meeting, when the contract is signed, for 
the next day or the following; then they exchange the 
two portions, for which they each give a receipt ; then 
when the marriage is celebrated, they place the amount 
at your disposal as chief of the community.” 

‘“ Because,”” said Andrea, with a certain ill-concealed 
uneasiness, “I thought I heard my father-in-law say he 
intended embarking our property in that famous railway 
affair of which you spoke just now.” 

“Well,” replied Monte-Cristo, “it will be the way, 
everybody says, of trebling your fortune in twelve months. 
The Baron Danglars is a good father, and knows how to 
calculate.” 

“Come, then,’”’ said Andrea, “all is well, excepting 
your refusal, which quite grieves me.” 

‘You must attribute it only to natural scruples under 
similar circumstances.” 

“Well,” said Andrea, “let it be as you wish. This 
evening, then, at nine o’clock.” 

“ Adieu till then.” 

Notwithstanding a slight resistance on the part of 
Monte-Cristo, whose lips turned pale, but who pre- 
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served his ceremonious smile, Andrea seized the count’: 
hand, pressed it, jumped into his phaeton, and dis 
appeared. : 

The four or five remaining hours before nine o'clock 
arrived Andrea employed in riding, paying visits des- 
tined to interest those of whom he had spoken, to appean 
at the banker’s in their gayest equipages, dazzling ther 
by promises of grand feasts, which have since turnec 
every brain, and in which Danglars was just becoming 
initiated. In fact, at half-past eight in the evening the 
grand saloon; the gallery adjoining, and the three other 
drawing-rooms on the same floor, were filled with a per~ 
fumed crowd, who sympathized but little in the event 
but who all participated in that love of being present 
wherever there is anything fresh to be seen. An Aca. 
demician would say that soirées.of the world are col- 
lections of flowers which attract inconstant butterflies. 
famished bees, and buzzing drones, 

No one could dispute that the rooms were splendidly 
illuminated, The light streamed forth on ‘the golc 
mouldings and the silk hangings, and all the bad taste 
of this furniture, which had only its richness to boas 
of, shone in its splendour. Mademoiselle Eugénie was 
dressed. with elegant simplicity —a figured white sill 
dress, a white rose half concealed in her jet-black hairi 
were her only ornaments, unaccompanied by a single 
jewel.’ Her eyes, however, betrayed that perfect con. 
fidence which contradicted the girlish simplicity of this 
modest attire. Madame Danglars was chatting at a 
short distance with Debray, Beauchamp, and Chateau: 
Renaud. Debray was admitted to.the house for this: 
grand solemnity, but like every one else, and withoui 
any particular privilege. 

M. Danglars, surrounded by deputies and, men con: 
nected with the revenue, was explaining a new theory 
of taxation which he intended to adopt when the course 
of events had compelled government to call him into 
the ministry... Andrea;.on whose arm hung one of the 
most consummate dandies of the opera, was explaining 
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to him rather cleverly, since he was obliged to be bold 
to appear at ease, his future projects, and the new 
luxuries he meant to introduce to Parisian fashions with 
his hundred and seventy-five thousand livres per an- 
num. The crowd moved to and fro in those rooms like 
an ebb and flow of turquoises, rubies, emeralds, opals, and 
diamonds. As usual, the oldest women were the most 
decorated, and the ugliest the most conspicuous. If 
there was a beautiful lily or a sweet rose, you had to 
search for it, concealed in some corner behind a mother 
with a turban or an aant with a bird-of-paradise. 

At each moment, in the midst of the crowd, the buzz- 
ing, and the laughter, the doorkeeper’s voice was heard 
announcing some name well known in the financial de- 
partment, respected in the army, or illustrious in the 
literary world, and which was acknowledged by a slight 
movement in the different groups. But for one whose 
privilege it was to agitate that ocean of human waves, 
how many were received with a look of indifference or a 
sneer of disdain! At the moment when the hand of the 
massive timepiece, representing Endymion asleep, pointed 
to nine on its golden face, and the hammer, the faithful 
type of mechanical thought, struck nine times, the name 
of Count de Monte-Cristo resounded in its turn, and, as 
if by an electric shock, all the assembly turned towards 
the door. The count was dressed in black, and with his 
habitual simplicity; his white waistcoat displayed his 
expansive noble chest, his black stock appeared singu- 
larly remarkable, contrasting as it did with the deadly 
paleness of his face. His only jewel was a chain so fine 
that the slender gold thread was scarcely perceptible on 
his white waistcoat. 

A circle was formed immediately round the door. The 
count perceived at one glance Madame Danglars at one 
end of the drawing-room, M. Danglars at the other, and 
Eugénie in front of him. He first advanced towards the 
baroness, who was chatting with Madame Villefort, who 
had come alone, Valentine being still an invalid; and 
without turning aside, so clear was the road left for him, 
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he passed, from the baroness to Eugénie, whom he com- 
plimented in such rapid and measured terms that the 
proud. artist was quite struck. Near her: was Made- 
moiseile Louise d’Armilly, who thanked the count for the 
letters of introduction he had so kindly given her for 
Italy, which she intended immediately to make use of, 
On leaving these ladies he found himself with Danglars, 
who had advanced to meet him. 

Having accomplished these three social duties, Monte- 
Cristo stopped, looking round him with that expression 
peculiar to a certain’ class, which seems ‘to say, ‘ | have 
done my duty, now let others do theirs.’ Andrea, who 
was in an adjoining room, had ‘shared in the sensation 
caused by the arrival of Monte-Cristo, and now came 
forward to pay his respects to the count. He found him 
completely surrounded ; all were eager to speak to him, 
as is always the case with those whose words are few and 
weighty.. The solicitors arrived at this moment, and 
arranged their scrawled papers on the velvet cloth em- 
broidered with gold which covered the table prepared 
for the signature—it was a gilt table supported on lions’ 
claws, One of the notaries sat down, the other remained 
standing. They were about to proceed to the reading 
of the contract which half Paris assembled was to sign. 
Ajl took their place, or rather the ladies formed a circle, 
while the gentlemen (more indifferent as to the place 
of the style énergique, as Boileau says) commented on 
the feverish agitation. of Andrea, on M. Danglars’s riv- 
eted attention, Eugénie’s composure, and the light and 
sprightly manner in which the baroness tréated this 
important affair. ; 

The contract was read during a profound silence. But 
as soon as it finished, the buzz was redoubled through 
all the drawing-rooms. The brilliant sums, the rolling 
millions which were to be at’the command of the two 
young people, and which crowned the display which had 
been made, in a room entirely appropriated for that 
purpose, of the wedding-presents and the young lady’s 
diamonds, had resounded with all their delusion on the 
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jealous assembly. Mademoiselle Danglars’s charms were 
heightened in the opinion of the young men, and for the 
moment seemed to outvie the sun in splendour. 

As for the ladies, it is needless to say that, while jealous 
of these millions, they thought they did not require them 
to render them beautiful. Andrea, surrounded by his 
friends, complimented, flattered, beginning to believe in 
the reality of his dream, was almost bewildered. The 
notary solemnly took the pen, flourished it above his 
head, and said, 

“Gentlemen, the contract is to be signed.” 

The baron was to sign first, then the representative of 
M. Cavalcanti senior, then the baroness, afterwards the 
future couple, as they are’ styled on the ceremonious 
stamped papers. The baron took the pen and signed, 
then the representative. 

The baroness approached, leaning on Madame de Ville- 
fort’s arm. 

“My dear,” said she, as she took the pen, “is it not 
vexatious ? An ‘unexnected incident, in the affair of 
the murder and theft at the Count of Monte-Cristo’s, in 
which he nearly fell a victim, deprives us of the pleas- 
ure of seeing M. de Villefort.” 

“Indeed !”’ said M. Danglars, in the same tone in which 
he would have said, ‘“‘ Faith, I care very little about it.” 

“Indeed,” said Monte-Cristo, approaching, “I am 
much afraid I am the involuntary cause of that ab- 
sence.” 1 

“What! you, count?” said Madame Danglars, sign- 
ing. ‘If you are, take care, I shall never forgive you.” 

Andrea pricked up his ears. 

“But it is not my fault, as I shall endeavour to 
prove.” 

Every one listened eagerly. Monte-Cristo, who so 
rarely opened his lips, was about to speak. 

“You remember,” said the count during the most pro- 
found silence, ‘‘ that the unhappy wretch who came to 
rob me died at my house. Jt was supposed he was 
stabbed by his accomplice on attempting to leave it.” 
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‘ Yes,’’ said Danglars, 

‘“Tn order to examine his wounds, he was undressed, 
and his clothes were thrown into a corner, where officers 
of justice picked them up, with the exception of the 
waistcoat, which they overlooked.” 

Andrea turned pale, and drew towards the door. He 
saw a cloud rising in) the horizon, which appeared to 
forebode a coming storm, 

‘Well, this waistcoat was discovered to-day, covered 
with blood, and with a hole over the heart.” 

The ladies screamed, and two or three prepared to 
faint. 

“It was brought tome. No one could guess what the 
dirty rag could be ; I alone supposed it was the waistcoat 
of the victim. My valet, in examining this mournful 
relic, felt a paper in the pocket and drew it out. It was. 
a letter addressed to you, baron,” 

“To me!” cried Danglars. 

“ Yes, indeed, to you. I-succeeded in deciphering: 
your name under the blood with which the: letter was 
stained,” replied Monte-Cristo, amid the general burst of 
amazement, 

‘“ But,” asked Madame Danglars, looking at her hus; 
band with uneasiness, “ how could that prevent M. de’ 
Villefort——” 

“In this simple way, madame,” replied Monte-Cristo.. 
“The waistcoat and the letter were both what is termed | 
convictive evidence: I therefore sent it all to M. le Pro-. 
cureur du Roi. . You understand, my dear baron, legal. 
proceedings are the safest in criminal cases ; 1t was per: 
haps some plot against you.” 

Andrea looked steadily at Monte-Cristo, and dis- 
appeared in the second drawing-room, 

“ Possibly,” said Danglars,. ‘“‘ Was not this murdered 
man an old galley-slave ?”’ 

“ Yes,’ replied the count; “(a felon named Cade- 
rousse..”’ 

Danglars turned slightly pale; Andrea reached the 
anteroom beyond the little drawing-room. 
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‘“‘ But go on signing,” said Monte-Cristo. | “I perceive 
my story has caused'a general emotion, and I beg to 
proteave to you, baroness, and to Mademoiselle Dan- 
glars.”’ 

The baroness, who had signed, returned the pen to the 
notary. 

“ Prince Cavalcanti!’ said the latter, ‘‘ Prince Caval- 
canti, where are you ?”’ 

“ Andrea! Andrea!” repeated several young people, 
who were already on sufficiently intimate terms with him 
to call him by his Christian name. 

‘Call the prince! Inform him it is his turn to sign!’ 
cried Danglars to one of the doorkeepers. 

But at the same instant the crowd of guests rushed 
terrified into the principal saloon; as if some frightful 
monster had entered the apartments, guaerens quem 
devoret, There was, indeed, reason to retreat, to be 
alarmed, and to scream. An officer was placing two 
soldiers at the door of each drawing-room, and was ad- 
vancing towards Danglars, preceded by a commissioner 
of police, girded with his scarf. 

Madame Danglars uttered a scream and fainted. 
‘Danglars, who thought himself threatened (certain con- 
‘sciences are never calm)—Danglars appeared before his 
guests with a terrified countenance. 

“ What is the matter, sir?’ asked Monte-Cristo, ad- 
vancing to meet the commissioner. 

‘““Which of you gentlemen,’ asked the magistrate, 
without replying to the count, “answers to the name 
of Andrea Cavalcanti)? ”’ 

A cry of stupor was heard from all parts of the room. 

They searched; they questioned. 

“ But who, then, is Andrea Cavalcanti ?’’ asked Dan- 
glars in amazement. 

“A galley-slave, who escaped from confinement at 
“And what ctime has he committed ?”’ 10 

| “He is accused,” said’ the commissary, with his in- 
iflexible voice, “ of having assassinated the man named 
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Caderousse, his former companion in prison, at the mo- 
ment he was making his escape from the house of the 
Count of Monte-Cristo.” 

Monte-Cristo cast a rapid glance around. Andrea was 
gone. 


CHAPTER XCVik 
THE DEPARTURE FOR BELGIUM. 


A FEW minutes after the scene of confusion produced in 
the saloons of M. Danglars by the unexpected appearance 
of the brigade of soldiers, and’ by the disclosure which 
had followed, the large hétel was deserted with a rapidity 
which the announcement of a case of plague or of cholera 
morbus among the guests would have caused. In a few 
minutes, through all the doors, down all the staircases, by 
every issue, each one had hastened to retire, or rather 
to fly; for it was one of those circumstances in which 
itis useless to attempt to impart that common consola: 
tion which makes even the best friends importunate 
under great catastrophes. 

There remained in the banker’s hétel only Danglars: 
closeted in his cabinet, and making his statement to the 
officer of the detachment ; Madame Danglars, terrified! 
in the boudoir with which we are acquainted; anc 
Eugénie, who, with haughty air and disdainful lip, hac 
retired to her room with her inseparable companion 
Mademoiselle Louise d’Armilly. 

As for the numerous servants (more numerous. thai 
evening than usual, for their number was augmentee 
by the cooks and butlers of the Café de Paris), ventin; 
on their employers their anger at what they termed. th) 
insult, they collected in groups in the hall, in the kitchen 
or In their rooms, thinking very little of their duty 
which was thus naturally interrupted. ' 

Of all this household only two individuals deserve ow 
notice—-these are Mademoiselle Eugénie Danglars an 
Mademoiselle Louise d’Armilly. 
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The betrothed had retired, as we said, with hatighty 
air, disdainful lip, and the demeanour of an outraged 
queen, followed by her companion, paler and more 
affected than herself. On reaching her room, Eugénie 
locked her door, while Louise fell, on a chair. 

“Ah, what a dreadful thing!” said the young musi- 
cian. ‘Who would have suspected it? M. Andrea 
Cavalcanti a murderer—a galley-slave escaped—a_ con- 
wictyL 2 ' 

An ironical smile curled the lip of Eugénie. “In truth 
I was fated,’ said she. “I, escaped the Morcerf only 
to fall into the Cavalcanti.’ - 

“ Oh, do not confound the two, Eugénie !”’ 

“ Hold your tongue! The men are all infamous, and 
Iam happy to be able now to do more than detest them 
—I despise them !”’ 

“ What shall we do/?.” asked Louise. 

“What shall we do?” 

ce Yes.2 

“Why, the same we had intended doing three days 
since—set off.”’ 

“What! although you are not now going to be mar- 
ried, you intend still——”’ 

“Tisten, Louise! I hate this life of the fashionable 
world, always ordered, measured, ruled like our music- 
paper. What I have always wished for, desired, and 
coveted is the life of an artist, free and independent, 
relying only on my own resources, and accountable only 
to myself. Remain here!)) What for? That they may 
try, a month hence, to marry me again. And to whom ? 
To M. Debray, perhaps, as it was once proposed. No, 
Louise, no! This evening’s adventure will serve for my 
excuse. I did not seek one, I did not ask for one... God 
sends me this, and I hail it joyfully!” 

‘“‘ How strong and courageous you are!’’ said the fair, 
frail girl to her brunette companion. : 

“Did you not yet know me? Come, Louise, let us 
talk of our affairs., The post-chaise——”’ 

“ Was happily bought three days since.” 
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“Have you had it sent where we are to go for it P” 

“e iYies?’ r ; 

“Our passport 2?” 

“Here itis!” 

And Eugénie, with her usual precision, opened a printed 
paper, and tead :-— 


““M, Léon'd’Armilly, twenty years of age ; profession, 
artist ; hair black, eyes black; travelling with his sister.” 


“Capital ! How did you get this passport ?” 

“When I went to ask M. de Monte-Cristo for letters 
for the directors of the theatres at Rome and at Naples, 
I expressed my fears of travelling as a female. He per- 
fectly understood them, and undertook to procure for me 
a man’s passport ; and two days after I received this, to 
which I have added with my own hand,‘ travelling with 
his sister.’ ”’ 

“Well,” said Eugénie cheerfully, ‘we have, then, only 
to pack up our trunks. We shall start: the evening of 
the signature, instead of the evening of the wedding, 
that is all.” 

“ Reflect well, Eugénie! ” 

“Oh, I have finished all my reflections! I am tired 
of hearing only of reports, of the end of the month, of 
up and down of Spanish funds, of Haitian paper. In- 
stead of that, Louise—do you understand ?—air, liberty, 
melody of birds, plains of Lombardy, Venetian canals, 
Roman palaces, the Bay of Naples! How much have 
we, Louise ?” 

The young girl to whom this question was addressed 
drew from an inlaid secrétaire a small portfolio with a 
lock, in which she counted twenty-three bank-notes. 

“Twenty-three thousand francs,” said she. 

“And as much; at least, in pearls, diamonds, and 
jewels,” said Eugénie. “ We are rich. With forty-five 
thousand francs we have enough to live on as princesses 
during two years, and’ comfortably during four: but 
before six months—you with your music, and I with 
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my voice—we shall double our capital. Come, you shall 
take charge of the money, I of the jewel-box; so that 
if one of us had the misfortune to lose her treasure, the 
other would still have hers left. Now, the portmanteau ! 
Let us make haste—the portmanteau !.”’ 

“Stop!” said Louise, going to listen at Madame Dan- 
glars’s door. ; 

“What do you fear ? ”’ 

“That we may be discovered.” 

“ The door is locked.” 

“They may tellus to.open it.’’ 

“ They may if they like, but we will not.” 

“You are a perfect Amazon, Eugénie |’ 

And the two young girls began to heap into.a trunk 
all the things they thought they should require, 

“ There, now!” said Eugénie, ‘“ While I change my 
costume do you lock the portmanteau.” 

Louise pressed with all the strength of her little hands 
on the top of the portmanteau, 

“But I cannot,” said she; I] am not strong enough. 
Do you shut it.” 

“ Ah, you are right }”’ said, Eugénie, laughing. ‘‘ J 
forgot I was Hercules, and you, only the pale Omphale,’’ 
And the young girl, kneeling on the top, pressed the two 
parts of the portmanteau together, and Mademoiselle 
d’Armilly passed the bolt of the padlock through, 

. When this was done, Eugénie opened a drawer of 
which she kept the key, and took from it a wadded 
violet silk travelling cloak. 

“ Here,” said she, ‘‘ you will see I have thought of 
everything. With this cloak you: will not be cold.” 

“ But you? ” 

“Oh, I am never: cold, you know! | Besides, with 
those men’s clothes——”’ ) 

“Will you dress here 2” 

“ Certainly.’ 

‘Shall you have time ?’” 

“ Do not be uneasy, you little coward! All our serv- 
ants are busy discussing the grand affair, Besides, what 
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is there astonishing, when you think of the grief I ought 
to be in, that I shut myself up? Tell me!” 

“No, truly ; you comfort me.” 

“Come and help me.” 

From the same ‘drawer ‘she took a complete man’s 
costume, from the boots to the coat, and a provision 
of linen, where there was nothing superfluous, but every 
requisite. 

Then, with a promptitude which indicated this was 
not the first time she amused herself by adopting the 
garb of the opposite sex, Eugénie drew on the boots and 
pantaloons, tied her cravat, buttoned her waistcoat up 
to the throat, and put on a coat which admirably fitted 
her beautiful figure. 

‘Oh, that is very good—indeed it is very good!” 
said Louise, looking at her’ with admiration. “ But 
that beautiful black hair, those magnificent braids, which 
made all the ladies sigh with envy, will they go under a 
man’s hat like the one I see down there ?”’ 

‘You shall see,’”’ said Eugénie. 

And seizing with her left hand the thick mass; which 
her long fingers could scarcely grasp, she seized with her 
right hand a pair of long scissors, and soon the steel 
met through the rich and splendid hair, which fell entire 
at the feet of the young girl, who leaned back to keep it 
from her coat. Then she passed to the front hair, which 
she also cut off, without expressing the least regret—on 
the contrary, her eyes sparkled with greater pleasure 
than usual under her eyebrows, black as ebony. 

“Oh, the magnificent hair !’”’ said Louise, with regret. 

“And am I not a hundred times better thus ?”’ cried 
Eugénie, smoothing the scattered curls of her hair, 
which had now quite a masculine appearance ; ‘and do 
you not think me handsomer so ?”’ 

“Oh, you are beautiful—always beautiful!” cried 
Louise. ‘‘ Now, where are you going ?” 

“To Brussels, if you like; it is the nearest frontier, 
We can go to Brussels, Liége, Aix-la-Chapelle ; then up 
the Rhine to Strasburg. We will cross Switzerland, 
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and go down into Italy by Mont St. Gothard. Will 
that do?” 

oe Yes.” 

“What are you looking at ?”’ 

“Tam looking at you—indeed, you are adorable like 
that! One would say you were carrying me off.” 

“ And they would be right, par Dieu !”’ 

“Oh, I think you swore, Eugénie !”’ 

And the two young girls, whom every one might have 
thought plunged in grief—the one on her own account, 
the other from interest in her friend—burst out laughing, 
as they cleared away every visible trace of the disorder 
which had naturally accompanied the preparations for 
their escape. Then, having blown out their lights, with 
an inquiring eye, listening ear, and extended neck, the 
two fugitives opened the door of a dressing-room which 
led by a side staircase down to the yard, Eugénie going 
first, and holding with one arm the portmanteau, which 
by the opposite handle Mademoiselle d’Armilly scarcely 
raised with both hands. 

The yard was empty ; the clock was striking twelve ; 
the porter was not yet gone to bed. Eugénie approached 
softly, and saw the old man sleeping soundly in an arm- 
chair in his lodge. She returned to Louise, took up the 
portmanteau, which she had placed for a moment on the 
ground, and they reached the archway under the shadow 
of the wall. 

Eugénie concealed Louise in an angle of the gateway, 
so that if the porter chanced to awake he might see but 
one person. ‘Then placing herself in the full light of the 
Jamp which lit the yard,— 

“Gate!” cried she, with her finest contralto voice, 
and rapping at the window. 

The porter got up as Eugénie expected, and even 
advanced some steps to recognize the person who was 
going out, but seeing a young man striking his boot 1m- 
patiently with his riding-whip, he opened it immediately. 

Louise slid through the half-open gate like a snake, 
and bounded lightly forward. Eugénie, apparently 
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calm, although in all probability her heart beat somewhat | 
faster than usual, went out in her turn. 

A porter was passing; they gave him the portman-. 
teau; then the two young girls, having toid him to take: 
it to No. 36 Rue de la Victoire, walked behind this man,, 
whose presence comforted Louise. As for Eugénie, she: 
was strong as a Judith or a Delilah. They arrived at: 
the appointed spot. Eugénie ordered the porter to put! 
down the portmanteau, gave him some pieces of money, 
and having rapped at the shutter, sent him away. 

The shutter where Eugénie had rapped was that of a1 
little laundress, who had been previously apprised, and: 
was not yet gone to bed. She opened the door. 

‘““Mademoiselle,’’ said: Eugénie, “let the porter get 
the post-chaise from the coach-house and fetch some 
post-horses from the hétel:. Here are five francs for his: 
trouble.”’ 

‘““ Indeed,” said Louise, “IT admire you, and I: could 
almost say respect you.” 

The laundress iooked on in astonishment; but as she 
had been promised twenty louis, she made no remark. 

In a quarter of an hour the porter returned with a 
postboy and horses, which were hariessed and put ia 
the post-chaise in a minute, while the porter fastened, 
the portmanteau on with the assistance of a cord and. 
a strap. 

“Here is the passport,” said the postilion ; ‘ which. 
way are we going, young gentleman ?” te 

“To Fontainebleau,” replied Eugénie, with an almost: 
masculine voice. ! 

“What do you say ?”’ said Louise, «: 

‘“T am giving the slip,” said Eugénie; ‘‘ this woman. 
to whom we have given twenty louis may betray us for 
forty ; we will soon alter our direction.” 

And the young: girl. jumped into: the: britska, which 
was admirably arranged for sleeping in, without scarcely 
touching the step.: 

“You are always right,” said the singing governess, 
seating herself by the side of her friend. By 
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A quarter ofvan hour afterwards the postilion, having 
been put in the right road, passed, cracking his whip, 
through the gateway of the Barriére Saint-Martin. 

“Ah!” said Louise, breathing freely, ‘‘ here we are 
out of Paris.” ; 

‘Yes, my dear, and the escape is good. and well 
effected,’ replied Eugénie. - 

“Yes, and without violence,’’ said: Louise. 

“ IT shall bring that forward as an extenuating circum- 
stance,” replied Eugénie. 

These words were lost in the noise which the carriage 
made in rolling over the pavement of La Villette. 

M. Danglars had lost his daughter. 


2 


CHAPTER XCVIITI. 
THE HOTEL .OF THE BELL AND BOTTLE. 


AND now let, us leave Mademoiselle: Danglars and her 
friend pursuing their way to Brussels, and return to poor 
Andrea Cavalcanti, so uncomfortably interrupted in ‘his 
career of fortune. Notwithstanding his youth, Master 
Andrea was a very skilful and intelligent boy... We have 
seen that, on the first. rumour which reached the salon, 
he had gradually approached the door, and, crossing 
two or three rooms, at last disappeared. But we have 
forgotten to mention one circumstance, which, never- 
theless, ought not to be omitted—it was, that) in one 
of the rooms he crossed, the trowsseau of the bride-elect 
was exposed to view, consisting of cases of diamonds, 
cashmere shawls, Valenciennes lace, English veils, and, 
in fact, all those tempting things, the bare mention of 
which makes the hearts, of young, girls bound with joy, 
and which is called. the corbeille. Now, in passing 
through this room, Andrea proved himself not only: to 
be clever and intelligent, but also) provident, for he 
helped himself to. the most valuable of the ornaments 
before -him. Furnished» with ‘this plunder), Andrea 
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leaped with a lighter heart from the window, intending to 
slip through the hands of the gendarmes. Tall and well- 
proportioned as an ancient gladiator, and muscular as 
a Spartan, he walked for a quarter of an hour without 
knowing where to direct his steps, actuated by the sole 
idea of removing himself from the spot where he knew 
he must be taken. Having passed through the Rue 
Mont Blanc, he found himself, with the imstinct which 
thieves have in avoiding barriers, at the end of the 
Rue Lafayette. There he stopped, breathless and pant- 
ing. He was quite alone; on one side was the vast 

wilderness of the Saint-Lazare, on the other, Paris in all 
~ its darkness. 

“Am I lost ?”’ he cried; “no, not if I can use more 
activity than my enemies. My safety is now a mere 
question of speed.” 

At this moment he perceived a cab at the top of the 
Faubourg Poissonniére. The dull driver, smoking his 
pipe, appeared to be seeking to regain the extremities of 
the Faubourg Saint-Denis, where, no doubt, he ordinarily 
stood. 

“Ho, friend !”’ said Benedetto. 

“What do you want, sir ?’’ asked the driver. 

“Is your horse tired ?”’ | 

‘Tired 2? Oh yes'; tired enough! He has done 
nothing the whole of this blessed day! Four wretched 
fares, and twenty sous over, making in all seven francs, 
are all that I have earned, and I ought to take ten to 
the owner.” 

“Will you add these twenty francs to the seven you 
have ?” 

‘With pleasure, sir; twenty francs are not to be 
despised. Tell me what I am to do for this.” 

‘‘ A very easy thing, if your horse be not tired.” 

“I tell you he will go like the wind, only tell me which 
way to drive.” 

‘“ Towards the Louvres.” 

“ Ah, I know it; the land of ratafia.”’ 

“ Exactly so; I merely wish to overtake one of my 


THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO. 579 


friends, with whom I am going to hunt to-morrow at 
Chapelle-en-Serval. He should. have waited for me hére 
with a cabriolet till half-past eleven; it is twelve, and, 
tired of waiting, he must have gone on.” 

“It is likely.” 

“ Well, will you try and overtake him ?”’ 

“Nothing I should like better.” 

‘If you do not overtake him before we reach Bourget 
you shall have twenty francs; if not before Louvres, 
thirty.’ 

“ And if we do overtake him ? ”’ 

“‘ Forty,’ said Andrea, after a moment’s hesitation, 
at the end of which he remembered that he might safely 
promise. 

“That will do!” said the man; ‘‘ get in, and we're 
off. Prrrrouuu !.”’ 

Andrea got into the cab, which passed rapidly through 
the Faubourg Saint-Denis, along the Faubourg Saint- 
Martin, crossed the barrier,.and threaded its way through 
the interminable Villette. They never overtook the chi- 
merical friend, yet Andrea frequently inquired of walking 
passers and at the inns which were not yet closed, for 
a green cabriolet and bay horse; and as there are a 
great many cabriolets to be seen on the road to the 
Pays-Bas, and nine-tenths of them are green, the in- 
quiries increased at-every step. Every one had just 
seen it pass; it was only five hundred, two hundred, one 
hundred steps in advance. At length they reached it, 
but it was not the friend. Once the cab was also passed 
by a caléche, rapidly whirled along by two post-horses. 

“Ah!” said Cavalcanti to himself, “if I only had that 
britska, those two good post-horses, and, above all, the 
passport that carries them on!” | And he sighed deeply. 

The caléche contained Mademoiselle -Danglars and 
Mademoiselle d’Armilly. 

‘“Onwards !. onwards!’ said) Andrea, ‘we must 
overtake him soon.” And the poor horse resumed the 
desperate gallop it had never slackened since leaving 
the barrier, and arrived smoking at Louvres. 
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‘“Certainly,” said’ Andrea, “I shall not overtake my 
friend, but I shall kill your horse, therefore T had better 
stop. Here are thirty francs. I will sleep at the Cheval 
Rouge, and will secure a place in the first coach. Good- 
night, friend!’” And Andrea, after placing six pieces | 
of five francs each in the man’s hand, leaped lightly on. 
to the pathway. melt 

The coachman joyfully pocketed the sum, and turned 
back on his road to Paris. Andrea pretended to go 
towards the hotel of the Cheval Rouge, but after stopping 
an instant against the door, and hearing the last sound. 
of the cab, which was disappearing to view, he went on 
his road, and with a firm tread prepared for a walk of 
two leagues. There he rested; he must be near Chapelle- 
en-Serval, where he pretended to be going. It was not 
fatigue that stayed Andrea here; it was that he might 
form some resolution, adopt. some plan. It would be 
impossible to make use of a ‘diligence, equally so to 
engage post-horses; to travel either way a passport 
was necessary. It would also be impossible to remain 
in the department of the Oise, one of the most open and 
strictly guarded in France; this was quite impossible, 
especially to a man like Andrea, perfectly conversant 
on criminal matters. He sat down by the side of the 
moat, buried his face in his hands, and reflected. Ten 
minutes after, he raised his head; his resolution was 
made. He threw some dust over the paletét, which he 
had found time to unhook from the ante-chamber and 
button over his ball costume, and, going to Chapelle-en 
Serval, he knocked loudly at the door of the only inn in 
the place.’ ‘The host opened it. % 

“ My friend,” said Andrea, ““I was coming from 
Montefontaine to Senlis, when my horse, which is a 
troublesome creature, stumbled and threw me. I must 
reach Compiégne to-night, or I shall cause deep anxiety 
to my family. Could you let me hire a horse of you’? ”’ 

An innkeeper has always a horse to let, whether it’ be 
good or bad. ‘The host of La Chapelle-en-Serval called 
the stable-boy, and ordered him to saddle Le Blanc; 
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then he awoke his son, a child of seven years, whom he 
ordered: to ride before the gentleman and bring back 
the horse. Andrea gave the innkeeper twenty francs, 
and, in taking them from his pocket, dropped a visiting- 
card. This belonged to one of his friends at the Café de 
Paris, so that the innkeeper, picking it up after Andrea 
had left, was convinced that he had let: his horse to 
M. le Comte de Mauléon, 25 Rue Saint-Dominique, these 
being the name and address on the card. 

Le Blanc was not ‘a fast animal, but it went equally 
and steadily ; in three hours and a half Andrea had run 
over the nine leagues which lie between Compiégne, and 
four o'clock struck as he reached the place where the 
diligences stop. There is an excellent hotel at Com- 
piegne, well remembered by those who have once been 
to it. Andrea, who had often stayed ithere in his rides 
about Paris, recollected the hotel of the Bell and Bottle. 
He turned round, saw the sign by the light of a reflected 
lamp, and having dismissed the child, giving him all 
the small coin he had about him, he began knocking at 
the door, reflecting, with justice, that, having now three 
or four hours before him, he had best fortify himself 
against the fatigues of the morrow by a sound sleep and 
a good supper. A waiter opened the door. 

‘“My friend,’ ‘said Andrea, “I have been dining at 
Saint-Jean-au-Bois, and expected to catch the coach which 
passes by at midnight, but, like a fool, I have lost my 
way, and have’ been walking for the last four hours in 
the forest. Show me into one’ of those pretty little 
rooms which overlook the court, and bring me a cold fowl 
and a bottle of Bordeaux.”’ 

The waiter had»no suspicion. Andrea spoke with 
perfect composure} he had a cigar in -his mouth, and his 
hands in the pockets of his palet6t; his clothes were 
elegant, his chin smooth, his! boots irreproachable ; he 
looked merely as if he had stayed out very late, that 
was all, While the waiter was preparing his room, the 
hostess rose.’ Andrea assumed his most charming smile, 
and asked if he could have No. 3, which he had occupied 
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on his last stay at Compiégne. Unfortunately No. 3 
was engaged by a young man who was travelling with 
his sister. Andrea appeared in despair, but. consoled 
himself when the hostess assured him that No. 7, pre- 
pared for him, was situated precisely the same as No: 3, 
and while warming his feet and chatting about the last 
races at Chantilly, he waited until they announced his 
room to be ready. 

Andrea had not spoken without cause of the pretty 
rooms looking out upon the court of the Bell Hotel, 
which, with its triple stages of galleries, looking like a 
theatre, with the jessamine and clematis twining round 
the light columns, forms one of the prettiest entrances 
to an inn you can imagine. The fowl was fresh, the 
wine old, \the fire clear and sparkling, and Andrea was 
surprised to find himself eating with as good an appetite 
as though nothing had happened. Then he went to 
bed, and almost immediately fell into that deep sleep 
which is sure to visit men of twenty years of age even 
when they are torn with remorse. Now here we are 
obliged to own that Andrea ought to have felt remorse, 
but that he did not: 

This was the plan which had appeared to him to 
afford the best chance of his security. Before daybreak 
he would awake, leave the hotel after rigorously dis- 
charging his bill, and, reaching the forest, he would, 
under pretence of making studies in painting, test the 
hospitality of some peasants ; procure himself the dress 
of a woodcutter and a hatchet, casting off the lion’s 
skin to assume that of the woodman; then, with his 
hands covered with dirt, his hair darkened by means 
of a leaden comb, his complexion embrowned with a 
preparation for which one of his old comrades had given 
him the recipe, he intended, through different forests, 
to reach the nearest frontier, walking by night and 
sleeping in the day in the forests and quarries, and only 
entering inhabited districts to buy a loaf from time to 
time. Once past the frontier, Andrea proposed making 
money of his diamonds; and, by uniting the proceeds 
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to ten bank-notes he always carried about with him in 
case of accident, he would then find himself possessor 
of about 50,000 livres, which he philosophically con- 
sidered as no very deplorable condition after all. -More- 
over, he reckoned much on its being to the interest of 
Danglars to hush up the rumour of their own misad- 
ventures. These were the reasons which, added -to the 
fatigue, caused Andrea to sleep so soundly. In order 
that he might wake early, he did not close the shutters, 
but contented himself with boiting the door, and placing 
on the table an unclasped and long-pointed knife, whose 
temper he well knew, and which was never absent from 
him. About seven in the morning Andrea was awakened 
by a ray of sunlight, which, warm and brilliant, played 
upon his face. In. all well-organized brains the pre- 


dominating idea—and there is always one—is sure to » 


be the last thought before sleeping, and the first .upon 
waking in the morning. Andrea had scarcely opened . 
his eyes when his predominating idea presented itself, 
and whispered in his ear that he had slept too long. He 
jumped out of bed and ran to the window. A gendarme 
was crossing the court. A gendarme is one of the most 
striking objects in the world, even to a man void of 
uneasiness; but for one who has a timid conscience, 
and with good cause too, the yellow, blue, and white 
uniform is really very alarming. 

“Why is that gendarme there ?”’ asked Andrea of 
himself. Then, all at once, he replied with that logic 
which the reader has, doubtless, remarked in him, 
“There is nothing astonishing in seeing a gendarme at 
an inn; instead of being astonished, let me dress my- 
self !”’ . 

And the youth dressed himself with a rapidity his valet- 
de-chambre had failed to divest him of during the few 
months of fashionable life he had led in Paris. 

“Good!” said Andrea, while dressing himself. “ PI 
wait till he leaves, and then I’ll slip away.” 

And, saying this, Andrea, who had now put on his 
boots and cravat, stole gently to the window, and a 
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second time lifted) up the muslin curtain. Not only; 
was the first gendarme: still there, but the young man: 
now perceived a second yellow, blue, and white uniform 
at the foot of the staircase, the’ only one by which he: 
could descend, while a third) onvhorseback, holding, a: 
musket in his fist, was posted as a sentinel at the great! 
street-door: which’ alone afforded) the means of» egress. 
This appearance of the third gendarme was particularly, 
decisive, for a crowd of curious: loungers was extended! 
before) him, effectually: blocking the entrance to ‘the: 
hotel. 

“They seek me!” was the first thought of Andrea.. 
““Diable 1 

A pallor overspread the young man’s forehead, and! 
he looked: around him with anxiety. His) room, like: all| 
those'on the same floor, had but one outlet to-the gallery 
in the sight of everybody. 

‘“T.am lost !’’ was his second thought; and, indeed, 
for a man in Andrea’s situation, an arrest comprehended | 
the assizes; the trial; and death—death without mercy. 
or delay. For a moment he convulsively pressed: his 
head within his hands, and during that brief period: he 
became nearly mad with terror; but soon a ray of hope 
glanced through the crowd of thoughts which bewildered | 
his mind, and a faint) smile played wpon his white lips 
and pallid cheeks. He looked: round and saw the! ob- 
jects of his search upon the chimney-piece—they were 
a pen, ink; and paper: With ‘forced composure he 
dipped the pen in the ink, and wrote the following lines 
wpon a'sheet of paper :— 


[have no money to pay my bill; but I am not a dis- 
honest man. I leave behind: me as ‘a pledge this pin, 
worth ten times) the amount. I shall be excused for 
escaping at. daybreak, for I was ‘ashamed.’ 


He then drew the pin from his oravatrand placed» it 
on the paper. This done, instead of leaving the: door 
fastened, he drew back the bolts;!and even placed. the 
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door ajar, as though he’ had left the room, forgetting 
to close it, and, shding up the chimney like a man ac- 
customed to that sort of gymnastic exercises, having 
effaced the very marks of his feet upon the floor, he 
commenced climbing the hollow tunnel, which afforded 
him the only means of escape‘left. At this precise time, 
the first gendarme Andrea had noticed walked upstairs, 
preceded by the commissaire of police, and supported 
by the second gendarme who guarded ‘the staircase, and 
was himself reinforced by the one stationed at the door. 
Andrea was indebted for this visit to the following cir- 
cumstances: At daybreak the telegraphs were ‘set at 
work in all directions, and almost immediately the au- 
thorities in every district had exerted their utmost en- 
deavours to arrest the murderer of Caderousse. |Com- 
piégne, that royal residence and fortified town, is well 
furnished with authorities, gendarmes, and commissaires 
de police. They, therefore, commenced operations as 
soon as the telegraphic’ dispatch arrived ; and the Bell 
and Bottle being the first hotel in the town, they had 
naturally directed thei first inquiries there. Now, 
besides the reports of the sentinels guarding the Hotel 
de Ville, which is next door to the Bell and Bottle, it had 
been stated that a number of travellers had arrived there 
during the night. The sentinel, who was relieved at 
six o’clock in the morning, remembered perfectly that, 
just as he was taking his post a few minutes past four, 
a young man arrived on ‘horseback, with a little boy 
before him. The -young man, having dismissed the 
boy and horse, knocked ‘at the door of the hotel, which 
was opened, and again closed after his entrance. This 
late ‘arrival had attracted much suspicion, and the 
young man being no other than Andrea, the commissaire 
and the gendarme, ‘who was a brigadier, directed their 
steps towards his room. They found the door ajar. 

“Oh! oh!” said the brigadier) who thoroughly 
understood the trick, “a bad sign to find the door open! 
{ would rather find it triply bolted.” 

And, indeed, the little note and pin upon the table 
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confirmed, or rather supported, the sad truth: Andrea: 
had fled. We say supported, because the brigadier wa 

too experienced to yield to a single proof. He glanced 
round, looked in the bed, shook the curtains, opened th 

closets, and finally stopped at the chimney. Andrea ha 

taken the precaution to leave no traces of his feet in th 

ashes, but still it was an outlet, and in this light was no 

to be passed over without serious investigation. Th 

brigadier sent for some sticks and straw, and havin 

filled the chimney with them, set a light to it. The fire: 
crackled, and the smoke ascended like the dull vapour 
from a volcano; but still no prisoner fell down as they; 
expected, The fact was, that Andrea, at war with society 
ever since his youth, was quite as deep as a gendarme, 
even though he were advanced to the rank of brigadier, 
and, quite prepared for the fire, he had reached the roof,. 
and was crouching down against the chimney-pots. Ati 
one time he thought he was saved, for he heard the 
brigadier exclaim, in a loud voice, to the two gendarmes,. 
“He isnot here!”’ But venturing to peep, he perceived: 
that the latter, instead of retiring, as might have been: 
reasonably expected upon this announcement, were watch- 
ing with increased attention. It was now his turn to 
look about him. The Hétel de Ville, a massive building: 
of the sixteenth century, was on his right; any one could 
descend from the openings in the tower, and examine 
every corner of the roof below; and Andrea expected. 
momentarily to see the head of a gendarme appear 
at one of these openings. If once discovered he knew 
he would be lost, for a chase on the roofs afforded no: 
chance of success; he therefore resolved to descend, not 
through the same chimney by which he arrived, but by 
a similar one conducting to another room. He looked 
round for a chimney from which no smoke issued, and 
having reached it, he disappeared through the orifice: 
without being seen by any one. At the same minute, 
one of the little windows of the Hétel de Ville was thrown 
open, and the head of a gendarme appeared. For an 
instant it remained motionless as one of the stone decora- 
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tions of the building, then after a long sigh of disappoint- 
ment, the head disappeared. The brigadier, calm and 
dignified as the law he represented, passed through the 
crowd, without answering the thousand questions ad- 
dressed to him, and re-entered the hotel. 

“ Well ?”’ asked the two gendarmes. 

“ Well, my boys,” said the brigadier, ‘“‘ the brigand 
must really have escaped early this morning; but we will 
send to the road of Villers-Coterets and Noyon, and 
search the forest, when we shall catch him, no doubt.” 

The honourable functionary had scarcely expressed 
himself thus, in that intonation which is peculiar to 
brigadiers of the gendarmerie, when a loud scream, 
accompanied by the violent ringing of a bell, resounded 
through the court of the hotel. 

“Ah! what is that ?”’ cried the brigadier. 

‘““Some_ traveller seems impatient,’ said the host. 
“ What number was it rang ?”’ 

SuNoiraxt! 

* Run, waiter |!” 

At this moment the screams and ringing were re- 
doubled. 

“Aha!” said the brigadier, stopping the servant, 
“the person who is ringing appears to want something 
more than a waiter; we will attend upon him with a 
gendarme. Who occupies No. 3?” 

“The little fellow who arrived last night in a post- 
chaise with his sister, and who asked for a double-bedded 
room.” 

The bell here rang for a third time, with another 
shriek full of anguish. 

“Follow me, M. le Commissaire,”’ said the brigadier ; 
“tread in my steps.” 

“Wait an instant,” said the host. “‘ No. 3 has two 
staircases, an interior and an exterior.” 

“Good!” said the brigadier. “I will take charge 
of the interior. Are the carbines loaded ?”’ 

“ Yes, brigadier.” 

“Well, you guard.the exterior, and if he attempt to 
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fly, fire upon him. He must be a great criminal fro 
what the telegraph says.” | ) 

The brigadier, followed. by the commissaire, diss 
appeared by the interior staircase; accompanied by the 
noise which his assertions respecting Andrea had ex- 
cited in the crowd. This is what had happened: Andreas 
had very cleverly managed to descend two-thirds of the 
chimney, but then his foot sipped, and, notwithstanding 
his endeavours, he came into the room with more speed 
and noise than he’ imtended.. It would have. signified 
little had the room been empty, but, unfortunately, it 
was occupied. Two ladies, sleeping in one bed, were 
awakened, by the noise, and fixing their eyes upon the 
spot whence. the sound proceeded, they saw a man. 
One of these ladies, the fair one, uttered those terrible 
shrieks which resounded through the house, while the 
other, rushing to the bell-rope, rang with all her strength. 
Andrea, as we can see, was surrounded by misfortune. 

“For pity’s sake!’ he cried, pale and bewildered, 
without seeing whom he was addressing—‘‘ for pity’s 
sake, do not call assistance! Save me! I will: not 
harm you.” . 

‘ Andrea the murderer!,”’ cried one of the ladies. 

“Eugénie! Mademoiselle Danglars!’”’ exclaimed An- 
drea, stupefied. 

“ Help! help!” cried: Mademoiselle d’Armilly, taking 
the bell from her companion’s hand and ringing it yet 
more violently. 


“Save me; I am pursued!” said Andrea, clasping 
his hands. “‘ For pity—for mency’s sake, do not deliver 
me up!” 


“It is too late; they-are coming,’’ said Eugénie. 

“ Well, conceal me somewhere. Yow can, say. you 
were needlessly alarmed ;. you can’ turn: their suspicions, 
and save my life!” 

The two. ladies, pressing closely to one another, and 
drawing the bedelothes tightly round them, remained 
silent to this supplicating voice; all their repugnance, all 
their fear, rose in their imaginations. 
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“Well, be it so,” at Jength said Eugénie. ‘“ Return by 
the same road you camo, and we will say nothing about 
you, unhappy wretch.” 

“ Here he is! here he is!” cried a voice in the landing: 
place“ here he is!) I see him!” 

The brigadier had put his eye to the keyhole and had 
perceived Andrea standing and entreating. <A violent 
blow from the butt-end of the musket»burst’ open the 
lock, two more forced owt the bolts, and the broken door 
fell in. Andrea ran to the other door, leading to the 
gallery, ready to rush out; but he was stopped short, 
and he stood with his body a little thrown back, pale, 
and with the useless knife in his clenched hand. 

“Fly, then!” cried Mademoiselle d’Armilly, whose 
pity returned as her fears diminished—“ fly !” 

“ Or kill yourself !”’ said Eugénie, in'a tone which a 
Vestal in the circle would have used, while ordering the 
victorious gladiator to finish his vanquished adversary. 

Andrea shuddered, and looked on the young girl with 
an expression which proved how little he understood such 
ferocious honour. 

“Kill myself !’’ he cried, throwing down his knife ; 
“why should I do so?” 

“Why, you said,” answered Mademoiselle Danglars, 
‘that you would be condemned to die like the worst 
criminals.” 

“Bah!” said Cavalcanti, crossing his arms, “ one 
has friends !” 

The brigadier advanced to him, sword in hand. 

“Come, come,” said Andrea, “‘ sheathe your sword, 
my fine fellow. There is no occasion to make such a 
fuss, since I yield myself.” And he held out his hands 
to be manacled. — : 

The two girls looked with horror upon this horrid 
metamorphosis—the man of the world shaking off his 
covering and appearing the galley-slave. Andrea turned 
towards them, and with an impertinent smile asked,— 

“ Have you any message for your father, Mademoiselle 
Danglars, for, in all probability, I shall return to Paris ?” 
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Eugénie covered her face with her hands. 

“Oh! oh!” said Andrea, ‘“‘ you need not be ashamed, 
even though you did post after me. Was I not nearly 
your husband ?”’ 

And with this raillery Andrea went out, leaving the 
two girls a prey to their own sufferings of shame and — 
to the commentaries of the crowd. An hour after, they 
stepped into their caléche, both dressed in female attire. 
The gate of the hotel had been closed to screen them 
from sight, but they were forced, when the door was 
opened, to pass through a throng of curious glances 
and whispering voices. Eugénie closed her eyes; but 
though she could not see, she could hear, and the sneers 
of the crowd reached her in the carriage. 

“Oh, why is not the’ world a wilderness ?’’ she ex- 
claimed, throwing herself into the arms of Mademoiselle 
d’Armilly, her eyes sparkling with the same kind of rage 
which made Nero wish that the Roman world had but 
one neck, that he might sever it at a single blow. The 
next day they stopped at the Hotel de Flandre at Brus- 
sels. The same evening Andrea was secured in the Con- 
ciergerie. 


CHAPTER? «XCIX. 
THE LAW. 


WE have seen how quietly Mademoiselle Danglars and 
Mademoiselle d’Armilly accomplished their transforma- 
tion and flight; the fact being that every one was too 
much occupied in their own affairs to think of theirs, 
We will leave the banker contemplating the enormous 
columns of his debt before the phantom of bankruptcy, 
and follow the baroness, who, after remaining for a 
moment as if crushed under the weight of the blow 
which had struck her, had gone to seek her usual adviser, 
Lucien Debray. The baroness had looked forward to 
this marriage as a means of ridding her of a guardianship 
which, over a girl of Eugénie’s character, could not fail 
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to be rather a troublesome undertaking; for in those 
tacit understandings which maintain the bond of family 
union, the mother is only really: the mistress of her 
daughter upon the condition of continually presenting 
herself to her as a model of wisdom and type of per- 
fection. Now, Madame Danglars feared the penetration 
of Eugénie and the advice of Mademoiselle d’Armilly. 
She had frequently observed the contemptuous expression 
with which her daughter looked upon Debray—an ex- 
pression which seemed to imply that she understood all 
her mother’s amorous and pecuniary relationships with 
the intimate secretary ; moreover, she saw that Eugénie 
detested Debray, not only because he was a cause of 
dissension and scandal in the paternal roof, but because 
she had at once classed him in that catalogue of bipeds 
whom Plato endeavours to withdraw from the appella- 
tion of men, and whom Diogenes designated as animals 
upon two legs without feathers. Unfortunately in this 
world of ours, each person views things through a certain 
medium, which prevents him seeing them in the same 
light as others; and Madame Danglars, therefore, very 
much regretted that the marriage of Eugénie had not 
taken place, not only because the match was good, and 
likely to ensure the happiness of her child, but because 
it would also set her at liberty. She ran, therefore, to 
Debray’s, who after having, like the rest of Paris, wit- 
nessed the contract scene and the scandal attending it, 
had retired in haste to his club, where he was chatting 
with some friends upon the events, which served as a 
subject of conversation for three-fourths of that city, 
known as the capital of the world. At the precise time 
when Madame Danglars, dressed in black, and concealed 
in a long veil, was ascending the stairs leading to the 
apartments of Debray, notwithstanding the assurances 
of the young man that his master was not at home, 
Debray was occupied in repelling the insinuations of a 
friend, who tried to persuade him that after the terrible 
scene which had just taken place, he ought, as a friend 
of the family, to marry Mademoiselle Danglars and her 
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two millions. Debray did not. defend himself very 
warmly, fori the idea had sometimes crossed his mind ; 
still, when he recollected the independent, proud spirit 
of Eugénie, he positively rejected it as utterly impos- 
sible, though the same thought again continually re- 
curred, and found a resting-place in his heart. ‘Tea, play. 
and the conversation, which had become interesting 
during the discussion of such serious affairs, lasted till 
one o'clock m the morning. 

Meanwhile Madame Danglars, veiled and fainting, 
awaited the return of Debray im the little green-room, 
seated between two baskets of flowers, which she had 
that morning sent, and which, it must be confessed, | 
Debray had himself arranged: and. watered with. so 
much care that his absence was half excused in the 
eyes of the poor woman. At forty mimutes past eleven, 
Madame Danglars, tired) of waiting, returned home. 
Women of a certain grade are like grisettes in one re- 
spect—they seldom return home after twelve o’clock. 
fhe baroness returned to the hétel with as much caution 
as Eugénie used. in leaving it. She ran lightly upstairs, 
and with an aching heart entered her apartment, con- 
tiguous, as we know, to that of Eugénie. She was very 
fearful of exciting any remark, and believed firmly in her 
daughter’s innocence and fidelity: to her paternal roof. 
She listened at Eugénie’s door; then, hearing no sound, 
she tried to enter, but the bolts were drawn. Madame 
Danglars fancied that, fatigued with the terrible ex- 
citement of the evening, she had retired to her bed and 
slept. She called her lady’s-maid and questioned her, 

‘Mademoiselle’ Eugénie,” she said, “retired to her 
apartment with Mademoiselle d’ Armilly ; they then took 
tea together, after which they desired me to: leave, 
saying they required me no longer.’ Since then the 
lady’s-maid had been below, and, like every one else, 
she thought the young ladies were in their own room. 
Madame Danglars, therefore; went to bed, without a 
shadow of suspicion, and began to muse over the past 
events: In proportion as her ideas became clearer, so 
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did occurrences at the scene of the contract increase in 
magnitude; it no longer appeared mere confusion—it 
was a tumult; it was no longer something distressing, 
but disgraceful. And then the baroness remembered 
that she had felt no pity for poor Mercédés, who had 
been afflicted with as severe a blow through her husband 
and son. 
‘“Eugénie,” she said to herself, ‘‘is lost, and so are 
we. The affair, as it will be reported, will cover us 
with shame; for, in society such as ours, satire inflicts 
a painful and incurable wound. How fertunate that 
Eugénie is possessed of that strange character which has 
so often made. me tremble!’ And her glance was 
turned towards heaven, where that mysterious Provi- 
dence disposes all things, and out of a fault, nay, even 
a vice, sometimes produces'a blessing. And then her 
thoughts, cleaving through space as a bird in the air, 
rested on Cavalcanti. This Andrea was a wretch, a 
robber, an assassin, and yet his manners indicated a 
sort of education, if not a complete one. He had been 
presented to the world with the appearance of an im- 
mense fortune, supported by an honourable name. 
How could she extricate herself from this labyrinth ? 
To whom would she apply to help her out of this pamful 
situation 2 Debray, to whom ‘she had run, with the 
first instinct of a woman towards the man she loves, 
and who yet betrays her—Debray could but give her 
advice. She must apply to some one more powerful 
than he. The baroness then thought of M. de Villefort. 
It was M. de Villefort who had caused Cavalcanti to be 
arrested ; it-was M. de Villefort who had remorselessly 
brought misfortune into her family, as though they had 
been strangers. But, no; on reflection the procureur 
du roi was not a merciless man, and it was the magistrate, 
slave to his duties, the friend, and loyal friend, who, 
roughly but firmly cut into the very core of the cor- 
ruption; it was not the executioner, but the surgeon, 
who wished to withdraw the honour of Danglars from 
the ignominious association with the lost young;man 


504 THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO. 


they had presented to the world as their son-in-law. 
From the moment that Villefort, the friend of Danglars, 
acted thus, no one could suppose that the banker had 
been previously acquainted with, or had lent himself to, 
any of the intrigues of Andrea. The conduct of Ville- 
fort, therefore, upon reflection, appeared to the baroness 
as if shaped for their mutual advantage. But the in- 
flexibility of the procureur du roi should stop there. 
She would see him the next day; and if she could not 
make him fail in his duties as a magistrate, she would, 
at least, obtain all the indulgence he could allow. She 
would invoke the past, recall old recollections; she 
would supplicate him by the remembrance of guilty 
yet happy days. M. de Villefort would stifle the affair ; 
he had only to turn his eyes on one side, and allow 
Andrea to fly, and only pursue the crime under that 
shadow of guilt called contempt of court. And after 
this reasoning she slept easily. 

At nine o’clock next morning she rose, and without 
ringing for her maid, or giving the least sign of her 
existence, she dressed herself in the same simple style 
as on the previous night; then running downstairs she 
left the hétel, walked to the Rue de Provence, called a 
fiacre, and drove to M. de Villefort’s house. For the 
last month this wretched house had presented the 
gloomy appearance of a. lazaretto infected, with the 
plague. Some of the apartments were closed within 
and without; the shutters were only opened to admit 
a minute’s air, showing the scared face of a footman, 
and immediately afterwards the window would be closed, 
like a gravestone falling on a sepulchres. and the neigh- 
bours would say to each other in a low voice, ‘ Shall we 
to-day see another bier leave the house of M. le Procureur 
du Roi?” 

Madame Danglars involuntarily shuddered at. the 
aspect of the desolate house. Descending from the fiacre, 
she approached the door with trembling knees, and rang 
the bell. Three times did the bell ring with a dull, 
heavy sound, seeming to participate in the general 


THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO, 595 


sadness, before the concierge appeared and peeped 
through the door, which he opened just wide enough to 
allow his words to be heard. He saw a lady, a fashion- 
able, elegantly-dressed lady, and yet the door remained 
almost closed. 

“Do you intend opening the door ?”’ said the baroness. 

“ First, madame, who are you ?” 

“Who am 1? You know me well enough.” 

“We no longer know any one, madame.”’ 

‘“ You must be mad, my friend,” said the baroness. 

“Where do you come from ?”’ 

' “Oh, this is too much !”’ 

‘““Madame, these are my orders; excuse me. Your 
name ?”’ 

‘The Baroness Danglars; you have seen me twenty 
times.” 

“Possibly, madame. And now, what do you want ?”’ 

“Oh, how extraordinary! I shall complain to M. de 
Villefort of the impertinence of his servants.” 

““Madame, this is precaution, not impertinence. No 
one enters here without an order from M. d’Avrigny, or 
without speaking to M. le Procureur du Roi.” 

“ Well, my business is with M. le Procureur du Roi.” 

“Ts it pressing business ? ” 

“ You can imagine so, since 1 have not even brought 
my carriage out yet. But enough of this. Here is my 
card; take it to your master.” 

“ Madame will await my return ?”’ 

felesiapo.”2 

The concierge closed the door, leaving Madame Dan- 
glars in the street. She had not long to wait; directly 
afterwards the door was opened wide enough to admit 
her, and when she had passed through it was again 
shut. Without losing sight of her for an instant, the 
concierge took a whistle from his pocket as soon as they 
entered the court, and sounded it. The valet-de-chambre 
appeared on the doorsteps. ; 

“Vou will excuse this poor fellow, madame,” he said, 
as he preceded the baroness. ‘‘ But his orders are pre- 
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cise, and M. de Villefort begged me to tell you he could 
not act otherwise than he had done.” | 

In the court was a tradesman showing his merchandise, 
who had been admitted with the same precautions. 
The baroness ascended the steps ; she felt herself strongly 
infected with the sadness which, as it were, seemed to 
enlarge the circle of her own, and still guided by the 
valet-de-chambre, who never lost sight of her for an 
instant, she was introduced to the study of the magis- 
trate... Preoccupied as Madame Danglars had been 
with the object of her visit, the treatment she had re- 
ceived from these underlings appeared to her so insulting 
that she began by complaiming of it. But. Viallefort, 
raising his head, bowed down by grief, looked up at 
her with so sad a smile that her complaints died upon 
her lips. 

“Forgive my servants,’ he said, “for; a terror I 
cannot blame them. for; from bemg suspected, they 
have become suspicious.” 

Madame Danglars had often heard of the terror to 
which the magistrate alluded, but without the evidence 
of her own eyesight she could never have believed the 
sentiment had been carried so far. 

“You, too, then, are unhappy ?”’ she said. 

‘Yes, madame,” replied the magistrate. 

‘‘ Then you. pity mei?” 

“Sincerely, madame.” 

“ And you understand what brings me here ?”’ 

“ You wish to speak to me about the circumstance 
which has just happened 2,” 

“Yes, sir, a fearful misfortune.’ 

‘““ You mean a mischance.”’ 

‘A mischance!”’ repeated the baroness. 

‘ Alas! madame,’’ said the procureur du roi, with his 
imperturbable calmness of manner, ‘‘ I consider those 
alone misfortunes which are irreparable.”’ 

‘‘ And do you suppose this will be forgotten ? ”’ 

“Everything will be forgotten, madame,” said Ville- 
fort. ‘ Your daughter will be: married) to-morrow, if 
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not to-day—in a week, if not to-morrow... And I do 
not think you can regret the intended husband \of your 
daughter.” 

Madame Danglars gazed on Villefort, stupefied:to. find 
him so almost insultingly calm, 

“Am I come to a friend ?”’ she asked, in a tone full of 
mournful dignity. 

“You know that you are, madame,” said Villefort, 
whose pale cheeks became slightly flushed as he gave 
her the assurance. And ‘truly this assurance carried 
him back to different events to those now occupying 
the baroness and him... 

“ Well, then, be more affectionate, my dear Villefort,”’ 
said the baroness, ‘‘ Speak to, me not as a magistrate, 
but as a friend ; and when I amin bitter anguish of spirit, 
do, not tell me I ought to be gay.” | Villefort bowed, 

“When I hear misfortunes named, madame,” he said, 
“IT have within the last few months contracted the bad 
habit of thinking of my own, and then I cannot help draw- 
ing up an egotistical parallel in. my mind. This is the 
reason that by the side of my misfortunes yours appear 
to me mere mischances: this is why my dreadful posi- 
tion makes yours appear enviable. But this annoys you; 
let us change the subject. You were saying, madame——” 
“T. came) to ask you, my friend,” said the baroness, 
““what will be done with this impostor.” 

“Impostor!” repeated Villefort. ‘‘ Certainly, madame, 
you appear to extenuate some cases and exaggerate 
others. Impostor indeed!:.M. Andrea Cavalcanti, or, 
rather, M. Benedetto, is nothing more nor less than an 
assassin.” T 

“Sir, I de not deny the justice of your correction ; 
but the more severely you; arm yourself against that 
unfortunate, the more deeply will you strike our family. 
Come, forget him for a moment, and, instead. of pursuing 
him, let him fly.’ h 

“You are too late, madame; the orders are issued.”’ 

‘“ Well; should he be arrested Do you think they 
will arrest him)?” 
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‘CT hope so,” 

“Tf they should arrest him (I know that sometimes 
prisons afford means of escape), will you leave him in 
prison ?” 

The procureur du roi shook his head. 

“At least keep him there till my daughter be married.”’ 

“Impossible, madame ; justice has its formalities.” 

“What! even for me?” said the baroness, half 
jesting, half in earnest. 

‘For all—even for myself among the rest,” replied 
Villefort. 

“Ah!” exclaimed the baroness, without expressing 
the ideas which the exclamation betrayed. 

Villefort looked at her with that piercing glance which 
read the secrets of the heart. 

“Yes, I know what. you mean,” he said. ‘ You 
allude to those terrible rumours spread abroad in the 
world, that all those deaths which have kept me in 
mourning for the last three months, and from which 
Valentine has only escaped by a miracle, have not hap- 
pened by natural means.” 

“T was not thinking of that,” replied Madame Dan- 
glars quickly. 

“Yes, you were thinking of it, and with justice. You 
could not help thinking of it, and saying to yourself, 
“You, who pursue crime so vindictively, answer now, 
Why are there unpunished crimes in your dwelling ?? ” 

The baroness became pale. 

‘“ You were saying this, were you not ?”’ 

“Well, I own it.” 

“I will answer you.” 

Villefort drew his armchair nearer to Madame Dan- 
glars, then, resting both hands upon his desk, he said, 
in a voice more hollow than usual,— 

“There are crimes which remain unpunished because 
the criminals are unknown, and we might strike the 
innocent instead of the guilty; but when the culprits 
are discovered “ (Villefort here extended his hand to- 
wards a large crucifix placed opposite ‘to his desk)— 
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‘when they are discovered, I swear to you, by all I hold 
most sacred, that whoever they may be, they shall die. 
Now, after the oath I have just taken, and which I will 
keep, madame, dare you ask for mercy for that wretch ?”’ 
“ But, sir, are you sure he is as guilty as they say ?” 
“Listen; this is his description: ‘ Benedetto, con- 


‘ 


_demned, at the age of sixteen, for five years to the 


galleys for forgery.’ He promised well, as you see; 
first a runaway, then an assassin.” 

‘“ And who is this wretch? ”’ 

“Who can tell. ?—a vagabond, a Corsican.” 

“Has no one owned him ?.” 

“No one; his parents are unknown.” 

“But who was the man who brought him from Lucca ?”’ 

“Another rascal like himself; perhaps his accomplice.” 

The baroness clasped her hands. 

“Villefort !’’ she exclaimed, in her softest and most 
captivating manner. 

“For Heaven’s sake, madame,” said Villefort, with a 
firmness of expression not altogether free from harsh- 
ness—for Heaven’s sake, do not ask pardon of me for 
a guilty wretch. What amI? The law. Has the law 
any eyes to witness your grief ? Has the law ears to 
be melted by your sweet voice ? Has the law a memory 
for all those soft recollections you endeavour to recall ? 
No, madame; the law has commanded, and when it 
commands, it strikes. You will tell me that I am a 
living being, and not a code; a man, and not a volume. 
Look at me, madame, look around me. Have mankind 
treated me as a brother’? Have they loved me ? Have 
they spared me? Has any one shown the mercy to- 
wards me that you now ask at my hands?) No, madame; 
they struck me, always struck me! Woman! siren that 
you are, do you persist in fixing on me that fascinating 
eye, which reminds me that I ought to blush ? Well, 
be it sc; let me blush for the faults you know, and 
perhaps—perhaps for even more than those! But 
having sinned myself, it may be more deeply than others, 
I never rest till I have torn the disguises from my fellow- 
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creatures, and found out their weaknesses. I) have 
always found them; and more, I repeat with joy, with 
triumph, I have always found some proof of human 
perversity or, error. Every criminal I condemn seems 
to me a living proof that I am not a hideous exception 
tothe rest... Alas! alas! alas! all the world:is wicked, 
let us therefore strike at wickedness.’ 

Villefort pronounced these last words with a feverish 
rage, which gave a ferocious eloquence to his words. 

“But,” said Madame Danglars, resolving to make a 
last effort, “‘ this young man, though a murderer, is an 
orphan, abandoned by everybody.” 

“So much the worse, or, rather, so much the better ; 
it has been so ordained that he may have none to weep 
his. fate.’ 

“ But this is trampling on the weak, sir.” 

“The weakness of a murderer |” 

“ His dishonour reflects upon us.” 

“Is not death in my house ?.” 

“ Oh, sir!’ exclaimed, the baroness, “you are without 
pity for others.. Well, then, 1 tell you, they will have 
no mercy. on you !”’ 

“ Be it so |.’ said Villefort, raising his arms to heaven. 

“At least delay the trial till the next assizes;\we 
shall then have six months before us.” ) 

“No, madame,’ said Villefort; “ instructions have 
been given.;, There.are|yet five days left: Five days 
are more than I require... Do you not think that I also 
long for forgetfulness P, While working night and day, 
I sometimes lose all recollection of the past, and then I 
experience the same sort, of happiness.I cam imagine 
the dead to, feels still it is better than suffering,” 

“ But, sir, he has fled. Let him escape; inaction is a 
pardonable offence.” 

“1 tell you it is too late;) early! this morning the 
telegraph was employed, and at this very minute——” 

“Sir,” said the valet-de-chambre, entering the: room, 
“a. dragoon has brought: this dispatch from the Minister 
of the Interior.” 
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Villefort ‘seized the letter, and hastily unsealed it. 
Madame. Danglars trembled with fear, Villefort started 
with joy. 

“Arrested! hes exclaimedo)‘‘ He owas :taken at 
Compiégne, and all is over.” 

Madame Danglars rose from her seat, pale and cold. 

“Adieu, sir !’sshe said. 

“ Adieu, madame,” replied the procureur du roi, as in 
an almost joyful manner he conducted her ‘to the door. 
Then, turning to his desk, he said, striking the letter with 
his right hand, “Come; I had a forgery, three robberies, 
and two incendiaries; I only wanted a murder, and 
here itis. It will bea splendid session.” 


CHAPTER »C. 
THE APPARITION: 


As the procureur du roi had told Madame: Danglars, 
Valentine: was not yet) tecovered..; Bowed down: with 
fatigue, she was indeed confined to ‘her bed, and it was 
in her own room, and from the lips of Madame de Ville- 
fort, that she heard all the strange: events we have 
related—-we mean the flight of Eugénie andthe arrest 
of Andrea: Cavalcanti;-or rather, Benedetto, together 
with the accusation of murder pronounced against him. 
But Valentine was iso weak that this recital scarcely 
produced the same effect it would: have done had she 
been'in her usual state:of health. Indeed her brain was 
only the seat’ of vague ideas, and confused forms, mingled 
with strange fancies, alone presented themselves before 
her eyes. During ‘the daytime Valentine’s perceptions 
remained tolerably clear, owing to the constant presence 
of M. Noirtier, who caused himself to. be carried to his 
granddaughter’s room, and watched her with his paternal 
tenderness.  Villefort} also, on his. return from the 
Palais, frequently passed an hour or two with his father 
and child. Atsix o’clock Villefort:retired to his study, 
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at eight M. d’Avrigny arrived himself, bringing the night 
draught prepared for the young girl, and then M. Noirtier 
was carried away. A nurse of the doctor’s choice suc- 
ceeded them, and never left till about ten or eleven 
o’clock, when Valentine was asleep. As she went 
downstairs she gave the keys of Valentine’s room to M. 
Villefort, so that no one could reach the sickroom 
excepting through that of Madame de Villefort and 
little Edward’s. Every morning Morrel called. on 
Noirtier to receive news of Valentine, and, extraordinary 
as it seemed, each day found him less uneasy. Cer- 
tainly though Valentine still laboured under dreadful 
nervous excitement, she was better, and moreover 
Monte-Cristo had told him when, half distracted, he 
had rushed to his house, that if she was not dead in two 
hours she was saved. Now four days had elapsed, 
and Valentine still lived. The nervous excitement of 
which we speak pursued Valentine even in her sleep, 
or rather in that state of somnolence which succeeded 
her waking hours. It was then, in the silence of night, 
in the dim light shed from the alabaster lamp on the 
chimney-piece, that she saw those shadows pass and 
repass, which hover over the bed of sickness, and fan 
the fever with their trembling wings. First she fancied 
she saw her stepmother threatening her; then Morrel 
stretched his arms towards her ; sometimes mere strangers, 
hike the Count of Monte-Cristo, appeared to visit her ; 
even the very furniture in these moments of delirium 
seemed to move, and this state lasted till about three 
o’clock in the morning, when a deep, heavy slumber 
overcame the young girl, from which she did not awake 
till morning. On the evening of the day on which 
Valentine had learnt the flight of Eugénie and the 
arrest of Benedetto, Villefort having retired as well as 
Noirtier and D’Avrigny, her thoughts wandered in a 
confused maze, alternately reviewing her own situation 
and the events she had just heard. 

Eleven o’clock had struck. The nurse having placed 
the beverage prepared by the doctor within reach of 
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the patient, and locked the door, was listening’ with 
terror to the comments of the servants in the kitchen, 
and storing her memory with all the horrible stories 
which had for some months past amused the occupants 
of the ante-chambers in the house of the procureur du 
roi. Meanwhile an unexpected scene was passing in 
the room which had been so carefully locked. 

Ten minutes had elapsed since the nurse had left. 
Valentine, who for the last hour had been suffering 
from the fever which returned nightly, incapable of con- 
trolling her ideas, was forced to yield to the excitement 
which exhausted itself in producing and reproducing a 
succession and recurrence of the same fancies and images. 
The night-lamp threw out countless rays, each resolving 
‘itself into some strange form to her disordered imagina- 
tion, when suddenly, by its flickering light, Valentine 
thought she saw the door of her library, which was in 
the recess by the chimney-piece, open slowly, though 
she in vain listened for the sound of the hinges on which 
it turned. At any other time Valentine would have 
seized the silken bell-pull and summoned assistance, but 
nothing astonished her in her present situation. Her 
reason told her that all the visions she beheld were but 
the children of her imagination, and the conviction 
was strengthened by the fact that in the morning no 
traces remained of the nocturnal phantoms, who dis- 
appeared with the daylight. Behind the door a human 
figure appeared; but she was too familiar with such 
apparitions to be alarmed, and, therefore, only stared, 
hoping to recognize Morrel. The figure advanced to- 
wards the bed, and appeared to listen with profound 
attention. At this moment a ray of light glanced 
across the face of the midnight visitor. 

“It is not he!’’ she murmured, and waited, in the 
assurance of its being but a dream, for the man to dis- 
appear or assume some other form. Still she felt her 
pulse, and finding it throbbing violently, she remem- 
bered that the best method of dispelling such illusions 
was to drink; for a draught of the beverage prepared by 
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the doctor to allay her fever seemed. to cause a reaction 
of the brain, and, for a short time, she suffered less. 
Valentine, therefore, reached her hand towards the 
glass, but as soon as her trembling arm left the bed 
the apparition advanced more quickly towards her, and 
approached the young girl so closely that she fancied 
she heard his breath and felt the pressure of his hand. 
This time the illusion, or rather the reality, surpassed 
anything Valentine had before experienced... She began 
to believe herself really alive and awake, and the belief 
that her reason was this time not deceived made her 
shudder... The pressure she felt, was evidently intended 
to arrest her arm, and she slowly. withdrew it. Then 
the figure, from whom she could not detach her eyes, 
and who appeared more protecting than menacing, took 
the glass, and walking towards the night-hght held it 
up as if to test its transparency. This did not seem 
sufficient ; the man, or rather the phantom—for he trod 
so softly that no sound was heard—then poured out 
about a spoonful into a glass, and drank it. Valentine 
witnessed this scene with a sentiment of stupefaction. 
Every minute she had expected that it would vanish 
and give place to another vision ; but the man, instead 
of dissolving hike a, shadow, again approached her, and 
said, in an agitated voice,— ! 

“ Now you may drink.” 

Valentine shuddered., It was the first ‘time one of 
these visions had ever addressed her in a living voice, 
and she was about to utter, an exclamation. The man 
placed his finger on her lips. 

“ The Count of Monte-Cristo !”” she murmured. 

It was easy to see that no doubt now remained in the 
young girl’s mind as to the reality of the scene. - Her 
eyes started with terror, her hands ‘trembled, and she 
rapidly drew her bedclothes closer to her. » Still the pres- 
ence of Monte-Cristo at such an hour, his mysterious, 
fanciful, and extraordinary entrance into her room, 
through the wall, might well seem impossibilities' to. her 
shattered reason. re 
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“Do not call any one—do not be alarmed,” said the 
count—“ do not let a shade of suspicion or uneasiness 
remain in your breast. The man standing before you, 
Valentine (for this time it is no’phantom), is nothing 
more than the tenderest father and the most respectful 
friend you could dream of.” 

Valentine could not reply. The voice which indicated 
the real: presence of a being in the room alarmed her so 
much that»she feared to utter a syllable; still, the ex- 
pression of her eyes seemed to inquire, “ If your inten- 
tions are pure, why are you here ?” 

The count’s marvellous sagacity understood all that 
was passing in the young girl’s mind. 

“ Listen to me,” he said, ‘‘ or, rather, look upon me— 
look at my face, paler even than usual, and my eyes, 
red with weariness; for four days I have not closed 
them, for I have been constantly watching you, to 
protect and preserve you for Maximilian.” 
| The blood mounted rapidly to the cheeks of Valentine, 
for the name just pronounced by the count dispelled a'l 
the fear with which his presence had inspired her. 

‘““ Maximilian !”’ she exclaimed, and so sweet did the 
sound appear to her that she repeated it—‘‘ Maximilian ! 
Has he, then; owned all to you ?” 

‘Everything. He told me your life was his, and I 
have promised him you shall live.” 

‘“You have promised him that Ishall live ?” 

rv Mess" 

“ But, sir; you spoke of vigilance and protection. Are 
you a doctor ?” ; 

“Yes; the best you could have at the present time, 
believe, me.” , 

‘‘But you say you have watched,” said Valentine 
uneasily... ‘“ Where have you been? ‘I have not seen 

ou,” ) 
Y The count extended his hand towards the library. 
“I was hidden behind that door,’ he said, “ which 
jleads into the next house, which I have rented.” : 
Valentine turned her eyes away, and with an in- 


606 THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO. 


dignant expression of pride and modest fear, ex- 
claimed,— | 

‘Sir, 1 think you have been guilty of an unparalleled 
intrusion, and that which you call protection is: more 
resembling an insult.” 

“Valentine,” he answered, “during my long watch 
over you, all I have observed has been what people 
visited you, what nourishment was prepared, and what 
beverage was served; then when the latter appeared 
dangerous to me, I entered, as I have now done, and 
substituted, in place of the poison, a healthy draught, 
which, instead of producing the death intended, caused 
life to circulate in your veins.” 

“« Poison—death !”’, exclaimed Valentine, half be- 
lieving herself under the influence of some feverish hal- 
lucination. ‘‘ What are you saying, sir?” 

‘Hush, my child!’’ said Monte-Cristo, again placing 
his finger upon her lips. “I did say poison and death. 
But drink some of this.” And the count took a bottle 
from his pocket containing a red liquid, of which he 
poured a few drops into the glass. ‘ Drink this, and 
then take nothing more to-night.” 

Valentine stretched out her hand, but scarcely had 
she touched the glass than she drew it back in fear. 
Ifonte-Cristo took the glass, and drank half its con- 
tents, and then presented it to Valentine, who smiled, 
and swallowed the rest. 

“Oh yes!” she exclaimed, “I recognize the flavour 
of my nocturnal beverage, which refreshed me so much, 
and seemed to ease my aching brain. Thank you, sir, 
thank you!” “ 

“This is how you have lived during the last four 
nights, Valentine,” said the count. ‘But, oh! how I 
passed that time! Oh, the wretched hours I have 
endured—the torture to which I have submitted when 
1 saw the deadly poison poured into your glass, and 
how I trembled lest you would drink it before I could 
find time to throw it away !”’ 

“Sir,” said Valentine, at the height of her terror, 
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“you say you endured tortures when you saw the deadly 
poison poured into my glass; but if you saw this; you 
_ also have seen the person who poured it ?”’ 

« esi?” 

Valentine raised herself in bed, and drew over her 
chest, which appeared whiter than snow, the ‘embroidered 
cambric, still moist with the cold dews of delirium, to 
which were now added those of terror. 

‘““ You saw the person ?”’ repeated the young girl. 

“Yes!” repeated the count. 

“That which you tell me is horrible, sir. You wish 
to make me believe something too “dreadful. What ! 
attempt to murder me in my father’s house—in my 
room—on my bed of sickness ? Oh, leave me, sir; you 
are tempting me; you make me doubt the goodness of 
Providence ; it is impossible—it cannot be!” 

“ Are you the first that this hand has stricken ? Have 
you not seen M. de Saint-Méran, Madame de Saint- 
Méran, Barrois, all fall? Would not M. Noirtier also 
have fallen a victim, had not the treatment he has been 
pursuing for the last three years neutralized the effects 
of the poison ?”’ 

*Q Heaven!” said Valentine; ‘‘is this the reason 
why grandpapa has made me share all his beverages 
during the last month ?” 

“ And have they all tasted of a slightly bitter flavour, 
like that of dried orange peel ?”’ 

“Oh yes! oh yes!” 

“Then that explains all,’’ said Monte-Cristo. “‘ Your 
grandfather knows, then, that a poisoner lives here— 
perhaps he even suspects the person. He has been for- 
tifying you, his beloved child, against the fatal effects of 
the poison, which would have failed from the constant 
habit of imbibing it. But even this would have availed 
little against a more deadly medium of death employed 
four days ago, which is generally but too fatal.’ 

‘‘ But who, then, is this assassin—this murderer ? ” 

“Let me also ask you a question. Have you never 
seen any one enter your room at night ?” 
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‘Oh yes; I have frequently seen shadows pass close 
to me, approach, and) disappear, but. I. took them, for 
visions raised by my feverish imagination—and, indeed, 
when you entered, I thought I was under the influence 
of delirium.” 

“Then you do not know who it is that attempts your 
lofe ahi ) 

“No,” said Valentine; o“‘ who.) could, desire |)my 
death 2” 

“You shall know it now, then,’ said, Monte-Cristo, 
listening. 

“How do. you mean?’ said. Valentine, looking 
terrified around. 

“Because you are not feverish or delirious to-night, 
but thoroughly awake ;. midnight is striking; which. is 
the hour murderers choose.” . 

‘“Oh, heavens!’ exclaimed: Valentine, wiping off the 
drops which ran down her forehead. Midnight struck 
slowly and sadly; every hour seemed to strike with 
leaden weight upon the heart of the poor girl, 

“Valentine,” said the count, ‘summon up all your 
courage; still the beatings of your heart ;,,.do.not let 
a sound escape! you, and feign, to be-asleep; then you 
will see.” 

Valentine seized the count’s hand...‘ 1.think I hear 
a noise,’ she said ;) “ leave me.’ 

“Good-bye for the present,” replied the count, walk- 
ing upon tiptoe towards the library door, and smiling 
with an expression so’ sad and paternal that the young 
girl’s heart was filled with gratitude. Before closing the 
door ‘he turned round once more, and. said, ‘Not a 
movement—not a word; let them think you asleep; 
or, perhaps, youmay be killed before I have the power 
of helping you.”And with this fearful injunction the 
count disappeared through the door, which. noiselessly 
closed after him. 


THE COUNT OF MONTE‘CRISTO. 609 


CHAPTER® CI. 
THE .SERPENT. 


VALENTINE was alone. Two other clocks, slower than that 
of St. Philippe du Roule, struck the hour of midnight 
from different situations, and, excepting the rumbling 
of a few carriages, all was silent. Then Valentine’s 
attention was engrossed by the clock in her room, which 
marked the seconds. She began’ counting them, remark- 
ing that they were much slower than the beatings of her 
heart ; and still she doubted: The inoffensive Valentine 
could not imagine any one desiring her death. Why 
should they ? To what end? What had she done to 
excite the malice of an enemy? There was no fear of 
her falling asleep. One terrible idea pressed upon her 
mind—that ‘some one existed in the world who had 
attempted to assassinate her, and who was about to 
endeavour to do so again.’ Supposing this person, wearied 
at the inefficacy of the poison, should, as Monte-Cristo 
said, have recourse to steel! What if the count should 
have no time to run to her rescue ? What if her last 
moments were approaching, and she would never again 
see Morrel! When this terrible chain of ideas presented 
itself, Valentine was nearly persuaded to ring the’ bell 
and call for help. But through the door she fancied 
she saw the luminous eye of the count—that eye which 
lived in her memory; and the recollection overwhelmed 
her with so much shame that she asked herself whether 
any amount of gratitude could ever repay his dangerous 
and devoted friendship. Twenty minutes—twenty tedi- 
ous minutes—passed thus, then ten more, and at last 
the clock struck the half#hour. Just then the sound 
of finger-nails slightly grating against’ the door of the 
library informed Valentine’ that the count was still 
watching, and recommended her to do the same; at 
the same time, on the opposite side—that is, towards 
Edward’s room—Valentine fancied she heard the creak- 
ing of the floor. She ‘listened attentively, holding her 
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breath till she was nearly suffocated; the lock turned, , 
and the door slowly opened. 

Valentine had raised herself upon her elbow, and had 
scarcely time to throw herself down on the bed and 
shade her eyes with her arm ; then, trembling, agitated, 
and her heart beating with indescribable terror, she 
waited the event. 

Some one approached the bed and undrew the cur- 
tains. Valentine summoned every effort, and breathed 
with that regular respiration which announces tranquil 
sleep. 

‘Valentine !’’ said.a low voice. 

Still silent. Valentine had promised not to wake. 
Then everything remained still, excepting that Valentine 
heard the almost noiseless sound of some liquid being 
poured into the glass she had just emptied. Then she 
ventured to open her eyelid, and glance over her ex- 
tended arm. She saw a female in a white dressing- 
gown pouring a liquor from a phial into her glass. During 
this short time Valentine must have held her breath, or 
moved in some slight degree, for the woman, disturbed, 
stopped and leaned over the bed, in order the better to 
ascertain whether Valentine slept. It was Madame de 
Villefort. 

On recognizing her stepmother Valentine could not 
repress a shudder, which caused a vibration in the bed. 
Madame de Villefort instantly stepped back close to the 
wall, and there, shaded by the bed-curtains, she silently 
and attentively watched the slightest movement. of 
Valentine. The latter recollected the terrible caution 
of Monte-Cristo ; she fancied that the.hand not holding 
the phial clasped a long sharp knife. Then collecting 
all her remaining strength, she forced herself to close her 
eyes; but this simple operation upon the most delicate 
organs of our frame, generally so easy to accomplish, 
became almost impossible at this moment, so much did 
curiosity struggle to retain the eyelid open and learn the 
truth. 

Madame de Villefort, however, reassured by the silence, 
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which was alone disturbed by’ the regular breathing of 
Valentine, again extended her hand, and, half hidden by 
the curtains, succeeded in emptying the contents of the 
phial into the glass. Then she retired so gently that 
Valentine did not know she had left’ the room. She 
only witnessed the withdrawal of the arm—that fair 
round arm of a woman but twenty-five years old, and 
who yet spread death around her. 

It is impossible to describe the sensations experienced 
by Valentine during the minute and a half Madame de 
Villefort remained in the room. The grating against the 
hbrary door roused the young girl from the state of 
stupor in which she was plunged, and which almost 
amounted to insensibility. She raised her head with an 
effort. The noiseless door again turned on its hinges, 
and the Count of Monte-Cristo reappeared. 

“Well,” said he, ‘do you still doubt ?” 

“Oh!” murmured the young girl. 

“Have you seen ?” 

“ Alas!” 
+“ Did you recognize ? ” 

Valentine groaned. ‘‘ Oh yes,” she said, ‘I saw, but 
I cannot believe !” 

“ Would you rather die, then, and cause Maximilian’s 
death ?” 

“Oh!” repeated the young girl, almost bewildered, 
“can I not leave the house ?—can I not escape ?”’ 

“Valentine, the hand which now threatens you will 
pursue you everywhere ; your servants will be seduced 
with gold, and death will be offered to you disguised in 
every shape. You will find it in the water you drink 
from the spring, in the fruit you pluck from the tree.” 

“ But did you not say that my kind grandfather’s 
precaution had neutralized the poison ?” 

‘Yes; but not against a strong dose. The poison will 
be changed, and the quantity increased.” 

He took the glass and raised it to his lips. 

“Tt is already done,” he said; “ brucine is no longer 
employed, but a simple narcotic. I can recognize the 
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flavour of the alcohol in which it has been dissolved. 
If you had taken that which Madame de Villefort has: 
poured into your glass, Yeljemsing:! ! Valentine! you would 
have been lost !”’ 

2 Buys exclaimed the young girl, ‘‘ why am 1 thus: 
pursued ?’ 

“ How! Are you,so kind—so, good—so unsuspicious 
of ill, that you cannot understand, Valentine ?”’ 

s No, I have neyer injured her.”’ 

“But you are rich, Valentine ; you have 200,000 livres 
a year, and you prevent her son from enjoying these 
200,000 livres.” 

“How so? The fortune is not her gift, but is inherited 
from my relations.” 

“Certainly; and this is why M. and Madame de Saint- 
Méran have died ; this is why M. Noirtier was sentenced 
the day he made you his heir; this is why you, in’ your 
turn, are to die. It is because your father would inherit 
your property, and your brother, his only son, succeed 
to his.” 

‘““Edward ? Poor child! are all these crimes com- 
mitted on his account ?”’ 

“Ah! then you at length understand)?’ 

“ Heaven grant that this may not be visited upon zit! ae 

“ Valentine, you are an angel!” 

“ But why is my grandfather allowed to live ?” 

“It was considered that, you dead, the fortune would 
naturally revert to your brother, unless he were. dis- 
inherited ; and, besides, the crime appearing useless, it 
would be folly to commit it.” 

“And is it possible that this: frightful combination of 
crimes hasbeen invented by a woman ?”’ 

‘Do you recollect, in the arbour of the Hdétel des 
Postes at Perusa seeing a man in a brown cloak, whom 
your stepmother | was questioning upon agua tofana / 
Well, ever since then the infernal project has. been 
ripening in her brain.’’ 

“Ah, then, indeed, sir,’ said the sweet girl, bathed in 
teats, “T see that I.am condemned to die !” 
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“No, Valentine, for I have foreseen all their plots; 
no, your enemy is conquered since we know her, and 
you will live, Valentine—live to be happy yourself, and 
to confer happiness upon a noble heart; ‘but to ensure 
this you must rely on me.” 

‘Command me, sir. What am I to do?” 

“ You must blindly take what I give you.” 

“ Alas ! were it only for my own sake, I should prefer 
to die!” 

“You must not confide in any one—not even in your 
father.’’ 

‘“My father is not engaged in this fearful plot, is he, 
sir ?”’ asked Valentine, clasping her hands. 

“No; and yet your father, a man accustomed to 
judicial accusations, ought to know that all these deaths 
have not happened naturally. It is he who should have 
watched over you; he should have occupied my place; 
he should have emptied that glass; he should have risen 
against the assassin! Spectre against spectre!’ he mur- 
mured in a low voice, as he concluded his sentence. 

“Sir,” said Valentine, “ E will do all I can to live, 
for there are two beings whose existence depends upon 
mine—my grandfather and Maximilian.” 

“T will watch over them as I have over you.” 

“Well, sir, do as you will with me;”’ and then she 
dded, in a low voice—“ Oh, heavens, what will befall 

er 
“ Whatever may happen, Valentine, do not be alarmed. 

Though you suffer ; though you lose sight, hearing, con- 
ciousness, fear nothing ; though you should awake and 
e ignorant where you are, still do not fear ; even though 

you should find yourself in a sepulchral vault or coffin. 
eassure yourself, then, and reflect: ‘At this moment 
friend, a father, who lives for my happiness and that 
of Maximilian, watches over me!’”’ 

“Alas, alas! what a fearful extremity |” 

‘‘ Valentine, would you rather denounce your step- 
nother ?”? 

‘‘ J would rather die a hundred times !—oh yes, die!” 
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‘No, you will not die; but will you promise me, what: 
ever happens, that you will not complain, but hope ?”’ 

“Twill think of Maximilian !”’ 

“You are my own darling child, Valentine !: I alon 
can save you, and I will!” 

Valentine, in the extremity of her terror, joined her 
hands, for she felt that the moment had arrived to ask 
for, courage, and began to pray; and while utterin 
little more than incoherent words, she forgot that he 
white shoulders had no other covering: than: her lon 
hair, and that her heart could be seen beating through 
the lace of her nightdress. Monte-Cristo gently laid hi 
hand on the young girl’s arm, drew the velvet coverli 
close to her throat, and said, with a paternal smile,— 

“My child, believe in my devotion to you as yout 
believe in the goodness of. Providence and the love: of! 
Maximilian.” 

Then he drew from his waistcoat pocket the little: 
emerald box, raised the golden lid, and took from it a: 
pastille, about the size. of a pea, which he placed in her 
hand. She took it, and looked attentively on the count ; 
there was an expression on the face of her intrepid 
protector which commanded her veneration: She evi- 
dently interrogated him by her look. 

‘Yes,’ said he. 

Valentine carried the pastille to her mouth, and 
swallowed it. 

“And now, my dear child, adieu for the present. I 
will try and gain a little sleep, for you are saved.”’ 

“Go,” said Valentine. ‘“Whatever happens, I promise 
you not to fear.” “x 
_ Monte-Cristo for some time kept his eyes fixed on the 
young girl, who gradually fell asleep, yielding to the 
effects of the narcotic the count had given her.» Then he 
took the glass, emptied three parts of the contents in 
the fireplace, that it might be supposed Valentine had 
taken it, and replaced it on the table; then he dis- 
appeared, after throwing a farewell glance on Valentine, 
who slept with the confidence and innocence of an angel. 
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CHAPTER: Clilk 
VALENTINE. 


THE night-light continued to burn on the chimney-piece, 
exhausting the last drops of oil which floated on the 
surface of the water; the globe of the lamp appeared 
of a reddish hue, and the flame, brightening before it 
expired, threw out those last flickerings which in an 
inanimate object have been so often compared with the 
last convulsions in a human frame; a dull and dismal 
light was shed over the» bedclothes ‘and curtains ‘sur- 
rounding the young girl. All noise in the streets had 
ceased, and the silence was frightful. It was then that 
the door of Edward’s room opened, and a head we have 
before noticed appeared in the glass opposite—it was 
“Madame de Villefort, who came to witness the effects 
of the draught.. She stopped in the doorway, listened for 
a moment to the flickering of the lamp, the only sound 
in that deserted room, and then advanced to the table 
to see if Valentine’s glass were empty. It was still 
about a quarter full, as we before stated. Madame de 
Villefort emptied the contents into the ashes, which she 
disturbed, that they might the more readily absorb the 
liquid ; then she carefully rinsed the glass, and wiping 
it with her handkerchief, replaced it on the table. If 
any one could have looked into the room just then, he 
would have noticed the hesitation with which Madame 
de Villefort approached the bed and looked fixedly on 
Valentine. The dim light, the profound silence, and the 
gloomy thoughts inspired by the hour, and still more 
by her own conscience, all combined to produce a sensa- 
tion of fear: the poisoner was terrified to contemplate 
her own work. At length she rallied, drew aside the 
curtain, and leaning over the pillow, gazed intently on 
Valentine. The young girl no longer breathed, no breath 
issued through the half-closed teeth ; the white lips no 
longer quivered; the eyes appeared floating in a bluish 
| vapour, and the long black lashes rested on a cheek 


: 


616 THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO. 


white as wax. Madame de Villefort gazed upon the face» 
sO expressive even in its stillness; then she ventured to) 
raise the coverlid and press her hand upon the young; 
girl’s heart. It was cold and motionless. She only felt: 
the pulsation in her own fingers, and withdrew her hand 
with a shudder. One arm was hanging out of the bed, 
that beautiful arm which seemed moulded by a sculptor ; 
but the other appeared slightly distorted by convulsion, 
and the hand, so delicately formed, was resting with 
stiff and outstretched fingers on the frame-work of the 
bed. The nails, too, were turning blue. Madame de 
Villefort had no longer any doubt—all was over; she 
had consummated the last terrible work she had ‘to 
accomplish... There was no more to do in the room, so 
the poisoner retired stealthily, as though fearing to hear 
the sound of her own footsteps; but as she withdrew 
she still held aside the curtain, absorbed in the irresistible 
attraction always offered by the picture of death, so 
long as it remains merely mysterious without exciting 
disgust. Just then the lamp again flickered; the noise 
startled Madame de Villefort, who shuddered and dropped 
the curtain. Immediately afterwards the light expired, 
and the room was plunged in terrible obscurity, while 
the clock at that minute struck half-past four. Over- 
powered with agitation, the poisoner succeeded in grop- 
ing her way to the door, and reached her room in an 
agony of fear... The darkness lasted two hours longer ; 
then by degrees a cold light crept through the venetian 
bhnds, until at length it revealed the objects in’ the 
room. About this time the nurse’s cough was heard on 
the stairs, and the woman entered the room with a cup 
in her hand. To the tender eye of a father or a lover 
the first glance would have sufficed to convince them of 
Valentine’s state; but to this hireling, Valentine only 
appeared to sleep. 

‘Good !’’ she exclaimed, approaching the table. ‘‘ She 
has taken part of her draught ; the glass is three-quarters 
empty. ii ; 

Then she went to the fireplace and lit the fire, and 
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although she had but just left her bed, she could not 
resist the temptation offered by Valentine’s sleep, so she 
threw herself into an armchair to snatch a little more 
rest. The clock striking eight awoke her. Astonished 
at the prolonged sleep of the patient, and frightened to 
see that the arm was still hanging out of bed, she ad- 
vanced towards Valentine, and for the first time noticed 
the white lips. She tried to replace the arm, but it 
moved with a frightful stiffness which could not deceive 
a sick-nurse. She screamed aloud; then, running to the 
door, exclaimed,— 

‘Helpwhel pt 

“What do you mean ?”’ asked M. d’Avrigny, at the 
foot of the stairs, it being the hour he usually visited her. 

“What do you mean ?”’ asked Villefort, rushing from 
his room. ‘ Doctor, do you hear them call for help ?”’ 

“Yes, yes; let us hasten up. It was in Valentine’s 
room.”’ 

But before the doctor and the father could reach the 
room, the servants who were on the same floor had 
entered, and seeing Valentine pale and motionless on 
‘her bed, they lifted up their hands towards heaven and 
stood transfixed, as though struck by lightning. 
~~ “Call Madame de Villefort !—wake Madame de Ville- 
fort !’’ cried the procureur du roi from the door of his 
chamber, which it seemed he scarcely dared to leave. 

But instead of obeying him, the servants stood watching 
M. d’Avrigny, who ran to Valentine, and raised her in 
his arms. 

“What! this one too!’ he exclaimed. ‘‘ Oh, when 
will this cease ?”’ 

Villefort rushed into the room. 

‘“What are you saying, doctor ?”” he exclaimed, rais- 
ing his hands to heaven. 

“T say that Valentine is dead!” replied D’Avrigny, 
in a voice terrible in its solemn calmness. 

M. de Villefort staggered and buried his head in the 
bed. On the exclamation of the doctor and the cry of 
the father, the servants all fled with muttered impreca- 
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tions... They were heard running ‘down the stairs and. 
through the long; passages, then there was a rush’ in the: 
court, afterwards all was still. They had, one and. all, 
deserted: from the accursed house. | Just then, Madame: 
de Villefort; in the act of slipping on her dressing-gown, 
threw ‘aside the drapery, and for a moment remained 
still, as though interrogating the occupants of the room, 
while she endeavoured to call up some rebellious tears. 
On a sudden she stepped, or rather bounded, with out- 
stretched arms towards the table. She saw D’Avrigny 
curiously examining the glass, which she felt certain. of 
having emptied during the night. It was now a ‘third 
full, just as it was when she threw the contents into the 
ashes. ‘The spectre, of Valentine rising before the poi- 
soner would have alarmed her less. It was, indeed, the 
same colour as the draught» she had poured into «the 
glass and. which Valentine had drunk ;. it was indeed 
the poison, which could not deceive M. d’Avrigny, which 
he now examined: so closely ; it was doubtless a miracle 
from heaven, that; notwithstanding’ her precautions, 
there should be some trace, some proof. remaining to 
denounce the crime. While Madame, de Villefort’ re- 
mained rooted ‘to, the spot like.a statue of terror, and 
Villefort, with his head hidden in’ the bedclothes, saw 
nothing around ‘him, D’Avrigny approached the window, 
that he might the better examine the contents of the 
glass, and dipping the tip of his finger in, tasted it. 

“Ah!” he exclaimed, “it is no longer brucine that 
is used. Let me see what it is!”’ 

Then he ran to one of the cupboards in Valentine’s 
room, which had been transformed into a medicine closet, 
and taking from its silver case,.a small. bottle of nitric 
acid, dropped alittle of it into the liquor, which imme- 
diately changed to a blood-red colour. 

‘Ah!’ exclaimed D’\Avrigny, im a voice in which’ the 
horror of a judge unveiling the truth was mixed with 
the delight of a student discovering a problem. Madaine 
de Villefort was overpowered; her eyes first flashed and 
then swam; she staggeréd towards the door, and dis: 
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appeared. Directly afterwards the distant sound of a 
heavy weight falling on the ground. was) heard, but no 
one paid any attention to it; the nurse was engaged ‘in 
watching the chemical analysis, and Villefort was. still 
absorbed in grief. M. d’Avrigny alone had _ followed 
Madame de Villefort with his eyes, and watched her 
precipitate retreat. He lifted up the drapery over the 
entrance to Edward’s room, and his eye reaching as far 
as Madame de Villefort’s apartment, he beheld her ex- 
tended lifeless on the floor. 

“Go to the assistance of Madame de Villefort,’’ he 


said to the nurse. | ‘“ Madame de Villefort,is ill.’’ 
“But Mademoiselle de Villefort———’ stammered the 
nurse. 


“Mademoiselle de Villefort ne longer requires. help,’’ 
said D’ Avrigny, ‘‘,since she is, dead.” 

“ Dead!—dead!”’ groaned forth Villefort, in a paroxysm 
of grief which was the more terrible from the novelty 
of the sensation in the iron heart of that man. 

“Dead!” repeated a third voice... “‘ Who said Valen- 
tine was dead ?” 

The two men turned round, and saw Morrel standing 
at the door, pale and terror;stricken. 

This is what had happened: At the usual time, 
Morrel had presented himself at the little door leading 
to Noirtier’s room. Contrary to custom, the door was 
open, and, having no. occasion to ring, he entered. He 
waited for a moment in the hall, and called for a servant 
to conduct him to M. Noirtier; but no one answered, 
the servants having, as we know, deserted the house. 
Morrel had no particular reason for uneasiness. Monte- 
Cristo, had promised: him that: Valentine should live ; 
and, until then, he had always fulfilled his word. Every 
night the count had given him news, which was the next 
morning confirmed by Noirtier.. Still, this extraordinary 
silence appeared) strange to him, and he called a second 
and a'third time ; still no answer.) Then he determined 
to go up. 

Noirtier’s recom was open, like all the rest. The first 
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thing he saw was the old man sitting in his armchain 
in his usual place; but his eyes expressed an internat 
fright, which was confirmed by the pallor which over 
spread his features. : 

“How are you, sir ?’’ asked Morrel, with a sickness 
of heart. 

“Well,” answered the old man, by closing his eyes 
But his appearance manifested increasing uneasiness. 

“You are thoughtful, sir,” continued Morrel; “ you 
want something. Shall I call one of the servants ? ” 

“Yes,” replied Noirtier. 

Morrel pulled the bell, but, though he nearly broke the 
cord, no one answered. He turned towards Noirtier 
the pallor and anguish expressed on his countenance 
momentarily increased. 

“Oh!” exclaimed Morrel, “why do they not come : 
Is any one ill in ‘the house ?” 

The eyes of Noirtier seemed as though they woulc 
start from their sockets. 

“What is the matter? You alarm me. Valentine : 
Valentine ?” 

“Yes, yes,” signed Noirtier. 

Maximilian tried to speak, but he could articulate 
nothing; he staggered, and supported himself against 
the wainscot. Then he pointed to the door. 

“Yes, yes, yes!” continued the old man. 

Maximilian rushed up the little staircase, while Noir. 
tier’s eyes seemed to say,— 

“ Quicker, quicker !”’ 

In a minute the young man darted through severa 
rooms, till at length he reached Valentine’s. There wa: 
no occasion to push the door; it was wide open. ‘A 
sob was the only sound he heard. He saw, as thougt 
in a mist, a black figure kneeling, and buried in a con 
fused mass of white drapery. A terrible fear transfixec 
him. It was then he heard a voice exclaim, “ Valentin 
is dead!”’ and another voice which, like an echo, re 
peated,— 

“ Dead ! dead!” 
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CHAPTER » CIIT. 
MAXIMILIAN. 


VILLEFORT rose, half ashamed of being surprised in such 
a paroxysm of grief. The terrible office he had held for 
twenty-five years had succeeded in making him more 
or less than man. His glance, at first wandering, fixed 
itself upon Morrel. 

“Who are you, sir,” he asked, “‘ that forget that this 
is not the manner to enter a house stricken with death ? 
Go, sir, go!” 

But Morrel remained motionless; he could not detach 
his eyes from that disordered bed and the pale corpse 
of the young girl who was lying on it. 

“Go! do you hear ?” said Villefort, while D’ Avrigny 
advanced to lead Morrel out. Maximilian stared for a 
moment at the corpse, gazed all round the room, then 
upon the two men. He opened his mouth to speak, but 
findiug it impossible to give utterance to the innumerable 
ideas that occupied his brain, he went out, thrusting his 
hands through his hair in such a manner that Villefort 
and D’Avrigny, for a moment diverted from the engross- 
ing topic, exchanged glances, which seemed to con- 
vey,— 

wa Hevisimad ty 

But, in less than five minutes, the staircase groaned 
beneath an extraordinary weight. Morrel was seen carry- 
ing, with superhuman strength, the armchair containing 
Noirtier upstairs. When he reached the landing, he 
placed the armchair on the floor and rapidly rolled it 
into Valentine’s room. This could only have been accom- 
plished by means of unnatural strength supplied by 
powerful excitement. But the most fearful spectacle 
was Noirtier being pushed towards the bed, his face 
expressing all his meaning, and his eyes supplying the 
want of every other faculty. 

That pale face and flaming glance appeared to Ville- 
fort like a frightful apparition. Each time he had been 
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brought into contact with his father, something terrible: 
had happened. 

“See what they have done!” cried Morrel, with one) 
hand leaning on the back of the chair, and the other: 
extended towards Valentine—‘‘ see, my father, see !”’ 

Villefort drew back and looked with astonishment on 
the young man, who, almost a stranger to him, called 
Noirtier his father: At this moment the whole soul of 
the old man seemed centred in his eyes, which became 
bloodshot ; the’ veins of the throat swelled ; his, cheeks 
and temples became -purple, as though he were struck 
with epilepsy; nothing was wanting to complete this 
but the utterance of a cry. And the cry issued from 
his pores—if we may thus speak—a cry, frightful in its 
silence. D’Avrigny rushed: towards the old: man and 
made him inhale a powerful restorative. 

‘““Sir!}’? cried. Morrel, seizing the moist hand of the 
paralytic, “‘ they ask» me who 1 am, and what nght I 
have to be hete ? Oh, you. know it; tell them, tell 
them !,”” 

And the young man’s voice was choked by sobs. 

As for the old man, his chest heaved: with his panting 
respiration. One could have thought he was undergoing 
the agonies preceding death. At length, happier than 
the young man, who sobbed without weeping, tears 
glistened in the eyes of Noirtier. ; 

‘“Tell them,’’ said’ Morrel, in a hoarse yvoice—‘‘ tell 
them I.am her betrothed. Tell them she was: my be- 
loved, my) noble girl, my only blessing in the world: 
Tell them—oh, tell them, that corpse belongs to me !”’ 

The young man, who presented the dreadful spectacle 
of a strong frame crushed, fell heavily on’ his\ knees 
before the bed, which his fingers grasped with convulsive 
energy. D’Avrigny, unable to’ bear the sight of. this 
touching emotion, tutned away; and Villefort, without 
seeking any further explanation, and attracted towards 
him by the irresistible magnetism which draws us towards 
those who have)loved the people for whom we mourn, 
extended his hand towards the young man. But Morrel 
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saw nothing; he had grasped the hand of Valentine, 
_ and, unable to weep, vented his agony in gnawing the 
sheets. ..For some time ‘nothing was heard in that 
chamber but sobs, exclamations, and prayers. At length 
Villefort, the most composed of all, spoke. 

“Sir,” said he to Maximilian; ‘you say. you loved 
Valentine, that you were betrothed: to her, I) knew 
nothing of this engagement, of this love, yet I, her 
father, forgive you, for I see your grief is real and deep ; 
and besides, my own. ‘sorrow is ‘too great: for anger to 
find a place in my heart. | But you seé the angel whom 
you hoped for has left this earth+she has nothing more 
to do with the adoration of men.» Také a last farewell, 
sir, of her sad remains; take the hand’ you expected 
to possess once more within your; own, and then sepa- 
rate yourself from her for ever. Valentine now alone 
requires the priest who will bless her.”’ 

“You are mistaken, sir,’ exclaimed Morrel, raising 
himself on one knee, his heart pierced by a more acute 
pang than any he had yet felt—‘‘ you are mistaken. 
Valentine, dying as she has, not only requires»a priest 
but an avenger. You, M. de: Villefort, :send» for the 
priest; 7 will be the avenger:”’ 

“What do you mean, sir ?)” asked Villefort, trembling 
at the new idea inspired by the delirium of Morrel. | 

“TI tell you, sir, that two persons exist in you; the 
father has mourned sufficiently, now let the: procureur 
du roi fulfil his office.” 

The eyes of Noirtier glistened,’ and D’Avrigny ap- 
proached. bS¢rt 

‘Gentlemen,’ said ‘Morrel, | reading all that passed 
in the minds of the witnesses to the scene, “I know 
what) Iam saying, and you know as well,as Ido what 
I.am about to say—Valentine has been assassinated.” 

Villefort hung his head ; D’Avrigny approached nearer ; 
and, Noirtier expressed ‘‘ Yes’ with his eyes. 

“Now, sir,’’ continued Morrel, “in! these days no one 
can disappear by violent: means without some inquiries 
being made as to the cause of her disappearance, even 
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were she not a young, beautiful, and adorable creature 
like Valentine. _M. le Procureur du Roi,” said Morrell 
with increasing vehemence, ‘‘ no mercy is allowed. I de 
nounce the crime’; it is your place to seek the assassin.” 

The young man’s implacable eyes interrogated Ville? 
fort, who, on his side, glanced from Noirtier to D’Avrigny 
But instead of finding sympathy in the eyes of the 
doctor and his father, he only saw an expression as ini 
flexible as that of Maximilian. 

“Yes!” indicated the old man. 

“* Assuredly ! ”’ said D’Avrigny. 

“Sir,” said Villefort, striving to struggle against this 
triple force and his own emotion—“ you are deceived; 
no one commits crimes here. I am stricken by fate. Itt 
is horrible, indeed, but no one assassinates.” 

The eyes of Noirtier lighted up with rage, and D’Avrigny 
prepared to speak. Morrel, however, extended his arm, 
and commanded silence. 

“And I say: that murders ave committed here,” said 
Morrel, whose voice, though lower in tone, lost none 
of its terrible distinctness. “I tell you that this is the 
fourth victim within the last four months. I tell you, 
Valentine’s life was attempted by poison four days ago, 
though she escaped owing to the precautions of M. 
Noirtier! I tell you that the dose has been doubled, 
the poison changed, and that this time it has succeeded. 
I tell you that you know these things as well as I do, 
since this gentleman has forewarned you, both as a 
doctor and a friend.” 

“Oh, you rave, sir!” exclaimed Villefort, in vain 
endeavouring to escape the net in which he was taken. 

“T rave?” said Morrel; “well, then, I appeal to 
M. d’Avrigny himself. Ask him, sir, if he recollects 
some words he uttered in the garden of this hétel on 
the night of Madame de Saint-Méran’s death. You 
thought yourselves alone, and talked about that tragical 
death, and the fatality you mentioned then is the same 
as that which has caused the murder of Valentine.” 

Villefort and D’Avrigny exchanged looks. 
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“Yes, yes,” continued Morrel, “‘ recall: the scene, for 
the words you thought were only given to silence and 
solitude fell into my ears. Certainly, after witnessing 
the culpable indolence manifested by M. de Villefor? 
towards his own relations, I ought to have denounced 
him to the authorities. Then I should not have been 
an accomplice to thy death, as I now am, sweet, beloved 
Valentine ; but the accomplice shall become the avenger. 
This fourth murder is apparent to all, and if thy father 
abandon thee, Valentine, it is I, and I swear it, that 
shall pursue the assassin.” 

And this time, as though nature had at last taken 
compassion on the vigorous frame, nearly bursting with 
its own strength, the words of Morrel were stifled in his 
throat ; his breast heaved; the tears, so long rebellious, 
gushed from his eyes; and he threw himself, weeping, 
on his knees, by the side of the bed. 

Then D’Avrigny spoke. 

““ And I, too,” he exclaimed, in a low voice, “‘ I unite 
with M, Morrel in demanding justice for crime. My 
blood boils at the idea of having encouraged a murderer 
by my cowardly concession !” 

‘“ Oh, merciful heavens !’? murmured Villefort. 

Morrel raised his head, and reading the eyes of the old 
man, which gleamed with unnatural lustre,— 

“Stay,” he said, ‘‘ M. Noirtier wishes to speak.” 

“Yes,” indicated Noirtier, with an expression the more 
terrible from all his faculties being centred im his glance. 

‘‘Do you know the assassin ?”” asked Morrel. 

“ Yes,” replied Noirtier. 

“And will you direct us?” exclaimed the. young 
man.—‘ Listen, M. d’Avrigny, listen! ”’ 

Noirtier looked upon Morrel with one of those melan- 
choly smiles which had so often made Valentine happy, 
and thus fixed his attention. Then having riveted the 
eyes of his interlocutor on his own, he glanced towards 
the door. 

“Do you wish me to leave ?”” said Morrel sadly. 

“ Yes,’’ replied, Noirtier. 

Il. I4a 
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“ Alas! alas'! sir, have pity on me!” 

The old man’s eyes remained fixed on the door. 

‘“ May 1, at least, return ?”’ asked Morrel. 

{oiMas.’? 

‘“Must I leave alone ?”’ 

Gt) No. d?) | 

‘SWho am 1 to take with:me? _M. le Procureur du | 
Roi?’ 

SGN if 

“The doctor ? ”’ 

ims Yes. ) 

‘“ You wish to remain ea with M. de Villefort ?'” 

“7 Kes? 

“Bat can he understand you ?” 

“ce Yes 
“Oh!” said Villefort, slexpressibly delighted to think: 
the inquiries were to be made téte-d-téle— “oh, be satisfied,. 
I can understand my father.” 

D’Avrigny took the: young man’s arm, and led hime 
out of the room, A more than death-like silence then¢} 
reigned in the house. At the end of a quarter of ant} 
hour a faltering footstep was heard, and Villefort appeared} 
at the door of the apartment where D’Avrigny and Morrel 
had been staying, one absorbed in meditation, the otherif 
with grief. 

“You can:come!”’ he said, and led them back toi 
Noirtier. | 

Morrel looked attentively on Villefort. His face wask 
livid; large drops rolled down his face ; and in his fingers 
he held the fragments of a pen which he had torn tc | 
atoms. 

“ Gentlemen,” he said in a hoarse voice, ‘“ give met 
your word of honour that this horrible secret shall for 
ever remain buried amongst ourselves |” 

The two men drew back. 

“ Tentreat you—-—” continued Villefort. j 

“ But,” said Morrel, “ the culprit—the murderer—thep 
assassin.”’ 


“Do not alarm yourself, sir, justice will be done,’ 
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said Villefort. ‘My father has revealed the: culprit’s 
name ; my father thirsts for revenge as much as you 
do, yet even he conjures you, as I do, to keep this secret. 
Do, you not, father >?” 

“Yes,” resolutely replied Noirtier. 

Morrel suffered an exclamation: of horror and surprise 
to escape. him. 

“Oh, sir!’’ said Villefort, arresting Maximilian. by 
the arm, “if my father, the inflexible man, makes this 
request, it is because he knows, be assured, that Valentine 
will be terribly avenged. -Is it not so, father ?’’): 

The old man made.a sign in the affirmative. Villefort 
continued,— ) 

“ He knows me, and I have pledged my word to him. 
Rest assured, gentlemen, that within three days, in a 
less time than justice would demand, the revenge I shall 
have taken, for the murder of my child will be such as 
to make the boldest heart tremble,’’ and as he spoke 
these. words. he ground, his, teeth, and grasped the’ old 
man’s senseless hand. 

“Will this promise be fulfilled, M. Noirtier 2’ asked 
Morrel, while D’ Avrigny leoked inquiringly. 

“ Yes,’ replied Noirtier, with an) expression of sinister 
oy. 
ea Swear, then,” said Villefort, joining the hands of 
Morrel and D’Avrigny, “swear that you will spare: the 
honour of my house, and leave me to avenge my child.’ 

D’Avrigny turned round and uttered a very feeble 
“Yes ;”’ but. Morrel,. disengaging his hand, rushed to 
the bed, and after having pressed the cold hps of Valen- 
tine with his. own, hurriedly left, uttering a long, deep 
groan of despair and, anguish. 

We have before stated that all the servants had fled. 
Villefort was, therefore, obliged to request D’Avrigny 
to superintend all those arrangements consequent upon 
a death in a large city, more especially a death under 
such suspicious circumstances. It was something ter- 
rible to witness the silent agony, the mute despair of 
Noirtier, whose, tears. silently rolled. down his: cheeks. 
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Villefort retired to his study, and D’Avrigny left to 
summon the doctor of the mayoralty, whose office it is 
to examine bodies after decease, and who is expressively 
named “the doctor of the dead.” -M. Noirtier could 
not be persuaded to quit his grandchild. At the end 
of a quarter of an hour M. d’Avrigny returned with his 
associate. They found the outer gate closed, and not a 
servant remaining in the house; Villefort himself was 
obliged to open it. But he stopped on the landing, he 
had ‘not the courage to revisit the room of death. The 
two doctors, therefore, entered the room alone. Noirtier 
was near the bed, pale, motionless, and silent as the 
corpse. The district doctor approached with the in- 
difference of a man accustomed to spend half his time 
amongst the dead. He then lifted the sheet which was 
placed over the face, and just unclosed the lips. 

“Alas!” said D’Avrigny, “she is indeed dead, poor 
child! You can leave.” 

“Yes,” answered the doctor laconically, dropping the 
sheet he had raised. 

Noirtier uttered a kind of hoarse, rattling sound; the 
old man’s eye sparkled, and the good doctor understood 
that he wished to behold his child. He therefore ap- 
proached the bed, and while his companion was dipping | 
the fingers with which he had touched-the lips of the 
corpse in chloride of lime, he uncovered that calm and 
pale face which looked like that of a sleeping angel. A 
tear, which appeared in the old man’s eye, expressed 
his thanks to the doctor. The doctor of the dead then 
laid his procés-verbal on the corner of the table, and 
having thus executed his office, was conducted out by 
D’Avrigny. Villefort met them at the door of his study. 
Having in a few words thanked the district doctor, he 
returned to D’Avrigny, and said,— 

‘““ And now the priest !” 

“Ts there any particular priest you wish to pray with 
Valentine ?”’ asked D’Avrigny. ‘ 

. “No!” said Villefort ; “‘ fetch the nearest.” 
‘The nearest,” said the district doctor, “is a good | 
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Italian abbé, who lives next door to you. Shall I call 
on him as I pass ?”’ 

“ D’Avrigny,” said Villefort, ‘“‘ be so kind, I beseech 
you, as to accompany this gentleman. Here is the key 
of the door, so that you can go in and out as you please. 
You will bring the priest with you, and will oblige me 
by introducing him into my child’s room.” 

“Do you wish to see him ?”’ 

“TI only wish to be alone. You will excuse me, will 
you not? A priest can understand a father’s grief.’ 
And M. de Villefort, giving the key to D’Avrigny, again 
bade farewell to the strange doctor, and retired to his 
study, where he began to work. For some tempera- 
ments work is a remedy for all afflictions. 

As the doctors entered the street, they saw a man in 
a cassock standing on the threshold of the next door. 

“This is the abbé of whom I spoke,” said the doctor to 
D’Avrigny. 

D’Ayrigny accosted the priest. 

“Sir,” he said, “are you disposed to confer a great 
obligation on an unhappy father who has just lost his 
daughter? I mean M. de Villefort, the procureur du 
rol.” 

“Ah!” said the priest, in a marked Italian accent; 
“yes, I have heard that death is in that house.” 

“Then I need not tell you what kind of service he 
requires of you.” 

“T was about to offer myself, sir,” said the priest ; 
“it is our mission to forestall our duties.” 

“It is a young girl.” 

‘“‘T know it, sir; the servants who fled from the house 
informed me. I also know that her name is Valentine, 
and I have already prayed for her.” 

“Thank you, sir,” said D’Avrigny ; “since you have 
commenced your sacred office, deign to continue it. Come 
and watch by the dead, and all the wretched family will 
be grateful to you.” 

‘““T am going, sir, and I do not hesitate to say that 
no prayers will be more fervent than mine.” 


, 
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D’Avrigny took the priest's hand, and without meet- 
ing Villefort, who was engaged in his study, they reached | 
Valentine’s room, which on the following night was to) 
be occupied by the undertakers, On entering the room, , 
Noirtier’s eyes met those of the abbé, and no doubt he» 
read some particular expression in them, for he remained | 
in the room. D’Avrigny recommended the attention oi: 
the priest to the living as well as to the dead, and the» 
abbé promised to devote his prayers to Valentine and. 
his attentions to Noirtier.. In order, doubtless, that he»: 
might not be disturbed while fulfilling his sacred mission, , 
the priest, as soon as D’Avrigny departed, rose, and not: 
only bolted the door through which the doctor had just: 
left, but also that leading to Madame de Villefort’s room. . 


CHAPTER CIV. 
DANGLARS’S SIGNATURE, 


THE next morning rose sad and cloudy. During the 
night the undertakers had executed their melancholy 
office and folded the corpse in the winding-sheet, which, 
whatever may be said about the equality of death, is; 
at least a last proof of the luxury so pleasing in life. 
This winding-sheet was nothing more than -a beautiful. 
piece of cambric, which the young girl had bought a, 
fortnight before. During the evening two men, engaged 
for the purpose, had carried Noirtier from Valentine’s+ 
room into his own, and, contrary’ to all expectation, , 
there was mo difficulty in withdrawing him from his: 
child.. The Abbé Busoni had watched till daylight, and! 
then left without calling any ‘one: D’Avrigny returned! 
about eight o'clock in the morning; he met Villefort ’ 
on his way to Noirtier’s room and accompanied him to! 
see how the old man had ‘slept. They found him’ in; 
the large armchair, which served him for a bed, enjoying! 
a calm—nay, almost a smiling sleep. They both stood! 
in amazement at the door. j 
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“See;”” said D’Avrigny to Villefort, “nature knows 
how to alleviate the deepest sorrow. No one can say 
M. Noirtier did not love his child, and yet he sleeps.” 
~ Yes, you are right,’ .replied Villefort,, surprised ; 
“he sleeps indeed! And this is the more strange, since 
the least contradiction keeps him awake all night,” 

“ Grief has stunned him,’ replied D’ Avrigny, and they 
ee returned thoughtfully to the study of the procureur 

u rot. ; 3 

“See, I have not slept,” said Villefort, showing’ his 
undisturbed bed; ‘ grief: does not stun me. I -have 
not been im bed for two nights; but then leok at my 
desk—see what I have written during these. two. days 
and ‘nights. I have: filled’ those papers and have’ made 
out the accusation against the assassin Benedetto, Oh, 
work ! work! my passion, my joy, my delight ! it is 
for thee to alleviate my sorrows!” and he convulsively 
grasped the hand of D’ Avrigny. 

““ Do you. require my services now ?”’ asked D’Avrigny. 

‘No; said: Villefort,. “ only return again at eleven 
o'clock; at twelve the—the, oh, heavens! my poor, 
poor child |’) And the procureur du roi, again becoming 
a man, lifted up his eyes and groaned. 

“Shall you be present in the reception room ?”’ 

““ No} Lihave a cousin who, has, undertaken this) sad 
office. I. shall work, doctor—when I work I forget 
everything.’ And, indeed, | no sooner had. the: doctor 
left the room than he was again absorbed in study, 
On the doorsteps D’Avrigny met the cousin whom. Ville- 
fort had mentioned, a personage as insignificant in our 
story as in the world he occupied—one of, those, beings 
devoted from their birth to make themselves useful to 
others. He was punctual, dressed, in: black, with a crape 
round, his hat, and presented himself.at his cousin’s 
with a face made up for the occasion, and which he could 
alter as might be required. 

At twelve o’clock the mourning-coaches rolled into the 
paved court, and the Rue du Faubourg Saint-Honoré was 
filled with a) crowd of idlers, equally pleased ta witness 
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the festivities or the mourning of the rich, and who rush 
with the same avidity to a funeral procession as to the 
marriage of a duchess. , 

Gradually the reception-room filled, and some of our 
old friends made their appearance—we mean Debray, 
Chateau-Renaud, and Beauchamp, accompanied by all 
the leading men of the day at the bar, in literature, or 
the army, for M. de Villefort moved in the first Parisian 
circles, less owing to his social position than to his personal 
merit. The cousin standing at the door ushered in the 
guests, and it was rather’a relief to the indifferent to 
see a person as unmoved as themselves, and who did 
not exact a mournful face or forced tears, as would have 
been the case with a father, a brother; or a lover. Those 
who were acquainted’ soon formed into little groups. 
One of these was composed of Debray, Chateau- Renaud, 
and Beauchamp. 

“Poor girl!” said Debray,' like the rest, paying an 
involuntary tribute to the sad event—“ poor girl! so 
young, so rich, so beautiful! Could you have imagined 
this scene, Chateau-Renaud, when we saw her, at the 
most three weeks ago, about to sign that contract ?”’ 

“ Tndeed, no!” said Chateau-Renaud. 

“ Did you know her ?” 

‘““T spoke to her once or twice at Madame de Morcerf’s 
among the rest. She appeared to me charming, though 
rather melancholy. Where is her stepmother ? Do you 
know ?” y 

‘She is spending the day with the wife of the worthy 
gentleman who is receiving us.” 

“Who is he ?” 

“Whom do you mean ?” 

‘“ The gentleman who receives us ? Is he a deputy ?” 

“Oh no! I am condemned to witness those gentle- 
men every day,” said Beauchamp; “ but he is perfectly 
unknown to me.” 

“Have you mentioned this death in your paper ?” 

“It has been mentioned ; but the article is not mine. 
Indeed, I doubt if it will please M. Villefort, for it says 
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that if four successive deaths had happened anywhere 
else than in the house of the procureur dw roi, that. he 
would have interested himself somewhat more about it.’ 

“ Still,’ said Chateau-Renaud,. ‘‘ Dr. d’Avrigny, who 
attends my mother, declares he is in despair about it. 
But whom are you seeking, Debray ?”’ 

“Tam seeking the Count of Monte-Cristo,’ said the 
young man, 

‘““T met him on the boulevard:on my road here,’’ said 
Beauchamp. “1 think he is about to leave Paris; he 
was going to his banker.” 

“His banker ? Danglars is his banker, is he not ?’’ 
asked Chateau-Renaud of Debray. 

“TI believe so,’ replied the secretary, with slight un- 
easiness. ‘‘ But Monte-Cristo is not the only one I miss 
here ; I do not see Morrel.”’ 

“Morrel! Do they know him?” asked Chateau- 
Renaud. ‘I think he had only been introduced to 
Madame de Villefort.” 

‘Stil he ought: to: have been here,” said) Debray. 
“I wonder what will be talked about to-night; this 
funeral is the news of the day. But, hush! here comes 
our minister of justice; he will feel obliged. to: make 
some little speech to the cousin.” And the three young 
men drew near to listen. 

Beauchamp told the truth when he said that on his 
road to the funeral he had met Monte-Cristo; who was 
directing his steps towards the Rue de la. Chaussée 
d’Antin to M. Danglars. The banker saw. the carriage 
of the count enter the courtyard; and advanced to meet 
him with a sad though affable smile. 

“Well!” said he, extending his hand to Monte-Cristo, 
‘‘T suppose you have come to sympathize with me, for 
indeed misfortune has taken possession of my house. 
When I perceived you, I was just asking myself whether 
I had not wished harm towards those poor Morcerfs, 
which would have justified’ the proverb of ‘He who 
wishes misfortunes to happen to others experiences them 
himself’ Well, on my word of honour, I answered 
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‘No!’ I wished no ill to Morcerf. He was a little: 
proud, perhaps, for a man who, like myself, had risen) 
from nothing; but we all have our faults. Do yous 
know, count, that persons of our time of life—not thatt 
you belong to the class, you are still a young man, but, 
as I was saying, persons of our time of life—have beens 
very unfortunate this year. For example, look at fi 
puritanical procureur du roi, who has just lost his 
daughter, and, in fact, nearly all his family in so 
singular a manner; Morcerf dishonoured and dead ;; 
and then myself, covered with ridicule through thes 
villainy of Benedetto ; besides a 

‘““ Besides what ?’’ asked the count. 

“ Alas! do you not know ?”’ 

“What new calamity 2?” 

“My daughter——” 

““Mademoiselle Danglars ?)” 

‘““Eugénie has left us!” 

“Good heavens ! what are you telling mé ?” 

“The truth, my dear count., Oh, how happy you musti 
be in not having either wife or children ! ” 

“Go you think so?” 

‘Indeed I do.” 

“And so Mademoiselle Danglars 

“She could not endure the insult offered to us by that 
wretch, so she asked permission to travel.” 

‘‘ And is she gone ?”’ 

“ The other night she left.” 

“With Madame Danglars ?” 

‘No, with a relation. But still, we have quite lost 
our dear Eugénie; for I doubt whether her pride wil) 
ever allow her to return to France.”’ 

“Still, baron,” said Monte-Cristo, “‘ family griefs, on 
indeed any other affliction which would crush a mari 
whose child was his only treasure, are endurable to 4 
millionaire. Philosophers may well say, and practica) 
men will always support the opinion, that money miti. 
gates many trials; and if you admit the efficacy of this 
sovereign balm, you ought to be very easily consoled— 


) 


THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO. 635 


you, the king of finance, who form the intersecting point 
of all the powers in Europe—nay, the world!” 

Danglars looked at him obliquely, as though to ascer- 
tain whether he spoke seriously. 

“Yes,” he answered; “‘if a fortune brings consolation, 
I ought to be consoled. I am rich.” 

“So rich, dear sir, that your fortune resembles the 
pyramids, If you wished to demolish them, you could 
not; if it were possible you would not dare!” 

Danglars smiled at the good-natured pleasantry of the 
count. 

“That reminds me,” he said, ‘‘ that when you entered 
I was on the point of signing five little bonds.. I have 
already signed two; will you allow me to do the same to 
the others ?”’ 

“ Pray do so.” 

There was a moment’s silence, during which the noise 
of the banker’s pen was alone heard, while Monte-Cristo 
examined the gilt mouldings of the ceiling. 

“Are they Spanish, Haytian, or Neapolitan bonds ?”’ 
said Monte-Cristo. 

“ Neither,’ said Danglars, smiling; “‘ they are bonds 
on the Bank of France, payable to the bearer. Stay,” 
he added, “‘ count, you who may be called the emperor, 
if I claim the title of king of finance, have you many 
pieces of paper of this size, each worth a million 2?” 

The count took the papers which Danglars had so 
proudly presented to him, into his hands and read,— 


“To the Governor of the Bank. Please to pay to 
my order, from the fund deposited by me, the sum of 
a million. 

‘““ BARON DANGLARS.”’ 


“One, two, three, four, five,’ said Monte-Cristo— 
“five millions ! why, what,a Croesus you are !”’ 

‘‘ This is how I transact business ! ”’ said Danglars. 

“Tt is really wonderful,” said the count. ‘‘ Above all, 
if, as I suppose, it is payable at sight.” 
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“Its, indeed,” said Danglars. aie 

“Tt is a fine ‘thing to ‘have such credit ; really, ‘it is 
only in France these things are done. Five millions on 
five little scraps of paper! It must’ be seen to be ‘be- 
lieved.” 

‘You do not doubt it'?” 

i Not 

‘You say''so with an ‘accent. Stay, you ‘shall be 
convinced ; take my clerk to the bank, and ‘you: will 
see him leave it with an erder on ‘the treasury for the 
same sum.” | 

‘No! said Monte-Cristo, ‘folding the five ‘notes, 
‘““most decidedly not; ‘the thing is so curious, I ‘will 
make the experiment myself. I'am credited on you for 
six millions. I have drawn nine hundred thousand 
francs; you therefore still owe me five millions and a 
hundred thousand’ francs. I will take ‘the five ‘scraps 
of paper that I now hold as ‘bonds, with your signature 
alone, and here is a receipt in full for the ‘six’ millions 
between us. J had prepared 1t beforehand, for 1 am 
much in want of money to-day.” 

And Monte-Cristo ‘placed the bonds in his pocket with 
one’hand, while with the otherjhe held out the receipt ‘to | 
Danglars. 

If a ‘thunderbolt had fallen at the banker’s feet, he 
could not have experienced greater ‘terror. 

“What!” he stammered, “do ‘you mean to take that 
money? Excuse me, excuse me; but I owe this money 
to the hospital—a deposit which 1 promised to pay this 
morning.” ; 

“Oh, well, then,” said Monte/Cristo, “Ivam not par- 
ticular about these five notes; pay me in a different 
form. I wished, from curiosity, to take these, that I 
might be able to say, that without any advice or pre- 
paration the house of Danglars had-paid me five millions 
without a minute’s delay ; it would have been’so remark- 
able.” But here are your bonds ; “pay me differently ; ” 
and he held the bonds ‘towards Danglars, who seized 
them like a vulture extending its claws to withhold the 
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food attempted to be: wrested from it. Suddenly he 
rallied, made a violent effort, to restrain himself, and 
then, a, smile, gradually, widened, the features of his, dis- 
turbed, countenance, 

“Certainly,’’ he said, “ your receipt is money.” 

“ Oh dear, yes:; and: if! you) were at) Rome, the house 
of Thomson and French would make no, more: difficulty 
about, paying the meney on my receipt than you have 
just done.” 

“ Pardon, me, count, pardon me.” 

“ Then I may keep: this money ?.”’, 

“ Yes,” said.Danglars, while the: perspiration started 
from the roots of: his hair, ‘’ Yes, keep it—keep) it.” 

Monte-Cristo replaced the notes in his pocket with 
that indescribable expression which.seemed to say, ‘Come, 
reflect ; if you repent there is still time.’’ 

“ No;” said Danglars, ‘‘ no; decidedly no; keep my 
signatures. But you know none areso formal as bankers 
in transacting business. I, intended this money for the 
hospitals, and I seemed to:be robbing them if, 1 did: not 
pay them with these, precise bonds. How absurd! as 
if one crown were not as: good as another. Excuse me,” 
and he began to-laugh loudly, but nervously. 

“ Certainly, I excuse you,’ said Monte-Cristo gra- 
ciously, “and pocket them.” And he placed the bonds 
in his pocket-book. 

“But,” said) Danglars,, “ there is still. a sum of one 
hundred, thousand, franes.”’ 

“Ob, a mere, nothing,” said Monte-Cristo. “ The 
balance would come to about that sum; but keep it, and 
we shall be quits.” 

‘“Count,” said) Danglars), ‘“are. you: speaking’ seri- 
ously 2?” 

‘TI never joke with bankers,” said Monte-Cristo} in a 
freezing manner, which repelled: impertinence; and he 
turned. towards the’ door, just as) the valet-de-chambre 
announced ,— ' 

‘““M. de Boville, receiver-general, of the hospitals.” 

‘“Ma foi!’ said) Monte-Cristo; “I think I, arrived 


d 


638 THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO, 


just in time to obtain your signatures, or they would 
have been disputed with me.” 

Danglars again became pale, and hastened to conduct 
the count out. Monte-Cristo exchanged a ceremonious 
bow with M. de Boville, who was standing in the waiting- 
room, and who was introduced into Danglars’s room as 
soon as the count had left. The count’s sad face was > 
illumined by a faint smile as he noticed the portfolio 
which the receiver-general held in his hand. At the 
door he found his carriage, and was immediately driven 
to the bank. Meanwhile Danglars, repressing all emo- 
tion, advanced to meet the receiver-general. We need 
not say that a smile of condescension was stamped upon 
his lips. 

‘““Good-morning, creditor,” said he; “for I wager 
anything it is the creditor who visits me.” 

‘You are right, baron,’ answered M. de Boville ; 
“the hospitals present themselves to you through me. 
The widows and orphans depute me to receive alms to 
the amount of five millions from you.” 

“And yet they say orphans are to be pitied,” said 
Danglars, wishing to prolong the jest: “‘ Poor things !”’ 


“ Here I am in their name,” said M. de Boville. ‘‘ But 
did you receive my letter yesterday ?” 
“Yes.” 


“T have brought my receipt.” 


6“ 


My dear M. Boville, your widows and orphans must 
oblige me by waiting twenty-four hours, since M. de 
Monte-Cristo, whom you just saw leaving here—you did 
see him, I think ?” 


“ Yes—-well 2,” 

“Well, M. de Monte-Cristo has just carried off their 
five millions.”’ 

‘How so ?”’ 

“The count had unlimited credit upon me, a credit 
opened by Thomson and French of Rome. He came to 
demand five millions at once, which I paid him with 
cheques on the bank. My funds are deposited there ; 
and you can understand that if I draw out ten millions 
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on the same day, it will appear rather strange to the 
governor. Two days will be a different thing,’ said 
Danglars, smiling. 

“Come,” said Boville, with a tone of entire incred- 
ulity ; “five millions to that gentleman who just left, 
and who bowed to me as though he knew me!” 

“Perhaps he knows you, though you do not know 
him. M. de Monte-Cristo knows everybody.” 

“Five millions !:”’ 

‘““ Here is his receipt. Believe your own eyes.” 

M. de Boville took the paper Danglars presented him, 
and read,— 


“Received of Baron Danglars the sum of five millions 
one hundred thousand francs, which will be repaid when- 
ever he pleases by the house of Thomson and French of 
Rome.” 


“It is really true;’’» said De Boville. 

“Do you know the house of Thomson and French ? ” 

“Yes, I once had business to transact with it to the 
amount of 200,000 francs; but since then I have not 
heard it mentioned.” 

“Tt is one of the best houses in Europe,” said Dan- 
glars, carelessly throwing down the receipt on his desk. 

‘““ And he had five millions in your hands alone! Why, 
this Count of Monte-Cristo must be a nabob ?”’ 

“ Indeed, I doonot know what he is. He has three 
unlimited credits—one on me, one on Rothschild, one 
on Lafitte; and, you see,’’ he added carelessly, “ he 
has given me the preference by leaving a balance ot 
100,000 francs.” . 

M. de Boville manifested signs of extraordinary ad- 
miration. 

‘7 must visit him,’ he said, ‘‘ and obtain some pious 
grant from him.” 

‘“Oh, you may make sure of him; his charities alone 
amount to 20,000 francs per month.” 

“Tt is magnificent! I will set before: him the ex- 
ample of Madame de Morcerf and her son.” 
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“ What example ?” 

“They gave all their fortune to the hospitals.” 

“What fortune ?” 

‘“ Their own—M. de Morcerf’s, who is deceased.” 

“ For what reason ?”’ 

“Because they would not spend money so guiltily 
acquired.” 

“ And what are they to live wpon ?”’ 

“The mother retires into the country, and the son 
enters the army.” 

“Well, I must confess, these are scruples.” 

‘“T registered their deed of gift yesterday.” 

“And how much did they possess ? ’’ 

“Oh, not much; from twelve to thirteen hundred 
thousand francs, But to return to our millions.” 

“Certainly,” said Danglars, in the most natural tone 
in the world. ‘ Are you, then, pressed for this money ?”’ 

“Yes, for the examination of our icash takes place 
to-morrow.” 

“ To-morrow! Why did -you not tell me so before ? 
Why, it is as good as aicentury! At what hour ;does 
the examination take place ?” 

“At two o’clock.”’ 

‘Send at twelve,” said Danglars, smiling. 

M. de Boville said nothing, but nodded his head, and 
took up the portfolio. 

“ Now I think of it, you can do better,” said Danglars. 

“How do you mean?” 

“The receipt of M. de Monte-Cristo is as igood as 
money; take it to Rothschild’s or Lafitte’s, and they 
will take it of you directly.” 

“What, though payable at Rome ?” 

“Certainly; it will only cost you a discount of five 
or six thousand francs.” 

The receiver started back. 

“Ma for!” he said, ‘I prefer waiting till to-morrow. 
What a proposition ! ” 

_ “I thought, perhaps,” said Danglars, with supreme 
impertinence, “‘ that you had a deficiency to make up ?” 
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“Indeed ! ” said the receiver. 

“ And if that were the case, it would be worth while to 
make some sacrifice,” 

“Thank you ; no, sir.” 

“Then it will be to-morrow ?” 

“Yes; but without fail.” 

“Ah, you are laughing at me. Send to-morrow at 
twelve, and the bank shall ‘be informed.” 

“ T will come myself.” 

“ Better still, since it will afford me the pleasure of 
seeing you.” 

They shook hands. 

“By the way,’ said M. de Boville, ‘are you not 
going to the funeral of poor Mademoiselle de Villefort, 
which I met on my road here ?”’ 

“No,” said the banker... “I have appeared rather 
ridiculous since that affair of Benedetto, so I remain in 
the background.” 

“Bah! you are wrong. How were you to blame in 
that affair ? ” 

“Listen. When one bears an irreproachable name, 
as I do, one is rather sensitive.” 

“Everybody pities you, sir; and, above all, Made- 
moiselle Danglars !”’ 

“Poor Eugénie!”’ said Danglars; “ do you know she 
is going to embrace a religious life?” 

“ce No.”’ 

“Alas! it is unhappily but too true. The day after 
the event, she decided on leaving Paris with a nun of 
her acquaintance. They are gone to seek a very strict 
convent in Italy or Spain.” 

“Oh, it is terrible?”’ and M. de Boville retired with 
this exclamation, after expressing acute sympathy with 
the father. But he had scarcely left before Danglars, 
with an energy of action those can alone understand 
who have seen Robert Macaire represented by Frédéric, 
exclaimed, “Fool!” 

Then enclosing Monte-Cristo’s receipt in a little pocket- 
book, he added,— 
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“Yes, come at twelve o’clock; I shall then be far 
away.” 

Then he double-locked his door, emptied all his drawers, 
collected about fifty-thousand francs in banknotes, burned 
several papers, left others exposed to view, and then com- 
menced writing a letter which he addressed,— 

“To Madame la Baronne Danglars.” 

‘““T will place it on her, table myself to-night,” he 
murmured. 

Then taking a passport from his drawer, he said,— 

“ Good, it is available for two months longer.”’ 


CHAPTER CV. 
THE CEMETERY OF PERE LACHAISE. 


M. DE BovitLEe had indeed met the funeral procession 
which conducted Valentine to her last home on earth. 
The weather was dull and stormy, a cold wind shook 
the few remaining yellow leaves from the boughs of the 
trees, and scattered them amongst the crowd which filled 
the boulevards. M. de Villefort, a true Parisian, con-— 
sidered the cemetery of Pére Lachaise alone worthy of 
receiving the mortal remains of a Parisian family ; there 
alone the corpses belonging to him would be surrounded 
by worthy associates. He had therefore purchased a 
vauit, which was quickly occupied by members of his 
family. On the front of the monument was inscribed : 
“The families of Saint-Méran and Villefort,’ for such 
had been the last wish expressed by poor Renée, Valen- 
tine’s mother. The pompous procession therefore wended 
its way towards Pére Lachaise from the Faubourg Saint- 
Honoré. Having crossed Paris, it passed through the 
Faubourg du Temple, then leaving the exterior boule- 
vards, it reached the cemetery. More than fifty private 
carriages followed the twenty mourning-coaches; and 
behind them more than five hundred persons joined the 
procession on foot. 
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These last consisted of all the young people, whom 
Valentine’s death had struck lke a thunderbolt ; and 
who, notwithstanding the raw chilliness of the season, 
could not refrain from paying a last tribute to the memory 
of the beautiful, chaste, and adorable girl thus cut off 
in the flower of her youth. As’ they left Paris, an equi- 
page with four horses, at full speed, was seen to draw up 
suddenly—it contained Monte-Cristo. The count left the 
carriage and mingled in the crowd who followed on foot. 
Chateau-Renaud saw him; and immediately alighting 
from his coupé, joined him. The count looked atten- 
tively through every opening in the crowd; he was 
evidently watching for some one, but his search ended 
in disappointment. 

“Where is Morrel ?”’ he asked. ‘“‘ Do either of these 
gentlemen know where he is ?”’ 

“ We have already asked that question,” said Chateau- 
Renaud, “ for none of us have seen him.” 

The count was silent, but continued to gaze around 
him. 

At length they arrived at the cemetery. The piercing 
eye of Monte-Cristo glanced through clusters of bushes 
and trees, and was soon relieved from all anxiety, for he 
saw a shadow glide between the*yew trees, and Monte- 
Cristo recognized him whom he sought. A funeral in 
this magnificent metropolis generally presents the same 
aspect at all times; black figures are seen scattered in 
the long white avenues; a silence of earth and heaven 
is alone broken by the noise made by the crackling 
branches of hedges planted round the monuments ; then 
follows the melancholy chant of the priests, mingled now 
and then with a sob of anguish, escaping from some 
female concealed under a mass of flowers. 

The shadow Monte-Cristo had remarked passed rapidly 
behind the tomb of Abelard and Héloise, and placed itself 
close to the horses’ heads belonging to the hearse, and, 
following the undertaker’s men, arrived with them at the 
spot appointed for the burial. Each person’s attention 
was occupied. Monte-Cristo saw nothing but the shadow, 
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which no one else observed. Twice. the count left the 
ranks to see whether the object of his interest had any 
concealed: weapon beneath his clothes. When the pro- 
cession stopped, this shadow was recognized as Morrel; 
who, his coat buttoned up to his throat, his face livid, 
and convulsively crushing his hat between his, fingers, 
leaned against a tree, situated on an elevation command- 
ing the mausoleum, so that none of the funeral details 
could escape his observatiom 

Everything was conducted in the usual,manner. A 
few men, the least impressed of all by the scene, pro- 
nounced a. discourse —some deploring this premature 
death ; others expatiating on the grief of the father ; 
and one very ingenious person quoted the facet of, Valen- 
tine having solicited pardon of her father for criminals 
on whom the arm of justice was! ready to fall ; until at 
length they exhausted their stores) of metaphor’ and 
mournful speeches, 

Monte-Cristo heard and saw nothing, or rather he 
only saw Morrel, whose calmness had a frightful effect 
on him who alone knew what was passing in his heart. 

“See!” said Beauchamp; pointing out, Morrel to 
Debray. ‘ What is he doing up there?’ And) they 
called Chateau-Renaud’s attention to: him. 

‘‘ How pale he is!”’ said Chateau-Renaud, shuddering, 

“He is cold,” said Debray. 

“ Not at all,” said Chateau-Renaud slowly; “I think 
he is violently agitated. He is very susceptible.’ 

“Bah!” said) Debray; “he scarcely knew. Made- 
moiselle de Villefort—you said so yourself.” 

“ True. Still, lremember he danced three times with 
her at Madame de Morcerf’s. Do, you, recollect that 
ball, count, where you produced such an effect ?”’ 

“No, Ido not,” replied Monte-Cristo, without even 
knowing of what or to whom he was speaking, so much 
was he occupied in watching Morrel, who was holding 
his breath with emotion. | ‘‘ The discourse is over ;. fare- 
well, gentlemen,”’ said the count. 

And he disappeared without any one seeing whither 
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he went. The funeral being over, the guests returned 
to Paris, Cha&teau-Renaud Jooked for a moment ‘for 
Morrel'; but while watching the departure of the count, 
Morrel had quitted his post, and Chateau-Renaud, failing 
in his search, joined Debray and Beauchamp. 

Monte-Cristo concealed himself behind a large tomb, 
and waited the arrival of Morrel, who, by degrees, ap- 
proached the tomb now ‘abandoned by spectators and 
workmen. Morrel threw a glance around, but before it 
reached the spot occupied by Monte-Cristo, the latter 
had advanced yet nearer, still unperceived. 

The young man ‘knelt down. The count, wath out- 
stretched neck and glaring eyes, stood in an attitude 
ready to pounce upon Morrel upon the first occasion. 
Morrel bent his head till it ‘touched the stone, then 
chitching the grating with both hands, he murmured,— 

“Oh, Valentine !”’ 

The count’s heart was pierced by the utterance of 
these two words. He stepped forward, and touching 
the young man’s shoulder, said,— 

“Twas looking for you, my friend.” 

Monte-Cristo expected a burst of passion, but he was 
deceived, for Morrel, turning round, said with calmness,— 

‘ Yiou'see I was praying.” 

The scrutinizing glance of the count searched the young 
man from head to ‘foot. He then seemed more easy. 

‘““Shall I drive’you back to Paris ?” he asked. 

“No, thank you.” 

“Do you wish anything ? ” 

“Leave me to pray.” 

The count withdrew without opposition, but it was 
only to place himself in ‘a situation where he could 
watch every movement of Morrel, who at length rose, 
brushed the dust from his knees, and turned towards 
Paris, without once looking back. He walked slowly 
down the Rue de la Roguette. The count, dismissing 
his carriage, followed him about a hundred paces behind. 
Maximilian crossed the canal, ‘and entered the Rue Meslay 
by the boulevards. 
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Five minutes after the door had been closed on Morrel’s : 
entrance it was again opened for the count. Julie was : 
at the entrance of the garden, where she was attentively 
watching Penelon, who, entering with zeal into his pro- 
fession as a gardener, was very busy grafting some Bengal 
roses. 

“Ah, count !’’ she exclaimed, with the delight mani- 
fested by every member of the family whenever he visited 
the Rue Meslay. 

‘““ Maximilian has just returned, has he not, madame ?”’ 
asked the count. 

“Yes, I think I saw him pass. But, pray, call Em- 
manuel,”’ 

“Excuse me, madame, but I must go up to Maxi- 
milian’s room this instant,’ replied Monte-Cristo. “I 
have something of the greatest importance to tell 
him.” 

‘Go, then,’ she said, with a charming smile which 
accompanied him until he had disappeared. 

Monte-Cristo soon ran up the staircase conducting 
from the ground-floor to Maximilian’s room. When he 
reached the landing he listened attentively, but all was 
still. Like many old houses occupied by a single family, 
the room door was panelled with glass. But it was 
locked. Maximilian was shut in, and it was impossible 
to see what was passing in the room, owing to a red 
curtain being drawn before the glass. The count’s 
anxiety was manifested by a bright colour, which seldom 
appeared on the face of that impassible man. 

“What shall I do?” he uttered, and ‘reflected for a 
moment. “Shall I ring? No; the sound of a bell, 
announcing a visitor, will but accelerate the resolution 
of one in Maximilian’s situation, and then the bell would 
be followed by a louder noise.” 

Monte-Cristo trembled from head to foot, and as if 
his determination had been taken with the rapidity of 
lightning, he struck one of the panes of glass with his 
elbow. The glass was shivered to atoms; then with- 
drawing the curtain, he saw Morrel, who had been writing 
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at his desk, bound from his seat at the noise of the 
broken window. 

“T beg a theusand pardons!” said the count. ‘‘ There 
is nothing the matter; but I slipped down and_ broke 
one of your panes of glass with my elbow. Since it is 
open, I will take advantage of it to enter your room; do 
not disturb yourself—do not disturb yourself ! ” 

And passing his hand through the broken glass, the 
count opened the door. 

Morrel, evidently discomposed, came to meet Monte- 
Cristo, less with the intention of receiving him than to 
exclude his entry. 

“Ma for!” said Monte-Cristo, rubbing his elbow, “‘it’s 
all your servant’s fault; your stairs are so polished, it 
is like walking on glass.” 

“Are you hurt, sir ?” coldly asked Morrel. 

“I believe not. But what are you about: there ? 
-You were writing.” 

ce I ? ” 

“ Your fingers are stained with ink.” 

‘Ah, true, I was writing. I do sometimes, soldier 
though I am.” 

Monte-Cristo advanced into the room; Maximilian 
was obliged to let him pass, but he followed him. 

“You were writing?” said Monte-Cristo, with a 
searching look, 

“7 have already had the honour of telling you I was,”’ 
said Morrel. 

The count looked around him. 

“Your pistols are beside your desk,” said Monte- 
Cristo, pointing with his finger to the pistols on the table. 

“fam on the point of starting on a journey,” replied 
Morrel, disdainfully. 

“My friend!” exclaimed Monte-Cristo, in a tone of 
exquisite sweetness. 

AOL fF. 

“My friend, my dear Maximilian, do not make a 
hasty resolution, I entreat you.” 

“TI make a hasty resolution ?””’ said Morrel, shrugging 
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his shoulders... ‘Is there anything extraordinary in a 
journey ?”’ 

‘‘Maximilian,” said the count, “ let us both lay aside 
the mask we have assumed. You no. more deceive me 
with that false calmness than I impose upon you with 
my frivolous solicitude. You can understand, can you 
not, that to have acted as I have done, to have, broken 
those windows, to have intruded on the solitude of a 
friend—you can understand, that to have done all. this 
I must have been actuated. by real uneasiness, or rather 
by a terrible conviction. Morrel, you are going to destroy 
yourself ! ”’ 

‘Indeed, count!” said) Morrel, shuddering, ‘“ what 
has put this into your head ?” 

“T tell you that you are about to destroy yourself,” 
continued the count, “and here is the proof of what I 
say,” and approaching the desk he removed the sheet 
of paper which Morrel had placed over the letter he had 
begun, and took the latter in his hands. 

Morrel rushed forward to tear it from him. But 
Monte-Cristo perceiving his, intention, seized his wrist 
with his iron grasp. 

“ You wish to destroy yourself,’ said the count ; ‘* you | 
have written it.” 

‘Well!’ said Mortel, changing his expression, of calm- 
ness for one of violence—“ well, and if I do intend to 
turn. this pistol against myself, who shall preyent me, 
who will dare prevent me ? All my hopes are blighted, 
my heart is broken, my life a burden, everything around 
me is sad and mournful; earth has become distasteful 
to me, and human, voices distract me. It isa mercy 
to let me die, for if I live I shall lose my reason and 
become mad. When, sir, I tell you all this with tears of 
heartfelt anguish, can you reply that Iam wrong, can you 
prevent my putting an end to my miserable existence ? 
Tell me, sir, could you have the courage to do'so ?”’ 

“Yes, Morrell,’ said); Monte-Cristo, with.a calmness 
which contrasted strangely with the young)man’s ex- 
citement ; “ yes, L would do so.” 
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You!” exclaimed Morrel, with increasing anger and 
reproach; “you, who have deceived me with false 
hopes, who have cheered and soothed me with vain 
promises, when I might, if not have saved her, at least 
have seen her die in my arms! You, who pretend to 
understand everything, even the hidden sources of know- 
ledge; you, who enact the part of a guardian angel 
upon earth, and could not even find an antidote to a 
poison administered to a young girl! Ah, sir, indeed 
you would inspire me with pity, were you not hateful 
In my eyes.” 

‘““ Morre]——’ 

“Yes; you tell me to lay aside the mask, and I will 
do so! Be satisfied! When you spoke to me at the 
cemetery, I answered you—my heart was softened ; when 
you arrived here, 1 allowed you to enter. But since 
you abuse my confidence, since you have devised a new 
torture after I thought I had exhausted them all, then, 
Count of Monte-Cristo, my pretended benefactor—then, 
Count of Monte-Cristo, the universal guardian, be satisfied, 
you shall witness the death of your friend,” and Morrel, 
with a maniacal laugh, again rushed towards the pistols. 

“And I again repeat, you shall not commit suicide.”’ 

“Prevent me, then!” replied Morrel, with another 
struggle, which, like the first, failed in releasing him 
from the count’s iron grasp. 

‘“T will prevent you.” 

“And who are you, then, that arrogate to yourself 
this tyrannical right over free and rational beings ?” 

“Who am 1?” repeated Monte-Cristo. “Listen; I 
am the only man in the world having the right to say 
to you, ‘ Morrel, your father’s son shall not die to-day ;’ ”’ 
and Monte-Cristo, with an expression of majesty and 
sublimity, advanced with his arms folded towards the 
young man, who, involuntarily overcome by the com- 
mand of this man, recoiled a step. 

‘“Why do you mention my father ?” stammered he ; 
“why do you mingle a recollection of him with the 
affairs of to-day ?” 


? 
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‘‘ Because I am he who saved your father’s life» when | 
he wished to destroy himself, as you do to-day ; because » 
I.am the man who sent the purse to your young sister, | 
and the Pharaon to old Morrel ; because lam the Edmond » 
Dantés, who nursed you, a child, on my Knees.” :- 

Morrel. made, another step back, staggering, breathless, 
crushed.;, then all his strength gave way, and he fell. 
prostrate at the feet of Monte-Cristo. Then his. admir: 
able nature underwent a complete and sudden revulsion. 
He rose, bounded out of the room, and rushed to the: 
stairs, exclaiming energetically,— ! 

“Julie! Julie! Emmanuel! Emmanuel !”’ 

Monte-Cristo endeavoured also to leave, but  Maxti- 
milian would have, died rather than relax his hold of 
the handle of the door, which he closed. wpon the count. 
Julie, Emmanuel, and some of the servants ran up in 
alarm on hearing the cries of Maximilian.» Morrel seized 
their hands, and opening the door, exclaimed im a voice 
choked with sobs,— 

“On, your knees! on your knees! He is: our bene- 
factor ! the saviour of our father!» He is——” | 

He would have added “ Edmond: Dantés,” but the 
count seized his arm and prevented him. Julie threw 
herself into the arms of the count ; Emmanuel embraced 
him as a guardian angel; Morrel again fell om his: knees, 
and struck the ground with his forehead. Then the 
iron-hearted man felt his heart swell in-his: breast; a 
flame seemed to rush: from his throat to his. eyes; he 
bent his head and wept. | For. a while nothing was 
heard in the room but a) succession of sdbs, while the 
incense from their grateful hearts) mounted to heaven. 
Jule had scarcely recovered from her deep emotion when 
she rushed out of the-room, descended to the next floor, 
ran into the drawing-room with childlike joy, and raised 
the crystal globe which covered the purse given by the 
unknown of the Allées de Meillan. Meanwhile, Em+ 
manuel, in a broken voice. said to the count,— 

“ Oh, count, how could you, hearing us so often speak 
of our unknown benefactor, seeing us pay such homage 
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of gratitude and adoration to his memory, how could 
you continue so long without discovering yourself to us ? 
Oh, it was cruel to us, and—dare I say it ?—to- you also.” 

“Listen, my friend,” said the count) ‘I may call’ you 
so, since we have really been friends for the last eleven 
years; the discovery of this secret has been occasioned 
by a great event which you mustinever know. I wished 
to’ bury it during my whole life'in my ewn busom; but 
your brother Maximilian wrested it from me by a violence 
he repents of now, Iam sure.” Then turning round, 
and seemg that Morrel, still on his knees, had thrown 
himself into an armchair, he added in a low voice, press- 
ing Emmanuel’s hand significantly,— 

‘Watch over him.” 

“Why so ?”’? asked the young man, surprised. 

“T cannot explain myself; but watch over him.” 

Emmanuel looked round the room and caught sight of 
the pistols. His eyes rested on the arms, and he pointed 
to them. Monte-Cristo bent his head. Emmanuel went 
towards the pistols. 

“Leave them,’ said Monte-Cristo. Then walking to- 
wards Morrel, he took his hand: the ‘tumultuous agita- 
tion of the young man was succeeded by a profound 
stupor. Julie returned, holding in her hands the silken 
purse, while tears of joy rolled down her cheeks, like 
dewdrops on the rose. 

‘“Here is the relic,’ she said; ‘do not think it will 
be less dear to us now we are acquainted with our bene- 
factor !” 

“My child,” said Monte-Cristo, colouring, “allow me 
to take back that purse.’ Since you now know my face, 
I wish to be remembered alone through the affection f 
hope you will grant me.” , 

“Oh!” said Julie, pressing the purse to her heart. 
“No, no, I beseech you do not take it, for some unhappy 
day you will leave us, will you not ?)” 

“You have guessed rightly, madame,’’ replied Monte- 
Cristo, smiling. “‘In aweek I shall have left this country, 
where so many persons who merit the vengeance of 
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Heaven lived happily, while my father perished of hunger) 
and grief.” ‘ 

While announcing his departure, the count fixed hiss 
eyes on Morrel, and remarked that the words, “I shall) 
have left this country,” had failed to rouse him from: 
his lethargy. .He then saw that he must make another 
struggle against the grief of his friend, and taking the: 
hands of Emmanuel and Julie, which he pressed within: 
his own, he said, with the mild authority of a father,— 

‘‘ My kind friends, leave me alone with Maximilian.” 

Julie saw the means offered of carrying off her precious: 
relic, which Monte-Cristo had forgotten. She drew her 
husband to the door. 

“Let us leave them,” she said. 

The count was alone with Morrel, who remained mo- 
tionless as a statue. 

“Come,’’ said Monte-Cristo, touching his shoulder with 
his finger, “are you a man again, Maximilian ?”’ 

“Yes; for I begin to suffer again.” 

The count frowned, apparently in gloomy hesitation. 

“Maximilian, Maximilian,’ he said, “the ideas you 
yield to are unworthy of a Christian.” 

‘“Oh, do not fear, my friend,’’ said Morrel, raising his 
head, and smiling with a sweet expression on the count. 
‘“T shall no longer attempt my life.”’ 

““ Then we are to have no more pistols, no more arms ?”’ 

“No; I have found a better remedy for my grief 
than either a bullet or knife.” 

“Poor fellow, what is it ?”’ 

“ My grief will kill me of itself.” 

‘My friend,’’ said Monte-Cristo, with an expression 
of melancholy equal to his own, “‘ listen to me. One day 
in a moment of despair like yours, since it led to a similar 
resolution, I, like you, wished to kill inyself. One day, 
your father, equally desperate, wished to kill himself 
too. If any one had said to your father at the moment 
he raised the pistol to his head; if any one had told me 
when in my prison I pushed back the food I had not 
tasted for three days; if any one had said to either of! 
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us then, * Live, the day will come when you will be happy, 
and will bless life ;’ no matter whose voice had spoken, 
we should have heard him with the smile of doubt or 
the anguish of incredulity; and yet how many times 
has your father blessed life while embracing you! How 
often have I myself——” 

“Ah!” exclaimed Morrel, interrupting the count, 
“you had only lost your liberty, my father had only 
lost his fortune, but I have lost Valentine.” 

“Look at me,” said Monte-Cristo, with that expres- 
sion which sometimes made him‘so eloquent and _per- 
suasive-—“‘ look at me; ‘there are no tears in my eyes, 
nor is there fever in my veins, yet I see you suffer—. 
you, Maximilian, whom'I love as my own son. Well, 
does not this tell you that in grief, as in life, there is 
always something to look forward to beyond? Now, 
if I entreat, if I order you to live, Morrel, it is in the 
conviction that one day you will thank me for having 
preserved your life.” 

“ Oh, heavens !”’ said the young man—“ oh, heavens ! 
what are you saying, count? But perhaps you have 
never loved!” 

“ Child!” replied the count. 

““T mean, as I love. You see I have been a soldier 
ever since I attained manhood. I reached the age of 
twenty-nine without loving, for none of the feelings I 
before then experienced merit the appellation of love. 
Well, at twenty-nine I saw Valentine ; during two years 
I have loved her, during two years I have seen written 
in her heart as in a book all the virtues of a daughter 
and wife. Count, to possess Valentine would have been 
a happiness too infinite, too ecstatic, too complete, too 
divine for this world, since it has been denied me; but 
without Valentine the earth is desolate.” 

‘“T have told you to hope,” said the count. 

‘Then have a care, I repeat, for you seek to persuade 
me, and if you succeed I should lose my reason, for I 
should hope that I could again behold Valentine.” 

The count smiled. 
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“‘ My friend, my friend,’’ said Morrel, with excitement, 
“have a care, I again repeat, for the power you wield 
over me alarms me. Weigh your words before you speak, 
for my eyes have already become brighter, and my heart 
rebounds ; be cautious, or you will make me believe in 
supernatural agencies. I must obey you; so m mercy 
be cautious.”’ 

‘““ Hope, my friend,” repeated the count. 

“Ah!” said Morrel, falling from the height of excite- 
ment to the abyss of despair—“ah, you are playing 
with me, like those good or rather selfish mothers who 
soothe their children with honeyed words, because their 
screams annoy them. No, my friend, I was wrong to 
caution you. Do not fear; I will bury my grief so deep 
in my heart, I will disguise it so, that you shall not even 
care to sympathize with me. Adieu, my friend, adieu.”’ 

‘On the contrary,” said the count, ‘‘ after this time 
you must live with me—you must not leave me; and 
in a week we shall have left France behind us.” 

‘“ And you still bid:me hope.” 

“I tell you to hope, because I have a method of curing 
you.” 

“Count, you render me sadder than before, if it be 
possible. You think the result of this blow has been to 
produce an ordinary grief, and you would cure it; by an 
ordinary remedy, change of scene.””?. And Morrel dropped 
his head with disdainful incredulity. 

“What can I say more?” asked Monte-Cristo. “I 
have confidence in the remedy I propose, and only ask 
you to permit me;to assure you of its efficacy,” 

“Count, you prolong my agony.” 

‘ Then,” said the count, “ your feeble spirit will not 
even grant me the trial I request ? Come, do you know 
of what the Count of Monte-Cristo is capable ? ' Do, you 
know that he holds terrestrial beings under his control 
—nay, that he can almost work a miracle ?. Well, wait 
for the miracle I hope to'accomplish, or 7 

“ Or ?”’ repeated |Morrel. 

“Or, take care, Morrel, lest I call you ungrateful.” 
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‘‘ Have pity on me, count !”’ 

“ST feel so much pity towards you, Maximilian, that— 
listen to me attentively—if I do not cure you in a month 
to the day, to the very hour, mark amy words; Morrel, 
I will place loaded pistols before you, and a cup full of 
the deadliest Italian poison—a poison more sure and 
prompt than that which has killed Valentine.” 

“ Will you promise me ?” : 

“Yes; for I am a man, and have suffered like your- 
self, and also contemplated suicide ;. indeed, often since 
misfortune has left me I have longed for the delights 
of an eternal sleep.” 

“But you are sure you will promise me this ?’’ said 
Morrel, intoxicated. 

“T not only promise it, but swear it,’ said Monte- 

‘Cristo, extending his hand. 

“In a month, then, on your honour, if I'am not con- 
soled, you will let me take my life into my own hands, and 
whatever may happen, you will not call: me ungrateful ?.” 

‘“‘In-a month to the day; the very ‘hour and the 
date is a sacred one, Maximilian. I;do not’know whether 
you remember: that this is the 5th of September ; it is 
ten years to-day since I'saved your father’s life, who 
wished to die.” 

Morrel) seized the count’s hand and kissed it; the 
count allowed him to pay the homage he felt due to him. 

“Jn a month you will find on the table, at which 
we shall be then ‘sitting, good pistols and a delicious 
draught; but, on the other hand, you must promise 
me not to attempt your life before that time.” 

“Oh, Ialso swear it.” 

Monte-Cristo. drew! the young man towards him, and 
pressed him for some time to his heart. 

‘And now,” he said, ‘‘ after to-day, you will come and 
live with me; you'can occupy’ Haydée’s apartment, 
and my daughter will at least be replaced by my son.” 

‘“Haydée ?”’ said Morrel; “ what has become of her?” 

“ She departed last night.” 

‘\To leaveyou ?” 
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‘To wait for me. Hold yourself ready, then, to joi 
me at the Champs-Elysées, and lead me out of this house 
without any one seeing my departure.” 

Maximilian hung his head, and obeyed with childlike 
reverence. 


CHAPTER svi: 
THE. DIVISION. 


THE first floor of the house in the Rue Saint-Germain-: 
des-Prés, chosen by Albert and Madame de Morcerf for? 
their residence, consisting of one room, was let to a veryy 
mysterious person. This was a man, whose face the; 
concierge himself had never seen; for in the winter his) 
chin was buried in one of those large red handkerchiefs‘) 
worn by gentlemen’s coachmen on a cold night, and in 
the summer he made a point of always blowing his nosei 
just as he approached the door. Contrary to custom, 
this gentleman had not been watched, for as the report! 
ran that he was a person of high rank, and one whos 
would allow no impertinent interference, his incognitos 
was strictly respected. His visits were tolerably regular, 
though occasionally he appeared a little before or after: 
his time, but generally, both in summer and winter, he 
took possession of his apartment about four o’clock, 
though he never spent the night there: At half-past} 
three in the winter the fire was lighted by the discreet? 
servant, who had the superintendence of the little apart-. 
ment ; and in the summer ices were placed on the table: 
at the same hour. At four o’clock, as we have already. 
stated, the mysterious personage arrived. Twenty min-. 
utes afterwards a carriage stopped at the house, a lady 
alighted in a black or dark-blue dress, and always thickly 
veiled. . She passed like a shadow through the lodge,. 
and ran upstairs without a sound escaping under the: 
touch of her light foot. No one ever asked her where: 
she was going. Her face, therefore, like that of the: 
gentleman, was perfectly unknown to the two concierges,, 
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who were, perhaps, unequalled throughout the capital 
for discretion. We need not say she stopped at the 
first floor. Then she tapped at a door in a peculiar 
manner, which after being opened to admit her, was 
again fastened, and all was done. The same precautions 
were used in leaving as on entering the house. The lady 
always left first ; and stepping into her carriage, it drove 
away, sometimes towards the right hand, sometimes the 
left; then, about twenty minutes afterwards, the gentle- 
man would also leave, buried in his cravat or concealed 
by his handkerchief. 

The day after Monte-Cristo had called upon Danglars 
the mysterious lodger entered at ten o’clock in the morn- 
ing instead of four in the afternoon. Almost. directly 
afterwards, without the usual interval of time, a hackney- 
coach arrived, and the veiled lady ran hastily upstairs. 
The door opened, but before it could be closed, the lady 
exclaimed,— 

“Oh, Lucien ;, oh, my friend !”’ 

The concierge, therefore, heard for the first time that 
the lodger’s name was Lucien ; still, as he was the very 
perfection of a doorkeeper, he made up his mind not to 
tell his wife. 

““Well, what is the matter, my dear?’ asked the 
gentleman whose: name the lady’s agitation revealed ; 
“tell me what is the matter.” 

“Oh, Lucien, can I confide in you ?”’ 

“Of course, you know you can do so. But what can 
be the matter? Your note of this morning has com- 
pletely bewildered me. This precipitation—this dis- 
ordered meeting. Come, ease me of my anxiety, or else 
frighten me at once.” 

“Tucien, a great event has happened!” said the 
lady, glancing inquiringly at Lucien. ‘‘ M. Danglars left 
last night!” 

“Left! M. Danglars left! Where is he gone to ?”’ 

“T do not know.” 

“What do you mean? Is he gone intending not to 
return ?” 
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“ Undoubtedly ; at ten o’clock at. night his horses took 
him to the barr jet of Charenton; ‘there a.postchaise wa. 
waiting for him-he entered it with his valet- de- chambres 
saying that he was going to Fontainebleau.” 

“Then what did you.mean ts | 

f Stay !.0 He’ left a letter for me.’ 

FDA) letpex 1 

‘eYVies oirveadorte? 

And the baroness took from her pocket a letter whicit 
she gave to Debray. 

Debray paused a moment before reading, as if trying 
to guess its’ contents, or, perhaps, while making up hi! 
mind how ‘to act, whatever it might contain. No doube 
his ideas were arranged in a few minutes, for he began 
reading the letter which caused so much tneasiness iti 
the heart of the baroness, and which ran as follows = 


“Madame and most faithful wife.” 


Debray mechanically stopped and looked at. thw 
baroness, whose face became ‘covered with blushes. 
Read,” she said. 
Debray continued :— 


“When you receive this you will no longer-have ; 
husband! Oh, you need not be alarmed, you will onl:| 
have lost him as you have lost your daughter ; I mean 
that I shall be travelling on one of the thirty or fort: 
roads leading out of France. I owe ‘you some explana: 
tions for my conduct, and as you are a woman that cas 
perfectly understand me, Iwill give them. Listen, ther 
{ this morning received five millions, which L paid away ' 
almost directly afterwards another demand for the sam} 
stm was presented to me. I postponed this creditor til 
to-morrow, and I intend leaving to-day to escape that 
to-morrow, which would be rather too unpleasant’ for 
me>to endure. You understand this, do you not, m) 
most precious wife ? I say you understand this, becaus+ 
you are as conversant with my affairs as Iam; indeecs 
{ think you understand them better, since I am ignoram 
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of what has become of a considerable portion of my 
fortune, once very tolerable, while I am sure, madame, 
that you are perfectly acquainted with it... For women 
have infallible instincts; they can even explain. the 
marvellous. by an algebraic \calculation they have in- 
vented; but I, who only understand my own figures, 
know nothing more than that one day these figures 
deceived me. Have you admired the rapidity of my 
fall? Have you been slightly dazzled at the sudden 
fusion of my ingots ? -I confess I have seen nothing but 
the fire; let us hope you have found some gold amongst 
the ashes. | With this consoling idea, I leave you, madame 
and most prudent wife, without any conscientious reproach 
for abandoning you. You have friends left, and the ashes 
I have already mentioned, and, above all, the lberty 
I hasten to restore to you. And here, madame, I must 
add another word of explanation. Sa long as J hoped 
you were working for the good of our house and for the 
fortune of our daughter, I. philosophically closed my 
eyes; but as you have transformed that house into a 
vast ruin, I will not be the foundation of another man’s 
fortune. You were Tich: when J: married you, but little 
respected: Excuse me for speaking so very candidly, 
but as this is intended only) for ourselves, I do not sce 
why J: should weigh my words, I have augmented our 
fortune, and it has continued to increase during theilast 
fifteen years, till extraordinary and unexpected) catas- 
trophes have suddenly overturned it, without any fault 
of mine, I can honestly declare. You, madamie, have 
only sought to increase your own, and 1 am convinced 
you have succeeded. I leave you, therefore, as I took 
you, rich, but little respected; Adieu! I also intend 
from this time to work on my own account. Accept 
my acknowledgments for the example you have set me, 
and which I intend following. 
‘Your very devoted husband, 
‘S BARON DANGLARS,”’ 


The baroness had watched Debray while reading. this 
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long and painful letter, and saw him, notwithstanding | 
his self-control, change colour once or twice. When he> 
had ended the perusal, he folded the letter, and resumed | 
his pensive attitude. 

“Well?” asked Madame Danglars, with an anxiety’ 
easy to be understood. 

‘Well, madame ?”’ unhesitatingly repeated Debray. 

“With what ideas does that letter inspire you ?”’ 

““Oh, it is simple enough, madame; it inspires me: 
with the idea that M. Danglars has left suspiciously.” 

“Certainly ; but is this all-you have to say to me?” 

“J do not understand you,” said Debray, with freezing 
coldness. 

“He is gone! Gone, never to return!” 

‘“Oh, madame, do not think that!” 

“T tell you he will never return. I know his character ;) 
he is inflexible in any resolutions formed for his owns 
interests. If he could have made any use of me, he» 
would have taken me with him. He leaves me in Paris, . 
as our separation will conduce to his benefit ; therefore: 
he has gone, and I am free for ever,” added Madames 
Danglars, in the same supplicating tone. 

Debray, instead of answering, allowed her to remain¢ 
in an attitude of nervous inquiry. 

“Well!” she said at length, ‘‘do you not answer me ?”’| 

“TI have but one question to ask you. What do you! 
intend to do?” 

‘IT was going to ask you,’’ replied the baroness, with a: 
beating heart. 

“Ah, then, you wish to ask advice of me!” 

“Yes; I do wish to ask your advice,’ said Madame: 
Danglars, with anxious expectation. 

“ Then if you wish to take my advice,” said' the young} 
man coldly, “ I would recommend you to travel.” 

“To travel!’ she murmured. 

“Certainly; as M. Danglars says, you are rich andi 
perfectly free. In my opinion, a withdrawal from Paris 
is absolutely necessary after the double catastrophe off 
Mademoiselle Danglars’s broken contract and M. Dan- 
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glars’s disappearance. The world will think you aban- 
doned and poor, for the wife of a bankrupt would never 
be forgiven were she to keep up the appearance of 
opulence. You have only to remain in Paris for about 
a fortnight, telling the world you are abandoned, and 
relating the details of this desertion to your best friends, 
who will soon spread the report. Then you can quit 
your house, leaving your jewels, and giving up your 
jointure, and every one’s mouth will be filled with the 
praises of your disinterestedness. They will know you 
are deserted, and think you also poor; for I alone know 
your real financial position, and am quite ready to give 
up my accounts as an honest partner.”’ 

The dread with which the baroness, pale and motion- 
less, listened to this, was equalled by the calm indiffer- 
ence with which Debray had spoken. 

“ Deserted !’’ she repeated. “Ah, yes, I am indeed 
deserted! You are right, sir, and no one can doubt my 
position.” 

These were the only words uttered by the proud and 
violent woman. 

“ But, then, you are rich—very rich indeed,’ con- 
tinued Debray, taking out some papers from his pocket- 
book, which he spread upon the table. 

Madame Danglars saw them not; she was fully en- 
gaged in stilling the beatings of her heart, and restraining 
the tears which were ready to gush forth. At length a 
sense of dignity prevailed, and if she did not entirely 
master her agitation, she at least succeeded in preventing 
the fall ofia single tear. 

“Madame,” said Debray, “it is nearly six months 
since we have been associated. You furnished a principal 
of 100,000 francs. Our partnership began in the month 
of April. In May we commenced operations, and in the 
course of the month gained 450,000 francs. In June 
the profit amounted to 900,000. In July we added 
1,700,000 francs—it was, you know, the month of the 
Spanish bonds. In August we lost 300,000 francs at the 
beginning of the month, but on the 13th we made up 
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for it, and’) we now find that our accounts, reckoning 
from the first day of partnership up to yesterday, when 
I closed them, showed a capital of 2,400,000 francs—that 
is 1,200,000 for each of us: Now, madame,” said Debray, 
delivering up his accounts in the methodical manner of 
a stockbroker, ‘‘ there are still 80,000 francs, the interest 
of this money, in my hands.” [eu | 

‘‘ But,” said the baroness, “I thought: you never put 
the money out to interest 2?” 

‘Excuse me, madame,’ said Debray coldly, “1 had 
your permission to.do so, and I have made use of it. 
There are, then, 40,000 francs for your share, besides the 
100,000 you furnished ime to begin: with, making, in all, 
1,340,000 francs for your portion. Now, madame, I 
took the precaution of drawing out your money the day 
before yesterday; itis not long ago, you see, and I 
might be suspected of continually expecting to be called 
on to deliver up my accounts. There is your money, 
half in banknotes, the other half in cheques. payable 
to the bearer. I say there, for as I did not consider 
my house safe enough, nor lawyers sufficiently discreet, 
and as landed: property carries evidence: with it, and, 
moreover, since you have no right: to possess anything 
independent of your; husband, I have kept this sum, 
now your whole fortune, in a chest concealed under that 
closet, and for greater security, I myself fastened it in. 
Now, madame,’ continued Debray, first opening the 
closet, then the chest. ““Now, madame, here are eight 
hundred notes of, 1,000 francs each, resembling, as you 
see, a large book bound in iron; to this I adda divi- 
dend of 25,000 francs; then, for the odd cash, making, 
I \think, about. 110,000 francs, here is a cheque upon 
my banker, who, not being M. Danglars, will pay you 
the amount, you may rest assured.”’ 

Madame Danglars mechanically took the cheque, the 
dividend,’ and the! heap. of banknotes. This enormous 
fortune made no great appearance on the table. . Madame 
Danglars, with tearless eyes, but with her breast heaving 
with concealed emotion, placed’ the banknotes in her 
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bag, put the dividend and cheque into her. pocket-book, 
and then, standing pale and mute; awaited one kind 
word of consolation. But she waited in vain. 

“ Now, madame,” said Debray, “you have a splendid 
fortune, an income of about 60,000 livres a year, which 
is enormous for a woman who cannet keep an establish- 
ment here for a year at least. , You will be able to in- 
dulge all your fancies; besides, should you find your 
income insufficient, you can, forthe sake of the past, 
madame, make use of mine; and Iam ready to offer you 
all I possess on loan.’ 

“ Thank you, sir—thank; you,’ replied the baroness. 
“You forget that what you have just, paid me is much 
more than a poor woman requires; who intends, for some 
time at least, to retire from the world.” 

Debray was, for,a moment, surprised, but immediately 
recovering himself, he bowed with an air, which seemed 
to. conyey,— , 

“As you please, madame.” 

Madame Danglars had, until then, perhaps hoped. for 
something ; but when she saw. the careless bow of Debray 
and. the, glance. by which it was accompanied, together 
with his significant silence, she raised her head, and, 
without passion, or violence or even hesitation, ran|\down- 
stairs, disdaining to. address a last, farewell to one who 
could thus part, from. her. 

“Bah! ’) said. Debray,..when she had left, “ these are 
fine projects! She will remain at home, read novels, and 
speculate at, cards, since she can no, longer do so on the 
Bourse.’: é 

Then taking. up, his account-book, he) cancelled, with 
the greatest care, all. the amounts he had just, paid 
AWAY s orl): ; 

‘“T have a million,and sixty, thousand {francs remain- 
ing,” he said, “‘What.a pity Mademoiselle de Villefort 
is dead, She suited me in every respect, and I would 
have married. her.’ 

And. he, calmly, waited, till, the twenty minutes had 
elapsed after, Madame Danglars’s departure before! he 
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left the house. During this time he occupied himself 
in making figures, with his watch by his side. 

Asmodeus—that diabolical personage, who would have 
been created by every fertile imagination, if Le Sage 
had not acquired the priority in his chef-d’ euvre—would 
have enjoyed a singular spectacle, if he had lifted up 
the roof of the little house in the Rue Saint-Germain- 
des-Prés, while Debray was casting up his figures. 

Above the room in which Debray had been dividing 
two millions and a half with Madame Danglars was 
another, inhabited by persons who have played too 
prominent a part in the incidents we have related for 
their appearance not to create some interest. 

Mercédés and Albert were in that room. Mercédés 
was much changed within the last few days; not that, 
even in her days of fortune, she had ever dressed with 
that magnificent display which makes us no longer able 
to recognize a woman when she appears in a plain and 
simple attire; nor, indeed, had she fallen into that state 
of depression where-it is impossible to conceal the garb 
of misery. No, the change in Mercédés was, that her 
eye no longer sparkled, her lips no longer smiled, and 
there was now a hesitation in uttering the words which 
formerly fell so fluently from her ready wit. It was not 
poverty which had broken her spirit ; it was not a want 
of courage which rendered her poverty burdensome. 
Mercédés descended from the exalted position she had 
occupied, lost in the sphere she had now chosen, like a 
person passing from a room splendidly lighted into utter 
darkness; Mercédés appeared like a queen, fallen from 
her palace to a hovel, and who, reduced to strict neces- 
sity, could neither become reconciled to the earthen 
vessels she was herself forced to place upon the table, 
nor to the humble pallet which succeeded her bed. 

The beautiful Catalan and noble countess had lost 
both her proud glance and charming smile, because she 
saw nothing but misery around her. The walls were 
hung with one of those gray papers which economical 
landlords choose as not likely to show the dirt; the 
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floor was uncarpeted ; the furniture attracted the atten- 
tion to the poor attempt at luxury; indeed, every- 
thing offended the eyes accustomed to refinement and 
elegance. : 

Madame Morcerf had lived there since leaving her 
hotel; the continual silence of the spot oppressed her. 
Still, seeing that Albert continually watched her counte- 
nance to judge the state of her feelings, she constrained 
herself to assume a monotonous smile of the lips alone, 
which, contrasted with the sweet and beaming expression 
that usually shone from her eyes, seemed like ‘‘ moon- 
light on a statue ’’—yielding light without warmth. 

Albert, too, was ill at ease; the remains of luxury 
prevented his sinking into his actual position. If he 
wished to go out without gloves, his hands appeared too 
white; if he wished to walk through the town, his boots 
seemed too highly polished. Yet these two noble and 
intelligent creatures, united by the indissoluble ties of 
maternal and filial love, had succeeded in tacitly under- 
standing one another, and: economizing their stores ; 
and Albert had been able to tell his mother without 
extorting a change of countenance;— 

‘““ Mother, we have no more money.” 

Mercédés had never known misery. She had often, 
in her youth, spoken of poverty, but between want and 
necessity, though synonymous words, there is a wide 
difference. Amongst the Catalans, Mercédés wished for 
a thousand things, but still she never really wanted any. 
So long as the nets were good, they caught fish; and 
so long as they sold their fish, they were able to buy 
' thread for new nets. And then, shut out from. friend- 
ship, having but one affection, which could not be mixed 
up with her ordinary pursuits, she thought of herself— 
of'no one but herself... Upon the little she earned she 
lived as well as she could; now there were two to be 
supported, and nothing to live upon. 

Winter approached. ‘Mercédés had no fire in that cold 
and naked room; she, who was accustomed to stoves 
which heated the house from the hall to the boudoir ; 
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she had not even one: little! flower—she, whose apart-. 
ment had been a piesa atonyi of costly exotics. But 
she had her son. 

Hitherto the excitement of fulfilling a duty ae sus- 
tained them. Excitement, like enthusiasm, sometimes 
renders: us unconscious ‘tocthe thingsiof earth. But the 
excitement had calmed down, and» they felt themselves 
obliged to descend from dreams to-reality ; after having 
exhausted the’ ideal, these found dey must talk of the 
actuals: 

‘’ Mother!” a ae Albert, just as Madame Dank 
glars was descending the stairs, let us reckon our riches 
if you please; Iwant a capital to build:my plans upon.’ 

f Capital—nothing’! 1” replied Mepeedies, with a mourn- 
fal smile. 

‘ No, mother—capital, 3,000 ere And I have an 
idea of our leading a delightful hfe mn wer 3,000 
francs.’ 

“Child ! *osighed) Mercédés.:: 

“Alas, dear mothernd’) said: the young man, “I ser 
unhappily spent too much of your: money not to know 
the value of it. These 3,000 francs are enormous, and 
I intend building upon ‘this arlene a miraculous 
certainty for the future;’ 

“You say this, my! dear boy ; ee do you thinis we 
ought :to accept these, 3,000: yenioge > Po said Mercédss, 
colouring... 

“JI think so,’ answered Albert, in ia firm 'tones-:“‘ We 
will accept them the: more readily, since we have them 
not here; you ‘know ‘they are buried im the garden of 
the little house in the Allées de Meillan, at Marseilles: 
With 200 frances we can'veach Marseilles.’ 

“ With 200 dranes ?», Think well, Albert.’’ 

“Ob, as for that, Ihave; made inquiries respecting 
the diligences and steamboats, and my calculations are 
made. You will take:your place i in the coupé:to Chalons. 
You See, mother, 1 treat: pen pe tog thirty-five 
francs,” 

Albert’ then took a! pen’ ranch wrote »— 
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* Coupémtiurty-five franesen felt. hall so. sine 
From Chalons to Lyons you: will go.on by 
the steamboat, six francs. se -reielynd +f 
From Lyons to, Avignon (still by steam- 
hoatiigelRteen| francs s ace apy uaay sped XO 


From Avignen.to Marseilles, seven francs... a: 
Expenses on the road, about, fifty francs... 50 
PoralaWy Digs! A bids: tea ltrs.” 


Let us put down 120,” added Albert, smiling. “You 
see, L am generous, am. I not, mother ?)” 

“But you, my poor child ?” 

“IT? Do you not see I reserve eighty francs for my- 
self? A young man does not require luxuries’; besides, 
I know what travelling is.” 

“With a postchaise and valet-de-chambre !.” 

“Any way, mother.” 

“Well, be 1t so. But these 200 francs 3.”’ 

“Here they are, and 200 more besides. See, have 
sold my watch for roo francs, and the guard and seals 
for 300. How fortunate the ornaments were worth more 
than the watch. Still the same story of superfluities:! 
Now I think we are rich, since; imstead of the 114 francs 
we require for the journey, we find ourselves im possession 
of 250.” 

“But we owe something in this house? ” 

“ Thirty franes. But T pay that out of my 150 francs, 
that is understood; and, as I require only eighty francs 
for my journey, you-see I am overwhelmed with luxury. 
But that is not all. What do you say to this, mother?” 

And Albert) took out of alittle pocket-book with 
golden clasps, a remnant of his old fancies, or perhaps 
a tender souvenir from one of’ those mysterious’ and 
veiled ladies who used to knock at his little door. Albert 
took out of this pocket-book a note of r,000 francs. 

“What is this ?”” asked Mercédés. 

“A thousand francs,” 

“ But whence have you obtained them ?”’ 
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“Listen to me, mother, and do not yield too much tc 
agitation.’ 

And Albert, rising, kissed his mother on both cheeks; 
then stood looking at her. 

“You cannot imagine, mother, how beautiful I think 
you!’’ said the young man, impressed with a profound 
feeling of filial love. ‘‘ You are, indeed, the most beau- 
tiful and most noble woman I ever saw!” 

‘Dear child!” said Mercédés, endeavouring in vain 
to restrain a tear which glistened in the corner of hen 
eye. ‘‘ Indeed, you only wanted misfortune to change: 
my love for you to admiration. I am not unhappy) 
while I possess my son !”’ 

‘Ah, just so,” said Albert, “‘ here begins the trial. 
Do you know the decision we have come to, mother ?” 

‘“ Have we come to any ?”’ 

“Yes; it is decided that you are to live at Marseilles, 
and that I am to leave for Africa, where I will earn for 
myself the right to use the name I now bear instead of 
the one I have thrown aside.”’ 

Mercédés sighed. 

‘Well, mother, I yesterday engaged myself in the 
Spahis,”’ added the young man, lowering his eyes with 
a certain feeling of shame, for even he was unconscious 
of the sublimity of his self-abasement.. “I thought my 
body was my own, and that I might sell it. I yesterday 
took the place of another. I sold myself for more than 
I thought I was worth,” he added, attempting to smile ; 
““T fetched 2,000 francs.”’ 

““Then these r,000 francs 
dering. 

“Are the half of the sum; mother’; the other will be 
paid in a year.” 

Mercédeés raised her eyes to heaven with an expression 
it would be impossible to describe, and tears, which had 
hitherto been restrained, now yielded to her emotion, 
and ran down her cheeks. 

‘“ The price of his blood!’ she murmured. 

“ Yes, if Iam killed,” said Albert, laughing. “‘ But 


” said: Mercédés, shud- 
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I assure you, mother, I have a strong intention of defend- 
ing my person; and I never felt half so strong an in- 
clination to live as at present.”’ 

‘““ Merciful heavens !”’ d 

‘‘ Besides, mother, why should you make up your mind 
that Lam to be killed ? Has Lamoriciére, that Ney of 
the south, been killed ? Has Changarnier been killed ? 
Has Bedeau been killed ? Has Morrel, whom we know, 
been killed ? Think of your joy, mother, when you see 
me return with an embroidered uniform! I declare I 
expect to look magnificent in it, and chose that regiment 
only from vanity.”’ 

Mercédés sighed while endeavouring to smile. The 
devoted mother felt she ought not to allow the whole 
weight of the sacrifice to fall upon her son. 

‘Well, now you understand, mother,’ continued 
Albert. “‘ Here are more: than 4,000 francs settled on 
you ; upon these you can live at least two years.” 

“ Do you think so ?” said Mercédés. 

These words were uttered'in so mournful a tone that 
their real meaning did not escape Albert. He felt his 
heart beat, and, taking his mother’s hand within his 
own, he said tenderly,— 

“Yes, you will live!’ 

‘“‘T shall live! Then you will not leave me, Albert ? 

“Mother, I must go,” said Albert, inva firm, calm 
voice. ‘‘ You love me too well to wish me to remain 
useless and idle with you; besides, I have signed.” 

“You will obey your own wish and the will of Heaven !”’ 

‘“Not my own wish, mother, but reason—necessity. 
Are we not two despairing creatures ? | What is life to 
you ?—nothing. What is life to me ?—very little without 
you, mother; for, believe me, but for you I should 
have ceased to live on the day I doubted my father 
and renounced his name! Well, I will live, if you 
promise me still’ to hope; and if you grant me the 
care for your future prospects, you will redouble my 
strength. Then I will go to the governor of Algeria. 
He has a royal heart, and is essentially a soldier; I will 
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teli him my gloomy story. Iwill beg him to turn his: 
eyesinow and then towards me; and if he keep hisg 
word, and interest himself for me, m six months I shall } 
be an officer or dead. If I am an officer, your fortune: 
is certain, for I shail have money enough for both; 
and, moreover, a name we shall ‘both be proud of, since» 
it will be our own. If I am killed—well, then, mother, , 
you ican also die, and there will be an'end of our mis- - 
fortunes.” 

“Tt as well,’ replied Mercédés; with her eloquent: 
glance. “‘ You are right, my love; let us prove to those : 
who are watching our actions that we are worthy of © 
compassion.” ) 

‘But let us not yield to gloomy apprehensions,” said | 
the young man. “I assure you we are, or rather we 
shall be, very happy. Yow area woman at once full 
of spirit and resignation; I have become simple in my 
tastes, and am without passion, I] hope. Once in ser- 
vice, I shall be rich; once im’ M. Dantés’s house, you 
will be at rest. Let us strive, 1 beseech you—let us 
strive to be cheerful.” 

“ Yes, let us strive, for you ought to live and to be 
happy, Albert.” 

‘““ And so our division is made, mother,” said the young 
man, affecting ease of mind. ‘We can now part; come, 
I shall take your place.” 

“And you, my dear boy ? ” 

“I shall stay here for:a few days longer; we must 
accustom ourselves to parting.» 1 want recommenda- 
tions, and some information relative to) Africa. I will 
join you again at Marseilles.” 

“Well, be it so! Let us part,’ said Mercédés, folding 
round her shoulders the only shawl she had taken away, 
and which, accidentally, happened to be a valuable black 
cashmere. 

Albert gathered up his papers hastily, rang the bell 
to pay the thirty francs -he owed to the landlord, and, 
offering his arm to his mother, they: descended the 
stairs. Some one was walking down before them, and 
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this. person, vere the rusthng of a silk dress, turned 
round.) : 

“ Debray !”” muttered Albert, 

“ You, Morcert:t?? replied the secretary; sebartant on the 
stairs.’ Curiosity had vanquished the desire of preserv- 
ing his mcognito, and he was recognized.) It was indeed 
strange in this unknown spot! to find the young man 
whose misfortunes had made so nich noise in Paris. 

““Morcerf ! ” repeated Debray. 

Then, noticing, in the dim light, the still youthful and 
veiled figure of Madame de Morcerf,— 

“ Pardon ome 1” he added, with a slew) “TI leave 
you, Albert,” ) a8 Yoem 

Albert understood his thoughts. 

““Mother,” he said, turning towards Mercédeés, “ this 
is M. Debray, secretary of the minister: for the interior, 
once a friend of mine. 

“ How once!’ stammered: Debray. “What do’ you 
mean ?”’ 

“I say so, M. Debray, because I have no friends now, 
and I ought not to have any. I thank you for having 
recognized me, sir.” 

Debray stepped forward and cordially pressed the 
hand of his interlocutor. 

“Believe me, dear Albert,’ he said, with all the 
emotion he was capable of feeling—“ believe me, I feel 
deeply for your misfortunes, and if in any way I can 
serve you, I am yours.’ 

Phank you, >'sir;” said!’ Albert, ‘smiling. °“‘ In» the 
midst of our misfortunes: we are still rich enough not 
to require assistance from any one. We are leaving 
Paris, and when our journey is paid, we shall have 
5,000 francs left.” 

~The blood mounted to the ferries of Debray, who 
held a million in his pocket-book ; and, unimaginative 
as he was, he could: not help reflecting that the same 
house had contained two» women, one of whom, justly 
dishonoured, had left it poor with 1,500,000 francs under 
her cloak, while the other, unjustly stricken, but sublime 
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in her misfortune, was yet rich with a’ few deniers. 
This parallel disturbed his usual politeness; the phi- - 
losophy he witnessed appalled him. 'He muttered a few’ 
words of general civility, and ran downstairs. 

That day the minister’s clerks and the subordinates | 
had a great deal to put up with from his ill-humour. 
But the same night he found himself the possessor of a 
fine house, situated on the Boulevard de la Madeleine, 
and an income of 50,000 livres. 

The next day, just as Debray was signing the deed— 
that is, about five o’clock in the afternoon—Madame de 
Morcerf, after having affectionately embraced her son, 
entered the coupé of the diligence, which closed upon her. 

A man was hidden in Lafitte’s banking-house, behind 
one of the little arched windows which are placed above 
each desk: He saw Mercédés enter the diligence, and he 
also saw Albert withdraw. 

Then he passed his hand across his forehead, which 
was clouded with doubt. 

‘Alas!’ he exclaimed, “‘ how can I restore the happi- 
ness I have taken away from these poor innocent crea- 
tures ? God help me!” 


CHAPTER CVII. 
THE LIONS’ DEN. 


OnE division of La Force, in which the most dangerous 
and desperate prisoners are confined, is called the Court 
of Saint-Bernard. The prisoners, in their expressive 
language, have named it the Lions’ Den, probably be- 
cause the captives possess teeth which frequently gnaw 
the bars, and sometimes the keepers also. It is a prison 
within a prison; the walls are double the thickness of 
the rest. The gratings are every day carefully examined 
by jailers, whose herculean proportions and cold, pitiless 
expression prove them to have been chosen to reign over 
their subjects from their superior activity and intelligence. 


THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO: 673 


The courtyard of this quarter is enclosed by enormous 
walls, over which the'sun glances obliquely when ‘it 
deigns to penetrate into this gulf of moral ‘and physical 
deformity. On’ this paved yard are to be seen, pacing 
from morning till night, pale, careworn, and haggard, 
like so’: many shadows, the: men whom justice holds be- 
neath the steel she is sharpening. There, crouched 
against the side of the wall which attracts and retains 
the: most heat, they may be seen sometimes’ talking to 
one another, but more’ frequently alone, watching the 
door, which sometimes opens to call forth one from the 
gloomy assemblage, or to throw in another outcast from 
society. 

The Court of Saint-Bernard has its own particular 
parlour; it is a long square, divided by’ two upright 
gratings, placed. at a distance of three feet from one 
another, to prevent a visitor from shaking hands with 
or passing anything to the prisoners. ' It is a wretched, 
damp, nay, even horrible spot, more especially when we 
consider the fearful conferences which have taken place 
between those iron bars. 

And yet, frightful though this spot may be, it is con- 
sidered as a kind of paradise to the men whose days 
are numbered ; it is so rare for them to leave the Lions’ 
Den for any other place than the barrier Saint-Jacques 
or the galleys ! 

In the court which we have attempted to describe, 
and from which:a damp vapour was rising, a young 
man who had excited much curiosity amongst the inhabit- 
ants of the ‘‘ Den’’ might be seen walking, with his hands 
in his pockets. The cut of his clothes would have made 
him pass for an elegant man, if those clothes had not 
been torn to ribbons; still they were not worn, and the 
fine cloth'soon recovered its gloss in the parts which were 
still perfect, beneath the careful hands of the prisoner, 
who tried to make it assume the appearance of a new 
coat. He bestowed the same attention upon the cam- 
bric front of a shirt, which had considerably changed in 
colour since his entrance into the prison; and he polished 
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his. varnished boots, with the, corner of |a handkerchief 
embroidered with’ initials surmounted by a coronet. 

Some, of the inmates of the Lions’ Den:were watching 
the: operations om the prisoner’ S$ toilet with considerable? 
interest, | 

i Sdeactheri ‘prince; is beautifying fates said: one ofl 
the thieves. , 

‘ He is naturally very sia diornend said another; “and| 
if he had; only'a comb.and,some pomatum, the would! 
soon eclipse all the gentlemen in white kids.’’ 

“ His coat looks nearly new, and his, boots.are br illiandé: 
It is| pleasant to have, such well-dressed brethren ;;,and! 
those gendarmes behaved shamefully: What jealousy, 
to tear such, clothes !”’ 

(‘de appears to be, some one of consequence,’ » said 
another; ‘he dresses in first-rate style.!, And, then, to 
be here so young’! | Oh, it is splendid!” 

Meaawhile the object of, this \hideous ‘admiration ap- 
proached the wicket, against which one of the keepers 
was leaning, 

“Come, sir,’’ he said, “lend me hem francs. You 
will. soon; be paid; y you run no risks withane. Remem- 
ber, Ihave relations who. possess more {millions, than 
you have'deniers..,; Come, I,beseech. you, lend, me twenty 
franes, ‘so that) Il )may. buy:sa ) dressing-gown); itcis and 
tolerable always to be in a coat and boots ! And what 
a coat, sir, for a;prinee of the! Cavalcanti ! ’ 

The keeper turned his back, and shrugged his epenianal 
He did, not; even, laugh jat; what would have caused any 
one: else to,do so; he-had heard:so many utter the same 
ings indeed: he heard nothing | elses, 

‘Come,’ said Andrea, “you are-a man void: ale com: 
passion! I will cause you: to lose your place.’ 

This made) the keeper. turm round, and he burst! into 
adoud laugh. ‘The pudoners: then approached and formed 
a.citcle. 91 

“I tell you that with that wretched: sum,” continued 
Andrea,‘ I could! obtain a:{coat' and: a!-room in which 
to receive the illustrious visitor] am,daily expecting.” 
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“He is: right, he is right! !’)said the. Drees, ‘amy 
one can sce he Is a gentleman’! Ht” 

“ Well, then, lend-him the twenty francs,” saitt the 
keeper, leaning on the other shoulder; “ sur ely you will 
notirefuse a comrade|!”’ 

“Tam no comrade of these people,” said the young 
man. proudly; “ yow have no right to insult me thus !”’ 

Do. you hear him ?”’ said the keeper, with a dis- 
agreeable smile; ‘‘he rates you handsomely. Come, 
lend him the twenty francs—ehi? 2? | 

The thieves looked at lone another with low murmurs, 
and a storm gathered over the head» of ‘the aristocratic 
prisoner, raised less by his own words thaniby the manner 
of the keeper. The latter, sure/of quelling the tempest 
when the waves became too violent; allowed them to 
rise, to. a certain pitch, that’ he might be revenged on 
therimportunate solicitor; and, besides, it would afford 
him some recreation during the long day, 

The thieves: had « already approached Andrea, some 
screaming,— 

“Ta savate ! La savate | *—a-cruel operation, which 
consists) in flogging any :comrade who may have: fallen 
into disgrace, not with an-old shoe, but with arp iron- 
heeled one. 

Others: proposed /angutlle, Pitice kind of recheatioty 
in which a handkerchief is filled with sand, | pebbles, 
and halfpence, when they have. them; which the wretches 
discharge likeial flail: against the head:and shoulders of 
the unhappy sufferers: 

‘ Let:us horsewhip the fine ath ok te 1” said cabana. 

But Andrea, turning towards them, winked his eyes, 
rolled his tongue round his cheeks, and smacked his lips 
ma manner. equivalent toa hundsed words among the 
bandits when) forced: to: be silent: It: was a masonic 
ign Caderousse had; taught) him. He was immediately 
ecognized as one of them ; :the handkerchief was thrown 
Jown, and’ the aron- heeled ishoe réplaced. on the foot of 
the: wretch: to’ whoni it ‘belonged. Some ‘voices » were 
* Savate, an old shoe. 
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heard to say that the gentleman was right; that hi 
intended to be civil in his way, and that they woul« 
sét the example of liberty of conscience; and the mo} 
retired. a (oS 

The keeper was so stupefied at this scene that he ‘too) 
Andrea by the hands, and began examining his person 
attributing the sudden submission of the inmates of th: 
Lions’ Den to something more. substantial than mer: 
fascination. 

Andrea made no resistance, though he protested agains: 
it. Suddenly a voice was heard at the wicket. 

‘““ Benedetto ! ’? exclaimed an inspector. 

The keeper relaxed his hold: | 

“Tam called,” said Andrea. 

“To the parlour!” said the same voice. 

“You see some one pays mea visit. Ah, my dea 
sir, you will see whether a:Cavalcanti is’ to be treatec 
like a common person.” 

And Andrea, gliding through the court like a blacl 
shadow, rushed out through the wicket, leaving his com 
rades and even the keeper lost. in wonder. 

Certainly a call to the parlour had scarcely astonishec 
Andrea less than themselves; for the wily youth, in 
stead of making use of his privilege of waiting to b 
claimed on his entry into La Force, had maintained ; 
rigid silence. 

“ Everything,” he said; “‘ proves me to be under thi 
protection of some powerful person. This sudden for 
tune, the facility with which I have overcome all ob 
stacles; an unexpected family and an illustrious nam 
awarded to me; gold showered down upon me, an 
the most splendid alliances about to be entered into 
An unhappy lapse of fortune’ and the absence of m 
protector have reduced me, certainly, but not for eve 
The hand which has retreated for a while will be agai 
stretched forth to save me at the very moment when) 
shall think myself sinking into the abyss! Why shoul 
I risk an imprudent step? It might alienate my pre 
tector. He has two means of extricating me from thi 
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dilemma—the one by a mysterious escape, managed 
through bribery; the other by buying off my judges 
with gold. I will say,and do nothing until I am ‘con- 
vinced that he has quite abandoned me; and then——’’ 

Andrea had formed a plan which was tolerably clever. 
The unfortunate youth was intrepid in the attack and 
rude in the defence. He had borne’ with the public 
prison, and with the privations of all sorts; still, by 
degrees nature, or rather custom, had_ prevailed, and 
he suffered from being naked, dirty, and hungry. It 
was at this moment of ennui that the inspector’s voice 
called him to the visiting-room. 

Andrea felt his heart leap with joy.» It was too soon 
for a visit from the juwge d’instruction, and ‘too late for 
one from the director of the prison or the doctor; it 
must, then, be the visitor he hoped for. Behind the 
grating of the room into which Andrea: had) been led, 
he saw, while his eyes dilated with surprise, the dark 
and intelligent face of M. Bertuccio, who was also gazing 
with sad astonishment upon the iron bars, the bolted 
doors, and the shadow which moved behind the other 
erating. 

“Ah!” said Andrea, deeply affected. 

‘“Good-morning, Benedetto,” ‘said Bertuccio, with his 
deep, hollow voice. 
»“You—you !’’ said the young man, looking fearfully 
around him. 

‘Do you not recognize me, unhappy child ?” 

‘“« Silence ! be silent !’’ said’ Andrea, who. knew the 
Jelicate sense of hearing possessed by the walls; “ for 
Heaven’s sake do not speak so loud?” 

“You wish to speak with me alone, do you not?” 
said Bertuccio. 

elves An? Only 

“That is well.” And Bertuccio, feeling in his pocket, 
signed to a keeper whom he saw through the window 
of the wicket. 

“Read !”” he said. 

‘What is that ?”’ asked Andrea. 
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‘An order to» conduct you to a'room, and to leave 
you there to talk with me. 

“ Ohih”” cried Andrea, leaping with joy. 

Then he mentally added, — ti 

“ Still my unknown protector | IT. aminot forgotten ! 
They wish for secrecy, sinceswe are to’ converse ina 
private room, I understand, Bertuccio -~has been sent 
by my protector.” 

The! keeper spoke for a moment with a superior, then 
opened the iron gates; and conducted ‘Andrea toa reom 
on the first) floor. 

The room was whitewashed, as is the custom in ptigons ; 
but it looked;quite brilliant to a prisoner, though a stove, 
a bed, a chair, and a table ae the whole ofits sumptu- 
ous furniture, | 

Bertuccio sat) own upon the Rhate oA ndra then 
himself upon: the bed—the keeper retired. 

“ Nows”’ ae the ‘steward, |“ ae have aah to: ie 
me??? 

‘And you?” said Andrea. 

“You speak first.’ 

OOO ee LOU must have much to tell me, since ‘you 
have come to seek'me,’ 

“Well, be it soli ‘You have cotta your course 0! 
villainy ; you have robbed, you have assassinated.” 

“Good ! If youchad me taken to aeprivate;reom only 
to tell me this, you might have spared yourself ithe 
trouble. Iknow. all these things. But: there are som« 
with which, on;the contrary, I am not-acquainted. ~ Let 
us talk of those, if you please. Who sent you ??’ » | 

“Come, come, you are going on quickly, M. Bene: 
dettod?’ c 

a Yes, and to the point ! Let us dispense with: useless 
w ords. Who sends you ?”’ “TY eay, at 

‘{Nojone.’ 

“ How did you know I was in-prison ?)”’ 

“IT recognized you some time since as the insolent 
dand y who so gracefully mounted his horse in the Champs 
Elysées.’ 
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'Oh;i the Champs-Elysées!) Ahj ah bi we burn, as 
Wey say, at some game. The Champs- Ee ! Come, 
let us talk alittle about my father!” | 

“ Who} then} iam D2” G 

“You, sim; syou _areomy:! atin father. “But it was 
not you, I presume, who» placedat) myodisposal 100,000 
franes, which Ivspent) inv fouror -fivelimonths;’ it was 
not you'who manufactured@an Halian gentleman for: my 
father; it wasinot you! who omtroduced! me’ into» the 
world, and had me invited to.a certain dinner at Auteuil, 
which I fancy ‘bam eating at: this moment, in! company 
with the most distinguished peopleyin Paris—amongst 
the rest, with a certain procureur du roi, whose: acquaint- 
lanee I! did very wrong not to ctiltivate; for he iwould 
have been‘very useful to' me just now; it was mdb you, 
in fact, who bailed me forione or two: millions when the 
fatal discovery of the pot: aun roses: took: ate Come, 
speak, my worthy Corsican; speak 1" ion 

“What do you wishimeo\saye? Blur or 

“JT will help you. You were speaking = the: Champs: 
Elysées just now, cite foster- fatheo’ Wy 

micaWielbe Vols) 

“Well, in the Grams Elysees there resides a very 
rich gentleman.” 

“ At whose house you robbed and nitindlanell did you 
BOT PO BIDE ne 

S71 believe: Ind#d vows 9: 

Sethe Countor Monte- Cristo 2” 

“You have named hin. Well, anv:I:to rush into his 
arms, ‘and strain him to my heart, cerying, as ae do 
the dramas,’ “My:father):my: father)” 

“Do not let us jest,” gr avely: rephed Bertuccio ; aac 
dare not to utter’ that name again as you have pro- 
nounced it,’ 

“Bah !’? said ier as a little overcome by the solem: 
nity of Bertuccio’s manner, “ whys not 2?” 

“Because the person: who’ beats itis too highly favoured 
oy Heaven to be the father of such a wretch as. you!” 

“Oh, these are*fine words ! ” 


(gs 
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‘And theré will be fine doings if you do not take 
eare}”” ! 

‘““Menaces !—I do not fear them. I will say: 

‘Do you think you are engaged with a pigmy hk 
yourself ?”’ said Bertuccio, in so calm a tone and with 
so steadfast a look that Andrea was moved to the very 
soul 3: ‘do you think you: have to do with galley-slaves 
or: novices in the world ? Benedetto, you are fallen int 
terrible’ hands; they are ready to open for you—mak 
use of them! Do not play with the thunderbolt they, 
have laid aside for a moment, but which they can take 
up! again instantly, if you attempt. to intercept thein 
movements.” 

‘““My father—I will know who my father is!”’ said 
the obstinate youth; ‘I will perish if I. must, but. I 
willi' know it. || What does scandal signify to me? What! 
possession, what reputation have 1? You great people: 
always lose something by scandal, notwithstanding your 
millions. Come, who is my father ?”’ 

‘“T came to tell you.”’ 

“Ah!” cried Benedetto, his eyes sparkling with joy.” 

Just then the door opened, and the jailer, addressing 
himself to Bertuccio, said, — : 

“ Excuse me, sir, but the juge d’instruction is waiting 
for the prisoner.”’ 

“And so closes our interview,” said Andrea to the 
worthy steward. “I wish the troublesome fellow were 
at the devil!” 

““T will return to-morrow,” said Bertuccio. 

“Good! Gendarmes, I am at your service. Ah, sir, 
do leave a few crowns for me at the gate, that I may 
have some things Iam in need of !”’ 

‘“ It shall be done,” replied Bertuccio. 

_ Andrea extended his hand; Bertuccio kept his own 
in his pocket, and merely jingled a few pieces of money. 

That’s what I mean,” said Andrea, endeavouring to 
smile, quite overcome by the strange tranquillity of 
Bertuccio. 

“Can I be deceived ?” he murmured, as he stepped 


” 
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into the oblong and grated vehicle which they call ‘ the 


‘salad basket.” ‘‘ Never mind, we shall see! Then to- 


morrow !’’ he added, turning towards Bertuccio. 
ce > 
To-morrow !”’ replied the steward. 


——— 


CHAPTER \CVIII. 
THE JUDGE. 


We remember that the Abbé Busoni remained alone. 
with Noirtier in the chamber of death, and that the 
old man and the priest were the sole guardians of the 
young girl’s body. Perhaps it was the Christian ex- 
hortations of the abbé, perhaps his kind charity, perhaps 
his persuasive words, which had restored the courage of 
Noirtier ; for ever since he had conversed with the priest 
his violent despair had yielded to a calm resignation, 
which surprised all who knew ‘his excessive affection for 
Valentine. 

M. de Villefort had not seen his father since the morn- 
ing of the death. The whole establishment had been 
changed; another valet-de-chambre was engaged for 
himself, a new servant for Noirtier; two women had 
entered Madame de Villefort’s service; im fact, every- 
where, to the concierge and icoachman, new faces were 
presented to the different masters of the house, thus 
widening the idivision which had always existed between 


the members iof ithe same family: The assizes, ‘also, 


were about to commence; and Villefort, shut up in this 
room, exerted himself with feverish anxiety in drawing 
up the case against the murderer of Caderousse. This 
affair, like all those in which the Count of Monte-Cristo 
had interfered, caused a great sensation in Paris. The 
proofs were certainly not convincing, since they rested 
upon.a few words written by an escaped galley-slave on 


this death-bed, and who might have been actuated by 


hatred or revenge in accusing his companion. But the 
mind of the procureur du roi was made up’; he -feit 
II, 150 
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assured that Benedetto was guilty, and he hoped by: 
his skill in conducting this aggravated case to flatter his. 
self-love, which was about the only vulnerable point left 
in his frozen heart. 

The case was therefore prepared owing to the inces- 
sant labour of Villefort, who wished it to be the first 
on the list in the coming assizes. He had been obliged. 
to seclude himself more than ever to evade the enormous; 
number of applications presented to him for the purpose: 
of obtaining tickets of admission to the court on the: 
day of trial. And, then, so short a time had elapsed! 
since the death of poor Valentine, and the gloom which. 
overshadowed the house was so recent, that no one: 
wondered to see the father so absorbed in his profes-: 
sional duties, which were the only means he had. of: 
dissipating his grief. 

Once only had Villefort seen his father; it was the: 
day after that upon which Bertuccio had paid his second! 
visit to Benedetto, when the latter was to learn his father’s; 
name. The magistrate, harassed and fatigued, had de-- 
scended to the garden of his hétel, and in a gloomy’ 
mood, similar to that in which Tarquin lopped off the» 
tallest poppies, he began knocking off with his cane the: 
long and dying branches of the rose trees, which, placed! 
along the avenue, seemed like the spectres of the brilliant: 
flowers which had bloomed in the past season. More than) 
once he had reached that part of the garden where the: 
famous paling stood overlooking the deserted enclosure ;; 
and always returning by the same path, he recommenced! 
his walk, at the same pace and with the same gesture,. 
when he accidentally turned his eyes towards the house,. 
where he heard the sound of his son playing noisily, 
who had returned from school to spend the Sunday and 
Monday with his mother. While doing so, he observed 
M. Noirtier at one of the open windows, where the old 
man had been placed that he might enjoy the last rays 
of a sun which yet yielded some heat, and was now 
shining upon the dying flowers and red leaves of the 
creeper which twined round the balcony. 
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The eye of the old man was riveted upon a spot which 
Villefort could scarcely distinguish. His glance was so 
full of hate, of ferocity, and savage impatience, that 
Villefort turned out of the path he had been. pursuing 
to see upon what person this dark look was directed. 
Then he saw beneath a thick clump of linden trees, 
which were nearly divested of foliage, Madame de Ville- 
fort sitting with a book in her hand, the perusal of 
which she frequently interrupted to smile upon her son, 
or to throw back his elastic ball which he obstinately 
threw from the drawing-room into the garden. Villefort 
became pale; he understood the old man’s meaning. 
Noirtier continued to look at the same object, but sud- 
denly his glance was carried from the wife to the hus- 
band, and Villefort himself had to submit to the searching 
investigation of those eyes, which, while changing their 
object and even their language, had lost none of their 
menacing expression. Madame de Villefort, unconscious 
of all those passions that exhausted their fire over her 
head, at that moment held her son’s ball, and was making 
signs to him to reclaim it with a kiss. Edward begged 
for a long while, the maternal kiss probably not offering 
sufficient recompense for the trouble he must take to 
obtain it; however, at length he decided, leaped out 
of the window into a cluster of heliotropes and daisies. 
and ran to his mother, his forehead streaming with per- 
spiration. Madame de Villefort wiped his forehead, 
pressed her lips upon it, and sent him back with the 
ball in one hand and some bonbons in the other. 

Villefort, drawn by an irresistible attraction, like that 
of the bird to the serpent, walked towards the house. 
As he approached it, Noirtier’s gaze followed him, and 
his eyes appeared of such a fiery brightness that Ville- 
fort felt them pierce to the depths of his heart. In that 
earnest look might be read a deep reproach as well as 
a terrible menace. Then Noirtier raised his eyes to 
heayen, as though to remind his son of a forgotten 
oath. 

“Tt is well, sir,’ replied Villefort from below—“ it is 
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well. Have patience but one day longer; what I have 
said I will do.” 

Noirtier appeared calmed by these words, and turned 
his eyes with indifference to the other side. Villefort 
violently unbuttoned his greatcoat, which seemed to 
strangle him, and passing his livid hand across his fore- 
head, entered his study. 

The might was cold and still. The family had all 
retired to rest but Villefort, who alone remained up, 
and worked till five o’clock in the morning, reviewing 
the last interrogatories made the night before by the 
juges d'instruction, cormapiling the depositions of the wit- 
nesses, and putting the finishing stroke to the deed of 
accusation, which was one of the most energetic and 
best conceived of any he had yet delivered. 

The next day, Monday, was the first sitting of the 
assizes. The morning rose bleak and gloomy, and Ville- 
fort saw the dim gray light shine upon the lines he had 
traced in red ink. The magistrate had slept for a short 
time while the lamp sent forth its final struggles ; its 
flickerings awoke him, and he found his fingers as damp 
and purple as though they had been dipped in blood. 
He opened the window; a bright yellow streak crossed 
the sky, and seemed to divide in half the poplars, which — 
stood out in black relief on the horizon. In the clover- 
fields beyond the chestnut trees a lark was mounting 
up to heaven while pouring out her clear morning song. 
The damps of the dew bathed the head of De Villefort 
and refreshed his memory. 

‘“ To-day,” he said with an effort—‘ to-day the man 
who holds the knife of justice must strike wherever there 
is guilt.” 

Involuntarily his eyes wandered towards the window 
of Noirtier’s room, whence he had seen him the preceding 
night... The curtain was drawn, and yet ‘the image of 
his father was so vivid to his mind that he addressed 
the closed window as though it had been open, and as 


if through the opening he had beheld the menacing old 
man. 
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‘“ Yes,”’ he murmured—“ yes, be satisfied.” 

His head dropped upon his chest, and in this position 
he paced his study; then he threw himself, dressed as 
he was, upon a sofa, less to sleep than to rest his limbs 
cramped with cold and study. By degrees every one 
woke. Villefort from his study heard the successive 
noises which constitute the life of a house—the opening 
and shutting of doors, the ringing of Madame de Ville- 
fort’s bell to summon the waiting-maid, mingled with the 
first shouts of the child who rose full of the enjoyment of 
his age. Villefort also rang; his new valet-de-chambre 
brought him the papers, and with them a cup of chocolate. 

““What are you bringing me ?”’ said he. 

“A cup of chocolate.” 

“1 did not ask for it. Who has paid me this atten- 
tion ?”’ 

‘““My mistress, sir. She said you would have to speak 
a great deal on the case of the murder, and that you 
should take something to keep up your strength; and 
the valet placed the cup on the table nearest to the 
sofa, which was, like all the rest, covered with papers. 
The valet then left the room. 

Villefort looked for an instant with a gloomy ex- 
pression, then, suddenly taking it up with a nervous 
motion, he swallowed its contents at one draught. It 
might have been thought that he hoped the beverage 
would be mortal, and that he sought for death to deliver 
him from a duty which he would rather die than fulfil. 
He then rose and paced his room with a smile it would 
have been terrible to witness. The chocolate was in- 
offensive, for M. de Villefort felt no effects.. The break- 
fast hour arrived, but M. de Villefort was not at table. 
The valet-de-chambre re-entered. 

‘Madame de Villefort wishes to remind you, sir,” he 
said, “‘ that eleven o’clock has just struck, and that the 
trial commences at twelve.” 

“Well? said Villefort; ‘what then?” 

“Madame de Villefort is dressed. She is quite ready, 
and wishes to know if she is to accompany you, sir?” 
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“Where to ?”’ 

“To the Palais.”’ 

‘““ What to do ?”’ . | 

“My mistress wishes much to be present at the trial.” 

“Ah!” said Villefort, with a startling accent ; “‘ does 
she wish that ?”’ 

The servant drew back, and said,— 

‘““If you wish to go alone, sir, I will go and tell my 
mistress.” 

Villefort remained silent for a moment, and dented 
his pale cheeks with his nails. 

‘Tell your mistress,” he at length answered, “ that 
I wish to speak’ to her, and I beg she will wait for me 
in her own room.” 

Yes sir. 

‘Then come to dress and shave me.” 

“Directly, sir.” 

The valet-de-chambre reappeared almost instantly, 
and, having shaved his master, assisted him to dress 
entirely in black. When he had finished, he said,— 

‘““My mistress said she should expect you, sir, as soon 
as you had finished dressing.’’ 

“Tam going to her.’’? And Villefort, with his papers 
under his arm and hat in hand, directed his steps towards » 
the apartment of his wife. At the door he paused for 
a moment to wipe his damp, pale brow. He then entered 
the room. 

Madame de Villefort was sitting on an ottoman, and 
impatiently turning over the leaves of some newspapers 
and pamphlets which young Edward, by way of amusing 
himself, was tearing in pieces before his mother could 
finish reading them. She was dressed to go out, her 
bonnet was placed beside her on a chair, and her gloves 
were on her hands. 

“Ah, here you are, sir,” she said, in her naturally 
calm voice; “ but how pale you are! Have you been 
working all night ? Why did you not come down to 


breakfast 2, Well, will you take me, or shall I take 
Edward ?”’ 
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Madame de Villefort had multiplied her questions in 
order to gain one answer; but to all her inquiries M. de 
Villefort remained mute and cold as a statue. 

‘‘ Edward !”’ said Villefort, fixing an imperious glance 
on the child, “go and play in the drawing-room, my 
dear. I wish to speak to your mamma.” 

Madame de Villefort shuddered at the sight of that 
cold countenance, that resolute tone, and the awfully 
strange preliminaries. Edward raised his head, looked 
at his mother, and then, finding that she did not con- 
firm the order, began cutting off the heads of his leaden 
soldiers. 

“ Edward !”’ cried M. de Villefort, so harshly that the 
child started on the carpet, “‘do you hear me? Go!”’ 

The child, unaccustomed to such treatment, rose, pale 
and trembling ; it would be difficult to say whether his 
emotion was caused by fear or passion. His father 
went up to him, took him in his arms, and kissed his 
forehead. 

“ Go,” he said—“ go, my child !”’ 

Edward ran out. M. de Villefort went to the door, 
which he closed behind the child, and bolted. 

“Oh, heavens!” said the young woman, endeavour- 
ing to read her husband’s inmost thoughts, while a smile 
passed over her countenance, which froze the impassi- 
bility of Villefort.. ‘‘ What is the matter ?”’ 

‘““ Madame, where do you keep the poison you generally 
use ?,”’ said the magistrate, without any introduction, 
placing himself between his wife and the door. 

Madame de Villefort must have experienced somewhat 
of the sensation of a bird, which, looking up, sees the 
murderous spring closed over its head.. A hoarse, broken 
tone, which was neither a cry nor a’ sigh, escaped from 
her, while she became deadly pale. 

‘“ Sir,” she said, ‘“‘ I—I do not understand you.” And, 
as in her first paroxysm of terror, she had raised herself 
from the sofa, in the next, stronger very likely than the 
other, she fell down again on the. cushions. 

‘‘T asked you,” continued: Villefort, in a perfectly 
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calm tone, ‘‘ where you conceal the poison by the aid 
of which you have killed my father-in-law, M. de Saint- 
Méran, my mother-in-law, Madame de Saint-Méran, Bar- 
rois, and my daughter Valentine ?”’ 

‘Ah, sir!’ exclaimed Madame de Villefort, clasping 
her hands, ‘‘ what do you say ? ” 

‘It is not for you to interrogate, but to answer.” 

“Is it to the judge or to the husband ?”’ stammered 
Madame de Villefort. 

“To the judge—to the judge, madame! ” 

It was terrible to behold the frightful pallor of that 
woman, the anguish of her look, the trembling of her 
whole frame. 

“ Ah, sir !’’ she muttered, “ ah, sir!’ and this was all. 

“You do not answer, madame!’ exclaimed the terrible 
interrogator. Then he added, with a smile yet more 
terrible than his anger, “‘It is true, then. You do not 
deny it?” 

She moved forward. 

‘And you cannot deny it,’’ added Villefort, extend- 
ing his hand towards her, as though to seize her in the 
name of justice. ‘‘ You have accomplished these different 
crimes with impudent address, but which could only de- 
ceive those whose affection for you blinded them. Since 
the death of Madame de Saint-Méran, I have known 
that a poisoner lived in my house. M. d’Avrigny warned 
me of it. After the death of Barrois my suspicions were 
directed towards an angel—those suspicions which, even 
when there is no crime, are always alive in my heart; 
but after. the death of Valentine, there has been no 
doubt in my mind, madame, and not only in mine, but 
in those of others. Thus your crime, known by two 
persons, suspected by many, will soon become ‘public ; 
and, as I told you just now, you no longer speak to the 
husband, but to the judge.” 

The young woman hid her face in her hands. 

‘Oh, sir!”’ she stammered, “I beseech you, do ‘not 
believe appearances.”’ 

“ Are you, then, a coward?” cried Villefort, ina con- 
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temptuous voice.. “ But I have always remarked that 
poisoners were cowards. Can you be a coward, you who 
have had the courage’ to witness the death of two old 
persons and a young girl murdered. by you 2?‘ 

SEP ssin hs] 

“Can you be a coward,’ continued Villefort, with 
increasing excitement, “you who could count, one by 
one, the minutes of four death-agonies 2? You, who, have 
arranged your infernal plans, and removed the beverages 
with a talent and precision almost miraculous ? Have 
you, then, who have calculated everything with such 
nicety, have you forgotten. to calculate one thing—I 
mean where the revelation of your crimes, will lead you ? 
Oh! it is impossible—you must have saved some surer, 
more subtle, and deadly poison than any other, that 
you might escape the punishment you deserve. You 
have done this—I hope so, at least.” 

Madame de Villefort stretched out her hands, and fell 
on her knees. 

“T understand,” he said, “ you confess; but a con- 
fession made to the judges, a confession made at the 
last moment, extorted when the crime cannot be denied, 
diminishes not the punishment inflicted on the guilty!” 

“The punishment !”’ exclaimed Madame de Villefort— 
“the punishment, sir! Twice you have pronounced that 
word.” 

‘Certainly. Did you hope to escape it, because you 
were four times guilty ? Did you think the punishment 
would be withheld because you are the wife of him who 
pronounces it? No; madame,.no; tbe scaffold awaits 
the poisoner, whoever she.may be, unless, as I just said, 
the poisoner has taken the precaution of keeping for 
herself a few drops of her deadliest poison.” 

Madame de Villefort uttered a wild cry, and a hideous 
and uncontrollable terror spread over her , distorted 
features. ) 

“Oh, do not fear the scaffold, madame,” said the 
magistrate. ‘I will not dishonour you, since that would 
be to dishonour myself; no, if you have heard ‘me dis- 
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tinctly, you will understand that you are not to die on 
the scaffold.” 

“No; I did not understand. What do you mean?” 
stammered the unhappy woman, completely overwhelmed. 

‘““T mean that the wife of the first magistrate in the 
capital shall not, by her infamy, soil an unblemished 
name; that she shall not, with one blow, dishonour 
her husband and her child.” 

‘“No, no—oh, no!” 

‘Well, madame, it will be a laudable action on your 
part, and T will thank you for it !”’ 

“You will thank me—for what ?” 

“For what you have just said.” 

“What did I°say? Oh, my brain whirls; I no 
longer understand anything. Oh, heavens—oh, heavens!” 
And she rose, with her hair dishevelled and her lips 
foaming. 

“ Have you answered the question I put to you on 
entering the room ? Where do you keep the poison you 
generally use, madame ?” 

Madame de Villefort raised her arms ‘to heaven, and 
convulsively struck one hand against the other. 

“No, no!” she vociferated—“ no, you cannot wish 
that !” 

“What I do not wish, madame, is that you should 
perish on the scaffold. Do you understand ?”’ asked 
Villefort. 

“Oh, mercy—mercy, sir!” 

“What I require is that justice be done. I'am on 
the earth to punish, madame,” he added, with a flaming 
glance. ‘“ Any other woman, were it the queen herself, 
I would send to the executioner ; but to you I shall be 
merciful. To you I will say, Have you not, madame, put 
aside some of the surest, deadliest, most speedy poison ? ” 

“Oh, pardon me, sir; let me live ! ” 

“She is cowardly,” said Villefort. 

“ Reflect that I am your wife!” 

‘“ You are a poisoner.” 

“In the name of Heaven !” 
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6 No.”’ 

“In the name of the love you once bore me !”’ 

“No; 20 i! ?? 

‘““In the name of our child! Ah, for the sake of our 
child, let me live! ”’ 

“No, no, no, I tell you; one day if I allow you to 
live, you will perhaps kill him as you have the others ! ” 

“I—I kill my boy!’ cried the distracted mother, 
rushing towards Villefort.. “I kill my son! Ha, ha, 
ha!’ and a frightful, demoniac laugh finished the sen- 
tence, which was lest in a hoarse rattle. 

Madame de Villefort fell at her husband’s feet. He 
approached her. 

“ Think of it, madame,” he said; “if on my return 
justice has not been satisfied, I will denounce you with 
my own mouth, and arrest you with my own hands!” 

She listened, panting, overwhelmed, crushed, her eye 
alone lived and glared horribly, 

“Do you understand me?” he said. “I am going 
down there to pronounce the sentence of death against 
amurderer. If I find you alive on my return, you shall 
sleep to-night in the Conciergerie.”’ 

Madame de Villefort sighed. Her nerves gave way, 
and she sank on the carpet. 

The procureur du roi seemed to experience a sensation 
of pity; he looked upon her less severely, and bowing to 
her, said slowly,— 

“Farewell, madame, farewell!” 

That farewell struck Madame: de Villefort like the 
executioner’s knife. She fainted. 

The procureur du roi went out, after having double- 
locked the door. 


CHAPTER CIX. 
THE ASSIZES. 


Tur Benedetto affair, as it was called in the Palais, 
and by people in general, had produced a tremendous 
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sensation. Frequenting the Café de Paris, the Boule-- 
vard de Gand, and the Bois de Boulogne, during his: 
brief career of splendour, the false Cavalcanti had formed! 
a host of acquaintances. The papers had related his; 
various adventures, both as the man of fashion and the: 
galley-slave ; and as every one who had been person-- 
ally acquainted with the Prince Cavalcanti experienced! 
a lively curiosity in his» fate, they all determined to) 
spare no trouble in endeavouring to witness the trial of! 
M. Benedetto for the murder of his comrade. In the eyes; 
of many Benedetto appeared, if not a victim to, at least 
an instance of, the fallibility of the law. M. Cavalcanti,, 
his father, had been seen in Paris, and it: was expected | 
he would reappear to claim the illustrious outcast., 
Many, also, who were not aware of the circumstances; 
attending his withdrawal from Paris, were struck with. 
the worthy appearance, the gentlemanly bearing, and. 
the knowledge of the world displayed by the old patri- 
cian, who certainly played the nobleman very well, so: 
long as he said nothing, and made no arithmetical calcu- 
lations. As for the accused himself, many remembered 
him as being so amiable, so handsome, and so  liberal| 
that they chose to think him the victim of some con- 
spiracy, since in this world large fortunes frequently: 
excite the malevolence and jealousy of some unknown 
enemy. 

Every one, therefore, ran to the court; some to: 
witness the sight, others to comment upon it. From. 
seven o’clock in the morning a crowd was stationed at 
the iron gates, and an hour before the trial commenced 
the hall was full of the privileged. Béfore the entrance 
of the magistrates, and indeed frequently afterwards, a 
court of justice, on days when some especial trial is to 
take place, resembles a drawing-room, where many per- 
sons recognize each other, and converse, if they can do 
so without losing their seats, and when they are separated 
by too great a number of lawyers communicate by signs. 

It was one of those magnificent autumn days, which 
make amends for’ a short summer; the clouds: which 
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M. de Villefort had perceived at sunrise had all dis- 
appeared as if by magic, and one of the softest and 
most brilliant days of September shone forth in all its 
splendour, 

Beauchamp, one of the kings of the press, and there- 
fore claiming the right of a throne everywhere, was 
looking round on every side. He perceived Chateau- 
Renaud and Debray, who had just) gained the good 
graces of a policeman, and who had. persuaded’ the 
latter to let them stand before instead of behind him, 
as he ought to have done. The worthy agent had re- 
cognized the minister’s secretary and the millionaire, 
and by way of paying extra attention to his noble neigh- 
bours, promised to keep their places while they paid a 
visit to Beauchamp. 

“Well,” said Beauchamp, “ we shall see our friend !”’ 

“Yes, indeed!” replied Debray. ‘‘ That worthy prince. 
Deuce take those Italian princes !” 

“A man, too, who could boast of Dante for a genea- 
logist, and could reckon as far back as the ‘ Divina Com- 
media,’ ) 

“A nobility of: the rope 
phlegmatically. 

‘He will be condemned, will he not ?”’ asked Debray 
of Beauchamp. 

“My dear fellow, I think we should ask you that 
question; you know such news much better than we 
do. Did you see the president at the minister’s last 
night ?”’ 

Ves." 

_ “What'did he say ?” 

“Something which will surprise you.” 

““Oh, make haste and tell me, then ; it is a long time 
since that has happened.” ; 

— “Well, he told me that Benedetto, who 3s considered 
a serpent of subtlety and a giant of cunning, is really 
but a very subordinate, silly rascal, and altogether un- 
worthy of the experiments that will be made on his 
phrenological organs after his death.” 


ty, 


said Chateau- Renaud 
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‘Bah!’ said Beauchamp; ‘“‘he played the prince 
very well.” 

“Yes; for you who detest those unhappy princes, Beau- 
champ, and are always delighted to find fault with 
them; but not for me who discover a gentleman by 
instinct, and who scent out an aristocratic family like 
a very bloodhound of heraldry.”’ 

‘“Then you never believed in the principality ? ” 

‘‘ Yes, in the principality, but not in the prince.” 

‘“Not so bad,” said Beauchamp. ‘“‘ Still, I assure you 
he passed very well with many people. I saw him at 
the ministers’ houses.” 

“Ah, yes!’ said) Chateau-Renaud. ‘‘ The videa of 
thinking ministers understand anything about princes!” 

‘“There is something in what you have just said,” 
said Beauchamp, laughing. 

‘“ But,’ said Debray to Beauchamp, “if I spoke to the 
president, you must have been with the procureur du roi.” 

“It was an impossibility. For the last week M. de 
Villefort has secluded himself. It is natural enough. 
This strange chain of domestic afflictions followed by 
the no less strange death of his daughter——’”’ 

“Strange! What do you mean, Beauchamp ?”’ 

“Oh yes! Do you pretend that all this has been 
unobserved at the minister’s ?”’ said Beauchamp, placing 
his eye-glass in his eye, where he tried to make it remain. 

“My dear sir,” said Chateau-Renaud, “‘ allow me to 
tell you that you do not understand that manceuvre 
with the eye-glass half so well as Debray. Give him a 
lesson, Debray.” 

“ Stay,’ said Beauchamp, “surely I am not deceived.” 

“What is it ?” 

fil taisishe ti” 

‘Who do you mean ?” 

‘ They said she had left.” 

‘Mademoiselle’ Eugénie?”’ said Chateau- Renaud. 
‘ Has she returned ?” 

“No, but her mother.” 

“ Madame Danglars? Nonsense! Impossible!” said 


THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO. 695 


Chateau-Renaud, “ only ten days after the flight of her 
daughter, and three days from the bankruptcy of her 
husband ?”’ 

Debray coloured slightly, and followed with his eyes 
the direction of Beauchamp’s glance. 

‘Come !”’ he said, “‘it is only.-a; veiled. lady, some 
foreign princess, perhaps the mother of Cavalcanti. But 
you were just speaking on a. very interesting topic, 
Beauchamp.” 

(ms I ? ” 

“Yes; you were telling us about the extraordinary 
death of Valentine.” 

“Ah, yes; so I was. But how is it that Madame 
de Villefort is not here ?”’ 

“ Poor, dear woman !,’’ said Debray, ‘“‘ she is no doubt 
occupied in distilling balm for the hospitals, or in making 
cosmetics for herself or friends. Do you know she spends 
two or three thousand crowns a year in this amusement ? 
But I wonder she is not here. I should have been 
pleased to see her, for I like her very much.” 

“And I hate her,” said Chateau- Renaud. 

ims Why ? ”) 

‘““Tdonot know. Whydowelove ? Why dowe hate ? 
I detest her from antipathy.” 

‘“ Or rather by instinct.” 

‘Perhaps so. But to return to what you were say- 
ing, Beauchamp.” 

‘Well, do you know why people die so fast in M. de 
Villefort’s house ?”’ 

“ Talking of that,” said Debray, ‘‘ Madame * * * was 
making inquiries about that house, which for the last 
three months has been hung with black.” 

‘““Who is Madame * * * ?,”’ asked Chateau-Renaud. 

‘“The minister’s wife, pardieu /”’ 

‘Oh, your pardon! I never visit ministers; I leave 
that to the princes.” 

‘Really, you were before only sparkling, but now 
you are brilliant ; take compassion on us, or, like Jupiter, 
you will burn us.” 
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‘““T. will not speak again!” said Chateau-Renaud. 
“Pray have compassion upon me, and do not take up 
every word I say.”’ 

“Come, Jet us endeavour to hear the end of your 
story, Beauchamp. I told you that yesterday Madame 
* * * made inquiries of me upon the subject ; enlighten 
me, and I will then communicate my information to her.”’ 

‘“ Well, gentlemen, the reason people die so fast at M. 
de Villefort’s is, that there is an assassin in the house!”’ 

The two young men shuddered, for the same idea had 
more than once occurred to them. 

‘““ And who is the assassin ?”’ they asked together. 

“ Young Edward.” 

A burst of laughter from the auditors did not in the 
least disconcert the speaker, who continued,— 

“ Yes, gentlemen, Edward, who is quite an adept in 
the art of kniling,’”’ 

“ You are jesting.”’ : 

“ Not at all. I yesterday engaged a servant, who had 
just left M. de’ Villefort. I intend sending him away 
to-morrow, for he eats so enormously to make up for 
the fast imposed upon him by his terror in that house. 
Well, disten to me.” 

“We are listening.” 

“It appears the dear child has obtained possession 
of a bottle containing some ‘drug, which he every now 
and then uses against those who have displeased him. 
First M. and Madame Saint-Méran incurred his dis- 
pleasure, so he poured out three drops of his elixir— 
three drops were sufficient; then followed Barrois, the 
old servant of. M, Noirtier, who sometimes rebuffed this 
little wretch—he therefore received the same quantity 
of the elixir ; the same happened to Valentine, of whom 
he was jealous ; he gave her the same dose as ‘the others, 
and all was over for her'as well as the rest.” 

“Why, what nonsense are you telling us 2” said 
Chateau- Renaud. 


“ Yes, it is an extraordinary story!” said Beauchamp, 
Bs 1e Note.” 
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“ Tt is absurd,”’ said Debray. 

“Ah!” said Beauchamp, ‘‘ you doubt me ?.. Well, 
you can ask my servant, or rather him who. will no 
longer be my servant to-morrow. It,was) the talk of 
the house.”’ 

‘ And this elixir—where is it 2—what is it ?.” 

“The child conceals it.”’ 

“But where did he find it ?” 

» “In his mother’s laboratory.” | Bi 

“Does his mother, then, keep poisons in her labora- 
tory ?”’ 

“How can I tell! You are questioning me like a 
procureur du roi. I only repeat what Ihave been told, 
and, like my author, I can do no more... The poor wretch 
would eat nothing from fear.” 

“Tt is incredible ! ”’ 

“No, my dear fellow, it is not at all incredible! You 
saw the child pass through the Rue Richelieu last year 
who amused himself with killing his brothers and sisters 
by sticking pins in their ears while they slept... The gen- 
eration who follow us are very precocious ! ” 

“Come, Beauchamp,” said Chateau-Renaud, “I will 
bet anything you do not believe a word of all you have 
been telling us!” 

“TI do not see the Count of Monte-Cristo here !”’ 

‘He is worn out,” said Debray. ‘“‘ Besides, he could 
not well appear in public, since he has been the dupe of 
the Cavalcanti, who, it appears, presented -themselves 
to him with false letters of credit, and cheated him out 
of 100,000 francs. upon the hypothesis of this princi- 
pality.”’ 

‘“By the way, M. de Chateau-Renaud,” asked Beau- 
champ, “ how is Morrel ? ”’ : 

“Ma foi! I have called three times without once see- 
ing him. Still, his sister did not seem uneasy, and told 
me that though she had not seen him for two or three 
days, she was sure he was well.” 

“ Ah, now I think of it, the Count of Monte-Cristo 
cannot appear in the hall!’ said Beauchamp. 


698 THE COUNT OF ‘MONTE-CRISTO. 


 Wiryenots: 
io Because he'is an meee in the aiala 
ut “Has hevassassinated any one, then 2” 
| “No, on the contrary, they wished to aaeasetha ti owin, 
You know that it was in leaving his house that M. de 
Caderousse was murdered by his friend Benedetto.’ You 
know that the famous waistcoat was found in his house, 
containing the letter which stopped’ the signature of the 
marriage contract. Do yot see ‘the waistcoat? There 
it! ds, all bloodstained ; on the desk ‘as a testimony of 
the crime.’ 

‘Ah, very: goods”?! ; ROE 

“ Hush, ‘gentlemen; here! is’ the coaft!) Let ‘us gb 
balcke to our places.” 

A noise was heard in the ‘hall; the policeman called 
his two protégés with an energetic “Hem!” “and the 
doorkeeper, appearing, called out, with ‘that shrill voice 
which was 'pecuhar: to his order, ‘even inthe days of 
Beaumarchais,— 

“ The court, gentlemen! ” 


CHAT Re Ce 
THE DEED OF ACCUSATION. 


THE! judges ‘took their places in the midst of the’ raost 
profound silence; ‘the ‘jury took their seats ;/>M. ‘de 
Villefort, the object of unusual attention, and we had 
almost said of general admiration, sat in the ‘armchair, 
and cast a tranquil glance around him, Every person 
looked with astonishment on that grave and severe face, 
the calm expression of which personal ‘griéfs had been 
unable to disturb; and the aspect’ ofa man who was a 
stranger to all! humanemotions excited a kind of terror’ 

* Gendatmes !” said the president, “‘lead in the ac- 
cusede. 

At these words ‘the public attention became more in- 
tense, and all eyes'were turned towards the door’ through 
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which: Benedetto was to enter. ‘The door soon opened, 
and the accused appeared. 

The same impression was experienced by all present ; 
and noone was deceived by the expression of his cownte- 
nance. His features bore no sign of that deep emotion’ 
which stops the beating of the heart and blanches the 
cheek. His hands gracefully placed, one upon his. hat, 
the other in the opening of ‘his white waistcoat, were 
not at all tremulous. His eye was calm and ‘even’ bril: 
lant.) Scarcely had he entered the hall when‘he glanced 
at the whole body of magistrates and assistants ;\ ‘his eye 
rested longer ion the president; and still-more so on the 
procureur du roi. 

By the side of Andrea was placed’ the bakeivier whotwas 
to conduct his defence, andiwho had been chosen by the’ 
court ; for Andrea disdained’ to pay any attention te 
those details to which he appeared to attach no import: 
ance. The lawyer was a-young! man with Jight> hair, 
and whose face expressed a hundred times more emotion’ 
than that which characterized the prisoner: 

The president called for the deed of accusation, cor- 
rected, as we know, by the clever and ee pen of 
De Villefort. 

During the reading’ of this, which was long, the public 
attention was continually drawn towards Andrea; who 
bere the burden with Spartan unconcern. | 

Villefort had never been so concise:and eloquent. bebe 
crime was tepresented under the’ liveliestcolours. |The 
former life of the prisoner, his.transformation,'a. review 
of his life from ‘the earliest period, were set forth with 
all the talent’ that a knowledge of human life could: 
furnish to a mind like that of the procureur du: roi. 
Benedetto! was thus for ever lost in public opinion before 
the sentence of the law could be pronounced. 

Andrea paid no attention to thé successive charges 
which were brought against him.) M. de: Villefort, who 
examined him attentively, and who no doubt practised 
upon him all the psychological studies:-he: was accus- 
tomed ‘to use, im vain endeavoured to make: him ‘lower 
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his eyes, notwithstanding the depth and profundity of 
his gaze. 

At length the deed was read, 

‘“‘ Accused,’’ said the president, ‘““ your name and:sur- 
name ?)') 

Andrea rose.. 

“Excuse ‘me, M. jle Président,’’ he said, inia clear 
voice, “ but 1 see'you are going to adopt a course of 
questions through! which I cannot follow you. | I have 
an idea, which I will explain \by-and-by, of making’ an 
exception to the usual form of accusation. Allow me, 
then, if you please, to answer in different order, or I 
will not do so at all.” 

The astonished president looked at the jury, who 
themselves looked upon the procureur du roi.. The whole 
assembly manifested great surprise. But Andrea ap- 
peared quite unmoved. 

“ Your age ?’’ said the president; “‘ will you answer 
that question ?”’ 

“T will answer that question as well as the rest, M. 
le President, but in its turn.” 

“Your age ?.’’ repeated the president. 

“T am twenty-one years old; or rather I shall be in 
a few days, as I was born the night of the 27th. of Sep- 
tember 1817.” 

M. de Villefort, who was busy taking down some notes, 
raised his head at the mention of this date. 

“Where were you born?” continued the president. 

“ At Auteuil, near Paris.’’ 

M. de Villefort a second time raised his head, looked 
at Benedetto as if he had been gazing at the head of 
Medusa, and became livid. 

As for Benedetto. he gracefully wiped his lips with a 
fine cambric pocket- “handkerchief. 

‘“ Your profession ?’ 

“First 1 was a forger,” answered |Andrea, as calmly 
as possible 3)“ then I became a thief, and lately have 
become an assassin,’ 

A murmur, or rather storm, of indignation burst from 
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all parts ofthe assembly.. The judges themselves ap- 
peared stupefied, and the jury) manifested tokens” of 
disgust for a stoicism so unexpected from a fashionable 
man, i 

M. de Villefort pressed his hand upon his brow, which, 
at first pale, had become red and burning; then he 
suddenly rose, and looked around as though he had lost 
his senses—he wanted air. 

“Are you looking for anything; M. le: Procureur du 
Roi ?”” asked Benedetto, with his most pleasing smile. 

M. de Villefort answered nothing, but sat, or rather 
threw himself down again, upon his chair. 

“And now, \prisoner, will you’consent to tell your 
name ?’’ said the president. “ The ‘brutal affectation 
with which you have enumerated and classified your 
crimes calls for a severe reprimand on the part of the 
court, both in the name of morality, and for the respect 
due to humanity. You appear to consider this a point of 
honour, and it may be for this reason you have delayed 
acknowledging your name.” You wished ‘it to be pre- 
ceded by all these titles.”’ 

“Tt is quite wonderful, M. le Président, how entirely 
you have read my thoughts,’ said Benedetto, in. his 
softest voice and most polite manner. | “ This is, indeed, 
the reason why I begged you to alter the order of the 
questions.” 

The public astonishment had reached its height. There 
was no longer any deceit or bravado in the manner of 
the accused. The audience seemed like some thunder- 
cloud about to burst over the gloomy scene. 

‘Well!’ said the president, “ your name ? ” 

“T cannot tell you my name, since I do not know 
it; but I know my father’s, and will pronounce it.’ 

‘“ Repeat your father’s name,’’ said the president. 

Not a whisper, not a breath was heard in that vast 
assembly ; every one waited anxiously. 

‘“My father is the procureur du roi,’”’ replied Andrea 
calmly. | 

‘“The procureur du roi?” said the president, stupe- 
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fied, and without noticing the agitation which spread 
over the) face of :M:: de: Villefort—“ the procureur du 
foie’ di: 6 heetotttb rite I Jevgel 
“Yes; and if you wish to know his name, I will tell 
ithe is named Villefort.”’ 
| The! explosion, which had» been so: long’ restrained, 
froma feeling, of respect to the court: of justice, now 
burst forth like thunder from the breasts of alk present ; 
the court itself did not seek to restrain the movement 
of the multitude... The exclamations, the insults ‘ad- 
dressed, to, Benedetto, who remained perfectly uncon- 
cerned, the energetic gestures; the movement of» the 
gendatmes, the sneers of the scum of the .crowd, always 
sure, to rise .to:the: surface'm case of any disturbance, 
all this lasted five. minutes, before the doorkeepers: and 
magistrates were: able to restore silence. \In the» midst 
of this tumult the voice of: the president was heard: to 
exclaim ,-=i1! t 
>)“ Ate you playing withi justice, accused, and do you 
dare set your! fellow-citizens an example of disorder, 
which even in these times has réver been equalled ?”’ 
Several persons hurried up to M. de Villefort, who was 
nearly buried in his chair, offermg him consolation, en- 
couragement, ‘and protestations of zeal)and sympathy. 
Order was: re-established inothe hall, with|the exception 
of a few who still moved and whispered. A lady, it-was 
said, hadi just fainted; they had supplied iherjwith a 
smelling-bottle, and she had recovered. ' During thescene 
of tumult, Andrea haditurned his smiling face towards 
ihe assembly 5: then leaning with one hand on the oaken 
ee at his bench) inthe’ most graceful’ attitude ‘possible, 
16/said,— 
“Gentlemen, I assure you 1 had no idea of insulting 
the court, or of) making a. useless disturbance; in the 
presence of this» honourable assembly... They ask my 
«ge—I tell it. They ask whereI was born—l answer. 
ahey ask omy mame-I cannot give it} since’my parents 
abandoned me. But though I cannot give my!:own 
name, not possessing one, I can tell them my fathet’s. 
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Now. I repeat, my, father,is named M. de millefart and 
I am) ready to prove it,” 

‘There, was an energy, a,; Pony ation! and ai vpewcian 


in. the; ;manner of the young, man, which. silenced, the. 


tumult. All eyes--were turned for | @,.moment towards, 
the, precureur du.roi, who, sat. as;metioniess.as though 
a |thunderbolt had changed him, into) ja, cor pse. 

“ Gentlemen ?”’ said Andrea, commanding silence by 
his voice and manner ;,, ‘Lowe, ive the proofs jand 
explanations of what I have said,” 

‘“ But,” said the. irritated) president; “you called your- 
self Benedetto, declared yourselt an OF phan, and claimed 
Corsica as your country.” , 

“I said anything I pleased, in order that the solemn 
declaration I haye, just made ‘should not, be withheld, 
which.,otherwise would certainly have .been. the case. 
I.now repeat that I,was born: at Auteuil on, the,night 
of, the 27th September 1817;.and that; I am the son jof 
the, procureur du roi, M.,de Villefort. Do, you, wish dor 
any, further, details 2; I, will,give,them. ...b was..born in 
No; 28,,Rue de la Fontaine,; inj,a room,hung, with. red 
damask. ..My father took me,in his, arms,,, telling) my 
mother, I was dead,, wrapped me,in.a napkin ;marked 
with an H and an.N, and carried me: into. a garden, 
where he buried.me alive.” 

A shudder. ran, through, the,, assembly when they saw 
that. the confidence. of the prisoner increased, in BFAPCT- 
tion with. the terror of M..de Villefort. 

‘““ But how have you, become aaa wath, all, these 
details ?..’ asked the jpresident. 

5<{|L,.will, tell .you,.M.; le Président. A man.who, had. 
sworn vengeance against my father,,and had long: sought: 
his opportunity to all him, had; introduced himself that 
night into,the garden in, which. my) father buried, me,,, He. 
was concealed ina thicket.;, ,he Saw my, father, bury, some, 
thing in the, ground, and. stabbed, him.in, the midst of 
the operation; then thinking the, deposit might, contain 
some treasure, he turned up. the ground,and.found me 
stil living. The, man carried,me tg) the, hospital for 
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enfants trouvés, where I was inscribed under the number 
37. Three months afterwards, a woman travelled from 
Rogliano to Paris to fetch me, and having claimed me 
as her son, carried me away: ‘Thus, you see, though 
born in Paris, I was brought up in Corsica.” 

There was a moment’s silence, during which one could 
have fancied the hall empty, so profound was the still- 
ness. 

‘Proceed !”” said the president. 

‘Certainly, I might have lived happily amongst those 
cood people, who adored me, but my perverse disposition 
prevailed over the virtues which my adopted mother 
endeavoured to instil into my heart. I increased in 
wickedness till I committed crime. One day, when I 
cursed Providence for making me so wicked and ordain- 
ing me to such a fate, my adopted father said to me, ‘Do 
not blaspheme, unhappy child ; the crime is your father’s, 
not yours—your father’s, who devoted you to death, or 
to a life of misery, in case by a miracle you should escape 
his doom.’ Since then I ceased to blaspheme, but I 
cursed my father. This is why I have uttered the 
words for which you blamé me; this is why I have 
filled this whole assembly with horror. If I have com- 
mitted an additional crime, punish me; but if you will 
allow that ever since the day of my birth my fate has | 
been sad, bitter, and lamentable, then pity me.” 

“ But your mother ?”’ asked the president. 

‘““My mother thought me dead; she is not guilty. I 
did not even wish'to know her name, nor do I know it.” 

Just then a piercing cry, ending in a sob, burst from 
the centre of the crowd, who encircled the lady who had 
before fainted, and who now fell into a violent fit of 
hysterics. She was carried out of the hall, and in! doing 
so, the thick veil which concealed her face’ dropped off, 
and Madame Danglars was recognized. Notwithstanding 
his shattered nerves, the stunning sensation in his ears, 
and the''species of madness which turned his brain, Ville- 
fort rose as he perceived her. 

“The proofs! the proofs!” said the’ president, “re- 
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member this tissue of horrors must be supported by the 
clearest proofs.”’ 

‘The proofs ?”’ said Benedetto, laughing. ‘‘ Do you 
want proofs ?.” 

res. 

‘“ Well, then, look at M. de Villefort; and’ then ask me 
for proofs.” 

Every one turned towards the procureur du roi, who, 
unable to bear the universal gaze now riveted on him 
alone, advanced staggering into the midst of the tribunal, 
with his hair dishevelled, and his face indented with the 
mark of his nails. The whole assembly uttered a long 
murmur of astonishment. 

“Father!’’ said Benedetto, “‘I am asked for proofs ; 
do you wish me to give them ?”” 

“No, no, it is useless!’’? stammered M. de Villefort 
in a hoarse’ voice—‘‘ no, it is useless ! ”’ 

“How useless ?”’ cried the president, ‘“‘ what do you 
mean ?’’ 

“T mean that I feel it impossible to struggle against 
this deadly weight which crushes me! Gentlemen, I 
know Iam in the hands of an avenging God! We need 
no proofs; everything relating to this young man is true.” 

A dull, gloomy silence, like that which precedes some 
awful phenomenon of nature, pervaded the assembly, 
who shuddered in dismay. 

“What, M. de Villefort,” cried the president, ‘‘ do you 
yield to a hallucination? What! are you no longer in 
possession of your senses? This strange, unexpected, 
terrible accusation has disordered your reason. Come, 
recover.” | 

The procureur du roi dropped his head. His teeth 
shattered like those of a man under a violent attack of 
fever, and yet he was deadly pale. 

‘“T am in possession ofall my senses, sir,” he said ; 
“my, body alone suffers, as you. may suppose. I ac- 
knowledge myself guilty of all the young man has brought 
igainst me, and from this hour hold myself under the 
vuthority of the procureur du roi who will succeed me.” 
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And as he spoke these words with a hoarse, choking 
voice, he staggered towards the door, which was mechan- 
ically opened: by a doorkeeper. Fhe whole assembly 
was dumb with astonishment at the revelation and con- 
fession which had produced a catastrophe so different 
from that which had been expected during the last’ fort- 
night by the Parisian world. 108 

“Well,” said Beauchamp, “let them now say: that 
drama is unnatural! ”” ; 

“Ma foi!” said Chateau-Renaud, ““T would rather 
end my’ career like M. de Morcerf ;’/a pistol shot seems 
quite delightful compared with this catastrophe.” 

“And so he has committed murder !”’ said Beauchamp. 

‘““ And I, too, who thought of marrying his daughter,” 
said Debray. “‘ She did well to die, poor girl t’” 

“The sitting is adjourned, gentlemen,” said the presi- 
dent; “ fresh inquiries wilk be made, and the case will 
be tried next session by another magistrate.” 

As for Andrea, who was as calm and more interesting 
than ever, he left the hall, escorted by gendarmes, who 
involuntarily paid him some attention. 

“Well, what do you think of this, my fine fellow?” 
asked Debray of the policeman, slipping a louis inte 
his hand. 

“ There will be extenuating citcumstances,’” he replied. 


CHAPTER CXI. 
EXPIATION, . 


NOTWITHSTANDING the density of the crowd, M.. de 
Villefort saw it open before him, There is something 
sO awe-inspiring in great afflictions, that even in the 
worst times the first emotion of a crowd has generally 
been to sympathize with the sufferer in a great catas 
trophe. Many people have been assassinated in a tumult 


apa criminals have rarely been insulted during thei 
trial. | 
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Thus Villefort passed through the mass’ of spectators 
and officers of the Palais, and withdrew. Though he 
had acknowledged his guilt, he was protected ‘by his 
grief. There are some situations which men understand 
by anstinct, though their reason cannot explain them ; 
in such cases the greatest orator is he who utters the 
loudest and most natural cry, which conveys a whole 
story to the mob. It would be difficult to describe the 
state of stupor in which Villefort left the Palais. Every 
pulse beat with feverish excitement, every nerve was 
strained, every vein swollen, and every part of the body 
seemed to sufier distinctly from the rest, thus multiply- 
ing his agony a thousandfold. Habit alone guided him 
through the passage; he threw aside his magisterial 
robe—he could not bear the weight on his shoulders, 
Having staggered as far as*the Rue Dauphiné, he per- 
ceived his carriage;' awoke his sleeping coachman by 
openmeg the deor himself, threw himself on the cushions, 
and pointed towards the Faubourg Saint-Honoré; the 
carriage drove on. All the weight of his fallen fortune 
seemed suddenly to crush him; he could not foresee 
the consequences ; he could not contemplate the future 
with the indifference of a cold murderer. One thought 
filed his mimd——he saw the workings of a) Divine hand 
in all that had happened. The carriage rolled rapidly. 
Villefort, while turning restlessly on the cushions, felt 
something press against him. He put out his hand to 
remove the object—it was a fan which Madame de 
Villefort had left in the carriage. This fan awakened a 
recollection which darted through his mind like tight- 
ning. He thought of his wife: ©: 

* Oh1” he exclaimed, as though a red-hot iron were 
piercing his heart. During the last hour his own crime 
had alone been presented to his mind ; now another object, 
not less terrible, suddenly presented itself. 

His wife !:| He had just acted the inexorable judge 
with her, he had condemned her to death; and she; 
crushed by remorse, struck with terror, covered with 
the shame inspired by the eloquence of his irreproach- 
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able virtue; she, a poor weak woman, without help or 
the power of defending herself against his absolute and 
supreme will, she might at that very moment, perhaps, 
be preparing to die! An hour had elapsed since her 
condemnation. At that moment, doubtless, she was re- 
calling all her crimes to her memory; she was asking 
pardon for her sins; perhaps she was even writing a 
letter imploring forgiveness from her virtuous husband-- 
a forgiveness she was purchasing with her death. — Ville- 
fort again groaned with anguish and despair. 

‘“ Ah!” he exclaimed, ‘‘ that woman became criminal 
only from associating with me! I carried the infection 
of crime with me, and she has caughtit as she would the 
typhus fever, the cholera, the plague!» And yet I have 
punished her—I have dared to tell her—I have—' Repent 
and die!’ But no, she must not die, she shall live and 
follow. me. Wewill flee from Paris, and go far as the 
earth reaches. I told her of the scaffold—oh, heavens ! 
I forgot that it awaits me also !, How could I pronounce 
that word? Yes, we will fly; I will. confess all to her, 
I will tell her daily that I also have committed a crime! 
Oh, what an alliance with the tiger and the serpent ; 
worthy wife of suchas. Iam! She mus¢ live that my 
infamy may diminish hers,” And Villefort dashed open 
the window in front of the carriage.“ Faster, faster !””' 
he cried in a tone which electrified the: coachman. 

The horses, impelled by fear, flew towards the house. 

“Yes, yes!”’ repeated Villefort, as he approached his 
home—" yes, that woman must live, she must repent, 
and educate my son, the sole survivor—with the excep- 
tion of the indestructible old man—of the wreck of my 
house. She loves him; it was for his sake she has 
committed these crimes. We ought never to despair of 
softening the heart of. a mother who loves her child. 
She will repent ; no one will know she has been guilty ; 
the crimes which have taken place in my house, though 
they now occupy the public mind, will be forgotten in 
time; or if, indeed, a few enemies should persist in 
remembering them, why, then, I will add them to my 
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guilty list. What will it signify if one, two, or three 
more are added?) My wife and child shall escape from 
this gulf, carrying treasures with them; she will live 
and may yet be happy, since her child, in whom all her 
love is centred, will be with her. I shall have performed 
a good action, and my heart will be lighter.’’ And the 
procureur du roi breathed more freely than he had done 
for some time. 

The carriage stopped at the door of the hétel.  Ville- 
fort leaped out of the carriage, and saw his servants 
surprised at his early return; he could read no other 
expression on their features. Neither’of them spoke to 
hiny; they merely stood aside to ‘let him pass by as usual, 
nothing more. As he passed by M. Noirtier’s room, he 
perceived, through the half-open door, two figures ; but 
he experienced no curiosity to know who was visiting 
his father’; anxiety carried him on farther. 

“Come,” he said, as he ascended the stairs leading to 
his wife’s room, “‘ nothing is changed here.”’ 

He then closed the door of the landing, 

“No one must disturb us,” he said; ‘I must speak 
freely to her, accuse myself, and say——’’ He ap- 
proached the door, touched the crystal handle, which 
yielded to his hand. “‘ Not locked!” he cried, “ that 
is well.’ And he entered the little room in which Edward 
slept; for though the child went to school during the 
day, his mother could not allow him to be separated 
from her at night. With a single glance Villefort’s eye 
ran through the room. F 

“Not here,” he said; ‘‘ doubtless she is in her bed- 
room.” 

He rushed towards the door; it was bolted. He 
stopped, shuddering. ' ‘‘ Heloise!” he cried. He fancied 
he heard the sound of a piece of furniture being removed. 
“ Heloise ! ’’ he repeated. 

‘‘ Who is there ?’ answered the voice of her he sought. 

He thought that voice more feeble than usual. — 

“Open the door!” cried Villefort. “Open; it is I.” 

But notwithstanding this request, notwithstanding the 
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tone ofanguish im which it:was uttered, the. door remained 
closed. Villefort burst it open with a violent blow. 

At the entrance of the room which led to her boudoir, 
Madame de Villefort was standing erect, pale, her features 
contracted, and her eyes glaring horribly. 

“ Heloise, Heloise!) he satd,. “ what is the matter ? 
Speak: |?” 

The young woman extended her stiff white hand to- 
wards him. 

“Tt is done, sit,’ she said, with a rattling, which 
seemed to tear her throat. ‘What more do you want ?”’ 
and she fell on the floor. 

Villefort ran to her and seized her hand, which con- 
vulsively clasped.a crystal bottle with a goldem stopper. 
Madame Villefort was dead, 

Villefort, maddened: with horror, stepped back to the 
threshold of the! door, fixing his eyes on the corpse. 
‘““My son!” he exclaimed, suddenly. ‘Where is) my 
son? Edward, Edward!.’, and he rushed out of the 
room, still crying, ““ Edward, Edward!’ The name was 
pronounced: in such a tone of anguish that the servants 
ram up. 

“Where is: my son?” asked] Villefort. “ Let him: be 
removed from the house, that he may not seé 5) 

‘Masten: Edward is not downstairs, sir,’’ teplied. the 
valet-de-chambre. 

“ Then he must be playing im the garden ; go and see.” 

“No, sit; Madame de Villefort' sent for him half:an 
hour ago. He went into her room, and ‘has not been 
downstairs: since.” f 

A cold perspiration burst out on Villefort’s brow ;: his 
legs trembled, and his brain filled with a confused maze 
of ideas. 

“In Madame de Villefort’s room ?”’ he murmured, 
and slowly returned, with one hand wiping his forehead, 
and with the other supporting himself against’ the wall. 
To enter the room, He must again see the body of his 
unhappy wife. To call Edward): he’ must reawaken) the 
echo of that room which now appeared like’ a sepulchre ; 
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to speak seemed like violating! the silence of the tomb. 
His tongue clave to the roof of his mouth, 

é! Edward 1”’ hesstammered, ‘“Edward!’? The. child 
did’ not answer. Where, then, could he be, if he had 
entered his mother’s room and not/since returned,?, He 
stepped forward. |The corpse’ of Madame de, Villefort 
was stretched across the doorway. leading to the room 
in which. Edward must be ; those glaring eyes seemed 
to watch over the threshold; and, the lips expressed a 
termmble and mysterious irony, .Threugh the open door 
a portion of the boudoir was visible; containing an up- 
right piano and a blue satin ‘couch. © Villefort stepped 
forward two or three paces, and beheld his child lying— 
no doubt asleep on the sofa, The unhappy man uttered 
an exclamation of joy ;.a ray of light,seemed to. pene- 
trate the abyss of despair and darkness. He had only 
to step over the corpse, enter the boudoir, take the child 
in his arms, and flee far, far away, 

Villefort no: longer presented a type of civilized man. 
Ele more resembled a: tiger wounded to death, whose 
teeth were broken in his last, agony, He no longer 
reared realities but phantoms. -He leaped over the corpse 
is though it had been a furnace. He took the child in 
uis arms, pressed him, shook him, called him, but the 
shud replied not. He pressed, his burning lips to the 
sheeks, but they were icy cold and.pale; he felt his 
stiffened limbs; he pressed his hand upon the heart, 
sut it mo longer beat--the ‘child was dead. A folded 
vaper fell from Edward’s breast. 
 Villefort, thunderstruck, fell) upon his knees; the child 
lropped from his arms, and rolled on the floor by, the 
ide of its mother. He picked up.the paper, and recog- 
izing his wife’s writing, ran, his eyes rapidly over its 
ontents. They were as follows :-— 


“You know that I was a good mother, since it was 
or my son’s sake I became criminal. A good mother 
annot depart without her son.” 


Villefort could not believe his eyes, he could not believe 
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his reason. He dragged himself towards the child’s 
corpse, and examined it as a lioness contemplates its 
dead cub. Then a piercing cry escaped from his breast, 
and he cried, ‘‘ Still the hand of God.’ The two victims 
alarmed him; he could not bear the solitude only shared 
by two corpses. Until then he had been sustained by 
rage, by his strength of mind, by despair, by the supreme 
agony which led the Titans to scale the heavens, and 
Ajax to defy the gods. He now rose, his head bent 
beneath the weight of grief, and shaking his damp, staring 
hair. He, who had never felt compassion for any one, 
determined to seek his father, that he might have some 
one to whom he could relate his misfortunes, some one 
by whose side he might weep. He descended the little 
stairs with which we are acquainted, and entered Noirtier’s 
room. 

The old man appeared to be listening attentively and! 
as affectionately as his infirmities would allow to the 
Abbé Busoni, who looked cold and calm, as usual. 

Villefort, perceiving the abbé, passed his hand across: 
his brow. He recollected the call he had made upon: 
him after the dinner at Auteuil, and then the visit the: 
abbé had himself paid to his house on the day of Valen-: 
tine’s death. 

“You here, sir!’ he exclaimed. “ Do you, then, never: 
appear but to act as‘an escort to death ?”’ 

Busoni turned round, and perceiving the excitement! 
depicted on the’ magistrate’s face, the savage lustre of! 
his eyes, he understood that the scene of the assizes had! 
been accomplished; but beyond this he was ignorant. 
“T came to pray over the body of your daughter.” 

“ And, now, why are you here >)” 

“T come to tell you that you'have sufficiently paid! 
your debt, and that from this moment I will pray ‘tox 
God to forgive you as I do.” 

‘‘ Good heavens !”’ exclaimed Villefort, stepping back: 
fearfully, “surely that is not the voice of the Abbé 
Busoni ?” 


“No!” The abbé threw off his false tonsure, shook his 
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head, and his hair, no longer confined, fell, in black 
masses around his manly face. 

‘ “Tt is the face of) the Count of Monte-Cristo !’’, ex- 
claimed the procureur du roi, with a haggard expression. 

“ You are not exactly right, M. le Procureur.du. Roi; 
you must go farther back.” . 

“That voice—that voice !, Where. did I first hear it 2?” 

“ You heard it for the first time at Marseilles, twenty- 

three years ago, the day of your marriage. with, Made- 
moiselle de Saint-Méran. . Refer to your papers.” 
_ **You are not Busoni, you. are not, Monte-Cristo ? 
Oh, heavens } you are, then, some concealed, implacable, 
and mortal enemy! I must have wrenged you in some 
way at Marseilles. Oh, woejto me!” | 

“ Yes, you are, indeed, right,” said the count, crossing 
his-arms over his broad chest. “‘ Search, search !”’ 

“ But what have I done to you’? exclaimed YVille- 
fort, whose mind was balancing between reason and. in- 
sanity, in that cloud which is neither a dream nor reality 
—‘‘what have I done'to. you? Tellme, then! Speak!” 

‘“9You condemned me to a horrible, tedious death— 
you. killed my father—you deprived me,of liberty, of 
loye, and happiness,” 

“Who are you, then? Who are you ?”’ 

“J am the spectre, of a wretch you. buried in. the 
dungeons of the Chateau d’If,..The form of the Count 
of Monte-Cristo was given to,that spectre when he at 
length issued from his tomb, enriched with gold and 
diamonds to reconduct him to you!” 

“ Ah, I recognize you, I recognize, you. 
the procureur du roi; ‘“‘ you, are rf 

“Tam Edmond Dantes !.”’ 

“You are Edmond Dantés!”’ cried Villefort, seizing 
the count by the wrist, “then, come here! ’’ And he 
dragged Monte-Cristo up the stairs; who, ignorant of 
what had happened, followed him, in astonishment, pre- 
saging some new catastrophe. _‘‘ Hold, Edmond Dantes! 
he said, pointing to the bodies of his wife and child. 
“See, are you well revenged ?”” 
Il, 16 


fe 


exclaimed 
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Monte-Cristo became pale at this horrible sight. He 
felt he had passed beyond the bounds of vengeance, and. 
that he‘could no longer say, ‘‘ God is for and with me.” 
With an expression of indescribable’ anguish, he threw 
himself upon''the body of ‘the child, reopened its eyes, 
felt its pulse, and then rushed with him into Valentine’s, 
room, of which he double-locked the door. 

‘“My child!” cried Villefort “ He carries away the 
body of my child! Oh, curses, woe, death to you!” 
and he tried'to follow Monte-Cristo; but, as though 
in a dream, he was transfixed’ to the spot, his eyes 
glared as though they were starting through the sockets ; 
he griped the flesh on his chest, until his nails were 
stained with blood; the veins of his temple swelled and 
boiled as though they would burst their’ narrow bound- 
ary, and deluge his brain with living fire.’ This lasted 
several minutes, until the frightful overturn’ of’ reason 
was accomplished ;’ then, uttering’a loud cry, followed 
by a burst of laughter, he rushed down the stairs. 

A quarter of an hour afterwards, the door of Valen- 
tine’s room opened, and Monte-Cristo reappeared.’ Pale, 
with a dull eye and heavy heart, all the noble features of 
that face, usually so calm and serene, appeared over- 
turned by grief. ' In his arms he held the child, whom 
no skill had been able to recall to life., Bending on one 
knee he placed it reverently by the side of its mother, 
with its head upon her breast. Then rising, he went out, 
and meeting a servant on the stairs, he asked,— 

‘“ Where is M. de Villefort ?” 

The ‘servant, instead of answering, pointed to the 
garden. Monte-Cristo ran down the steps,’ and, advance: 
ing towards the spot designated, beheld Villefort, en- 
circled by his servants, with a spade in his hand, and 
digging the earth with fury. 

“It'is not here !’” he cried. |“ It is not’ here !’” “And 
then he moved farther on, and recommenced digging. 

Monte-Cristo approached him, and said, in a low 
voice, with an expression almost humble,— 

“ Sir, you have indeed lost‘a'sons! but’ 
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Villefort interrupted him ; he had neither listened nor 
heard. 

“Oh, I will find it!” he cried; “ you. may, pretend 
he is not here, but I wd find him, though I dig for ever!” 

Monte-Cristo drew back in horror, 

“Oh !?’ he said, “he is mad!”’ And as though he 
feared that the walls of the accursed house would crumble 
around him, he rushed into the street, for the first time 
doubting whether he had the right, to do as he had done. 

“Oh; enough of this—enough of this,” he cried, “let 
me save. the last.”’ 

On entering his house he met Morrel, who wandered 
about like a ghost. 

“ Prepare yourself, Maximilian,’’ he said, with a smile ; 
“we leave Paris to-morrow.”’ 

“Have you nothing more. to do there ?”’ asked Morre}, 

“No,” replied Monte-Cristo, “God grant I may not 
have done too much already.” 

The next day they indeed left, accompanied alone by 

Baptistin. Haydée had taken away Ali, and Bertuccio 
remained with Noirtier. 


CHAPTER: CXII. 
THE DEPARTURE. 


THE recent events formed the theme of conversation 
throughout all Paris. Emmanuel and his wife conversed 
with natural astonishment in their little apartment in 
the Rue Meslay upon the three successive, sudden, and 
most unexpected catastrophes of Morcerf, Danglars, and 
‘Villefort.. Maximilian, who was paying them a visit, 
listened to their conversation, or rather was present at 
it, plunged in his accustomed state, of apathy. 

“Indeed,” said Julie, “might we not almost) fancy, 
Emmanuel, that those people, so rich, so, happy but 
yesterday, had forgotten in their prosperity that an 
evil genius. hovered over them, who, like the wicked 
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fairies in Perrault’s stories, presenting themselves. un- 
bidden, at some wedding or baptism, has appeared all 
at once|to revenge himself for their fatal neglect 2.” _ 

“What a dire misfortune! said Emmanuel, thinking 
of Morcerf and Danglats. ! 

“What dreadful sufferings !”’ said Julie, remembering 
Valentine, but whom witha delicacy natural to woman, 
she did not name before her brother. 

‘“If the Supreme Being has directed the fatal blow,” 
said Emmanuel, “it must be that He in His great good- 
ness has perceived nothing in the past lives of these 
people 'to merit mitigation of their awful punishment.” 

“Do you not form a very rash judgment, Emmanuel ?”” 
said Juhe. ‘“‘ When my father, witha pistol in his hand, 
was once on the point of committing suicide, had any 
one then said, ‘ This man deserves his’ misery,’ would not 
that person have been deceived ?”” 

“Yes; but your father was not allowed to’fall. A 
being’ was. commissioned to arrest the fatal: hand of 
Death about to descend on him.” 

Emmanuel had scarcely uttered. these words, when the 
sound of the bell was heard, the well-known signal 
given by the porter that a visitor had arrived. Nearly 
at the same instant the door of the room was opened, 
and the Count of Monte-Cristo appeared on the threshold. 
The young people uttered a cry of joy, while Maximilian 
raised his head, but let it fall again immediately. 

‘ Maximilian,” said the count, without appearing to 
notice the different impressions which ‘his presence  pro- 
duced on the-little circle, “ I come to seek you.” 

“To seek me?” repeated Morrel, as if awakening 
from a dream. i 

““Yes,’’ said Monte-Cristo. ‘ Has'it not been agreed 
that I should take: you with me, and did T not tell you 
yesterday to prepare for departure ?)” 

“T am ready,” said Maximilian; “1 came expressly 
to wish them farewell.” I 181 BOM 

“ Whither are you going, count ?’’.asked Julie. 

““ Inthe first instance to Marseilles, madame.” 
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‘To Marseilles!” exclaimed the young soups. 

“ Yes, and I take your brother with me.” 

‘Qh, count,’ said: Julie, “will, you restore him to us 
cured of his melancholy >” 

Morrel_ turned; away, to conceal the confusion of his 
countenance. .), 

“ You perceive, then, that-he.is not happy P” said the 
count, 

“Yes,” replied the young woman ; ) and I fear Daioh 
that he, finds;our home but,a dull one.’ 

“T will undertake to divert him,” Soplied ‘the Due 

“Tam ready to,accompany. you, sir,’ said-Maximilian. 

“ Adieu, my kind friends ! ‘Emmanuel ! Jule !:Fare- 
well ! ike rece 

‘““ How farewell ? ’’,,exclaimed Julie. “Do you! leave 
us thus/so suddenly, without, any preparations for your 
journey, without even a passport ?,”’ 

“Needless ,delays but increase: the grief of parting,”’ 
said Monte-Cristo, ‘‘ and Maximilian has doubtless pro- 

vided , himself with everything requisite ;;at least 1 
advised him to do so.’ 

“' L have a passport, and my clothes are ready packed,”’ 
said Morrel, in his tranquil, but mournful manner. 

“Good |” isaid Monte- Cristo, smiling, “in these prompt 
arrangements we recognize the order of,a well-diseiplined 
soldier.”’ 

J And, you quit us thus,?”’ said; Julie,‘ at-a moment’s 
warning; you. do not give us.a daytona; not even an 
hour before your, departure 2?” 

‘| My. carriage is at the door, madame ; and I must be 
in’ Rome in five days.” 

“ But,) does. Maximilian j go to “Rome ? forexclaimed 
Emmanuel. 

“1am, going wheraver it may. please the’ count to 
Jead, me,” said, .Morrel, witha smile full. of grief.) “1 
am devoted, to him for the next month,’ 

‘Oh, heavens, how ssrangelyy he, expresses himself, 
count! » said Julie., cist : 

“ Maximilian| accompanies (7e,’/,said the count, in his 


(as 


718 THE COUNT ‘OF a aR 


kindest and most persuasive manner, © therefore do not 
make yourself uneasy on your brother’ Ss account.” 

‘“Once more farewell, my dear ‘sister; Emmanuel, 
adieu ! ’’ Morrel repeated, 

“His carelessness and indifference touch me to the 
heart,” said Julie. ‘‘ Oh, Maximilian, Maximilian, you 
are certainly concealing something from us.” 

‘““ Pshaw !”’ said Monte-Cristo, “ you will see him return 
to you gay, smiling, and joyful.” 

Maximilian cast a look of disdain, almost of anger, on 
the count. 

‘““We must leave you,” said Monte-Cristo. 

“Before you quit us, count,” said Julie, “ will you 
permit us to express to you all that the other day——” 

‘““Madame,”’ interrupted the count, taking her two 
hands in his, “all that you could say in words would 
never express that which I read in your eyes; the 
thoughts of your heart are fully understood by mine. 
Like benefactors in romances, I should have left you 
without seeing you again; but that would have been 
a virtue beyond my strength, because I am a weak 
and vain man, fond of the tender, kind, and thankful 
glances of my fellow-creatures. On the eve of depar- 
ture, I carry my egotism so far as to say, ‘ Do not forget 
me, my kind friends, for probably you will never see me 
again.’ ” 

““ Never see you again!’ exclaimed Emmanuel, whilst 
two large tears rolled down Julie’s cheeks ; “ never be- 
hold you again! It is not a man, then, but some angel 
that leaves us, and this angel is on the point of returning 
to heaven after having appeared on earth to do good. . 

“Say not so,” quickly returned Monte-Cristo—" say 
not so, my friends ; angels never err, celestial beings 
remain where they wish to be. Fate is not more power- 
ful than they ; it is they who, on the contrary, overcome 
fate. No, Emmanuel, I am but a man, and your ad- 
miration is as unmerited as your words are sacrilegious.” 

And pressing his lips on the hand of Julie, who rushed 
into his arms, he extended his other hand to Emmanuel ; 


THE ‘COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO, 719 


then tearing himself from this house, the abode of peace 
and happiness, he made a sign to Maximilian, who 
followed him passively with the indifference which was 
perceptible in him ever since the death of Valentine had 
so stunned him. . 

“Restore my brother to peace and happiness,’ whis- 
pered Julie to Monte-Cristo. 

And .the count pressed her hand in reply, as he had 
done eleven years before on the staircase; leading to 
Morrel’s study. 

“ You still confide, then, in Sinbad the Sailor ?’’ asked 
he, smiling. 

‘““ Oh yes,”’ was the ready answer. 

‘“ Well, then, sleep in peace, and put your trust in the 
Lord.’ 

As we have before said, the postchaise was waiting ; 
four powerful horses were already pawing the ground 
with impatience, whilst at the foot of the steps, Ali, his 
face bathed in perspiration, and apparently just arrived 
from a long walk, was standing. 

“Well,” asked the count in Arabic, “have you been 
to the old man’s?” 

Ali made a sign in the affirmative. 

“And have you placed the letter before him, as I 
ordered you to do ?”’ 

The slave respectfully signified that he had. 

‘“ And what did he say, or rather do ?.” 

Ali placed himself in the light, so that his master 
might see him distinctly, and then imitating in his 
intelligent manner the countenance of the old man, he 
closed his eyes, as Noirtier was in the custom of doing 
when saying “ yes.” 

‘“Good ; he accepts,”” said Monte-Cristo. ‘‘ Now let 
us go.”’ 

These words had scarcely escaped him, when the car- 
riage was on its road, and the feet of the horses struck 
a shower of sparks from the pavement. Maximilian 
settled himself in his corner without uttering a word. 
Half an hour had fled, when the carriage stopped sud- 
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denly ; the count had just pulled the silken check-- 
string, which was fastened to Ali’s finger, - The Nubian. 
immediately descended, and opened the carriage- -door,. 
It'was a lovely starlight night. © They had just reached! 
the top of the hill of Villejuif, the platform from whence: 
Paris, likessome dark*sea, is seen to agitate its millions: 
of lights, resembling phosphoric waves—waves, indeed, 
more noisy,/more passionate, more changeable, more 
furious, more greedy, ‘than those of- the tempestuous: 
ocean—waves which never lie calm, like those: of the 
vast sea—waves ever destructive, ever foaming, and ever 
restless. 1 

The count remained alone, and on a ‘sign from his 
hand,' the carriage’ advanced: some ‘steps. He contem- 
plated for some time, with his arms crossed, the. vast 
city.’ When he ‘had fixed his ‘piercing look con «this 
modern Babyony which equally engages the contempla- 
tion of. the rel ales enthusiast, the spn be jand the 
scoffer,— | qs 

“ Great et !’? murmured he, inclining nis iubael and 
joining his*hands as:if'in prayer,‘ less than six months 
have elapsed since first I entered thy gates. ‘I: believe 
that the spirit of God led my steps to thee, and that He 
also’ enables ‘me to quit thee: in triumph ; ithe secret 
cause of my presence within thy walls } have confided 
alone to Him, who only has'‘had’the power te:read my 
heart. God only knows. that 1 retire from thee without 
pride’ or hatred, but’ mot without many regrets; ‘He 
only knows that the ‘power confided to'me has never 
been’ made Pie a ose to my personal: good or to any 
useless causes!Oh, great city; it is in thy palpitating 
bosom that I have found that which-l sought); «like a 
patient miner, I haveodug deep into thyvery entrails 
to root out evil thence; now my work is accomplished, 
my) mission: is terminated, now thou canst neither. afiord 
me pain nor. pleasure, ‘Adieu; Paris; adieu !:” 

His: look wandered over) theo vast plain like that of 
some’ genius” ofthe night ;~he passed his hand over his 
brow, and, getting into the carnage, the door was:closed 
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on him, and it; quickly! disappeared: on ihe eice side 
of the hill in.a'cloud of dust ele noise. 


CHAPTER CXIIL. 
THE HOUSE IN’ THE ALLEES DE, MEILLAN. 


TEN leagues were passed! without, a single: word. being 
pronounced. Morrel was|.dreaming,) and: Monte-Cristo 
was looking at the dreamer., 

‘“ Morrel,” said the count, to him: at length, “do you 
repent: having followed; me?” 

‘No, count ;, but to-leave: Paris——’ 

“TET thought happiness might await you in: Paris, 
Morrel, I would have:left you there.” 

“Valentine reposes, withim the walls) of Paris, andi to 
leave Paris is like losing her a second time.’ 

“Maximilian,” said the count, ‘the friends that we 
have. lost do not repose-in the besom of the: earth, but 
are buried deep in our hearts; and it has been’ thus 
ordained, that, we may always. be accompanied: by them. 
{ have two friends, who in this way never depart: from 
me-—-the one who. gave me being, and)the other who con- 
ferred knowledge and inteligence on me: Their: spirits 
live,in me, I,consult/them when doubtful; and if I ever 
do- any good, itis to their good counsels) that I am in- 
debted, | Listen to the veice of your heart, Morrel, and 
ask it whether you ought to preserve this melancholy 
exterior, towards, me.’ 

‘ My, friend,” said: Maximilian, “ the voice of my heart 
is, very sorrowful, and, points, out ‘the future: in most 
unhappy colours.” 

“ Tt is ever thus that weakened minds) see. everything 
as through a black, veil; the soul forms its own, hori- 
zons,; your soul is darkened, and) consequently the sky 
of, the future appears stormy and) unpromising: 

‘That may, possibly) be true,” said: Maximilian ;: and 
he again subsided; into: His thoughtful mood. 

II. 16a 
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The journey was performed with that marvellous 
rapidity which the unlimited power of the count’ ever 
commanded ; towns fled from them like shadows on their 
path, and trees, shaken by the first winds of autumn, 
seemed like giants madly rushing on to meet them, and 
retreating as rapidly when once reached. The following 
morning they arrived at Chalons, where the count’s 
steamboat waited for them. Without an instant being 
lost; the carriage was placed on board, and the two 
travellers embarked without delay. The boat was built 
for speed; her two paddle-wheels resembled two wings 
with which she skimmed ‘the water like a bird. Morrel 
was not insensible to that sensation of delight which is 
generally experienced in passing rapidly through the air, 
and the wind, which occasionally raised the hair from 
his forehead, seemed on the point of dispelling mo- 
mentarily the clouds collected there. As the distance 
increased between the travellers and Paris, an almost 
superhuman serenity appeared to surround the count ; 
he might have been taken for an’exile about to revisit 
his native land. 

Ere long Marseilles presented herself to view. Mar- 
seilles, full of life and energy—Marseilles, the younger 
sister of Tyre and Carthage, that has succeeded to them 
in the empire of the Mediterranean—Marseilles, that with 
age increases in vigour and strength—Marscilles was seen. 
Powerful memories were stirred within them by the sight 
of that round tower, that Fort Saint-Nicolas, that port 
with its quays of brick, where they had both gambolled 
as children; and it was with one accord ‘that they 
stopped on the Cannebiére. A vessel was’ setting sail 
for Algiers, on board of which the bustle usually attend- 
ing departure prevailed. The passengers and their rela- 
tions crowded on the deck, friends taking a tender, but 
sorrowful, leave of each “other, some weeping, others 
noisy in their grief, formed a spectacle, exciting even 
to those who witnessed similar ones daily, but which 
had not the power to disturb the current of thought 
that had taken possession of the mind of Maximilian 
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from the moment he had set foot on the broad pave- 
ment of the quay. 

“Here,” said he, leaning heavily on the arm of Monte- 
Cristo, “ here is the spot where my father stopped, when 
the Pharaon entered the port ; it was here that the good 
old man, whom you saved from death and dishonour, 
threw himself into my arms. I yet: feel his warm tears 
on my face, and his were not the only tears shed, for 
many who had witnessed our meeting wept also.” 

Monte-Cristo gently smiled, and said,— 

“ Twas there,” at the same time pointing to the corner 
of a street. As he spoke, and in the very direction he 
indicated, a groan, expressive of bitter grief, was heard ; 
and a woman was seen waving her hand to a passenger 
on board the vessel about to sail. Monte-Cristo looked 
at her with an emotion that must have been remarked 
by Morrel had not his eyes been fixed on the vessel. 

‘“Oh, heavens!” exclaimed Morrel, ‘I do not deceive 
myself; that young man who is waving his hat, that 
youth in the uniform of a lieutenant, is Albert de Mor- 
eérife! 4 

“ Yes,” said Monte-Cristo, ‘‘ I recognized him.”’ 

‘How so ?, You were looking the other way.” 

The, count smiled, as he was in the habit of doing 
when he did not wish.to make any reply, and he again 
turned his looks. towards the veiled female who soon 
disappeared at the corner of the street. Turning to his 
friend,— 

“Dear Maximilian,” said the count, ‘‘ have you noth- 
ing to do in this land ?” 

‘I have to weep over the grave of my father,’ 
Morrel, ina broken voice. 

‘Well, then, go. Wait for me there, and I will soon 
join you.” 

“ You leave me, then ?”’ 

‘‘ Yes, I also have a pious visit to pay.”’ 

Morrel allowed his hand to fall into that which the 
count extended to him; then with an inexpressibly 
melancholy inclination of the head he quitted the count, 
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and bent his stepsito the east iof the city. Monte-Cristo 
remained on the same spot until Maximilian was out 
of sight\; hethen walked slowly towards the Allées de 
Meillan to seek ioutia small house with which our readers 
must have been famihar at the commencement of. this 
stony. It yetsstood under the shade of the fine avenue 
of lime trees: which, forms ene of the most frequented 
walks of the idlers of Marseilles 5) covered by an immense 
vine, which spread its aged and ‘blackened branches’over 
the stone front, burt yellow by the ardent sun of the 
south. Two stone steps, worn away by the friction of 
the feet, led to the door, made: of three planks, which, 
owing to their never having made acquaintance with paint 
or varnish, parted annually to’ reunite again when the 
damp season arrived. This house, with all its crumbling 
antiquity and apparent misery,:was yet cheerful ‘and 
picturesque, and was the same that old Dantés formerly 
inhabited, the only differenceiibeing that the old man 
occupied metely the garret, while: the whole house was 
now placed,at the command of Mercédés by the count. 
The female whom the count had seen leave the ship 
with so much regretentered this house ; she had scarcely 
closed the door safter her when Monte-Cristo appeared at 
the corner of, a street, so, that he found and lost her 
again almost at the same instant... The worn-out steps 
were old acquaintances of his ; he knew better than any 
one else how to open that weather-beaten door, with a 
large-headed nail, which served to raise the latch within. 
He entered without knocking or giving any other inti- 
mation of his presence, as if he ltadvbeen the friend or 
the master of the place. At the end of a passage, paved 
with bricks, was seen a little garden, bathed in sunshine, 
and rich in warmth) and light; it was in this garden 
that Mercédés found, in the place indicated. by the 
count, the sum of money which ‘he, through a sense of 
delicacy, intimated, chad» been) placed there | four-and- 
twenty years previously. The trees of the garden were 
easily seen from the steps of the street door. Monte- 
Cristo, on stepping into the house, heard a sigh, almost 
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resembling a,deep sob ; -he looked jin the direction whence 
it.came, and there, under,an. arbour of. Virginian. jessa- 
mine, with its thick. foliage and beautiful long. purple 
flowers, he perceived Mercédés seated, with her. head 
bowed, and weeping bitterly,., She had. raised her veil, 
and with;her face hidden by her hands, was. giving free 
scope to) those sighs and,.tears. which; had been so. long 
restrained by the presence of her son. Monte-Cristo ad- 
vanced. a, few paces, which were, heard en. the gravel. 
Mercédés raised her head, and) uttered a cry of terror 
on beholding a man before. her. to idn 

“Madame,” said. the count, “it is, no longer, in my 
power to restore, you to happiness, but.L offer, you con- 
solation ; will you deign to accept it as coming.from a 
friend: ?.”’ Onn . 

“Tam, -indeed, most, wretched,’ replied, Mercédés, 
“Alone in the’ world, I had but. my, son, and; he. has 
left me |)” ) 

. “He possesses a, noble heart, madame,”, yeplied the 
count, “and he, has acted. nightly., ~He- feels; that every 
man owes. a tribute; to his country ; some contribute 
their talents;.others their industry; those devote their 
blood, these thei amghtly; labours, to. the same cause, 
Had he, remained with, you, this, life must haye become 
a hateful burden,,,nor would, he, jhave participated. in 
your griefs; He.will. increase in, strength, and, honour 
by struggling with’ adversity, which, he will. convert into 
prosperity..: Leave him to build up, the future for, you, 
and I venture to say you will confide it to safe hands,” 

“Oh!” replied the wretched woman, mournfully shak- 
ing her head, “the, prosperity, of, which you speak, and 
which, from. the bottom.of my,heart, 1 pray. Godin His 
mercy, to grant him, I can never enjoy.., The bitter cup 
of. adversity hasbeen drained..byi me to the very dregs, 
and I feel that the.grave is, not, far distant... You, have 
acted. kindly,..count, in| bringing. me back, to. the place 
where I, have. enjoyed so much. bliss... I ought, to; meet 
death on the. same :spot where happiness was jonce all 
my own.” 109 


) 
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“ Alas!’ said Monte-Cristo, ‘‘ your words sear and 
embitter my heart, the more so as you have every reason 
to hate me. I have been the cause of all your mis- 
fortunes. But why do you pity, instead of blame me ? 
You render me still more unhappy——”’ 

“ Hate you—blame you—you, Edmond! Hate—re- 
proach the man that has spared my son’s life! For 
was it not your fatal and sanguinary intention to de- 
stroy that son of whom M. de Morcerf was so proud ? 
Oh, look at me well, and discover, if you can, even the 
semblance of a reproach in me.” 

The count looked up, and fixed his eyes on Mercédés, 
who, partly rising from her seat, extended her hands 
towards him. 

‘“Oh, look at me,” continued she, with a feeling of 
profound melancholy; ‘‘my eyes no longer dazzle by 
their brilliancy, for the time has long fled since I used to 
smile on Edmond Dantés, who anxiously looked out for 
me from the window of yonder garret, then inhabited 
by his old father. Years of grief have created an abyss 
between those days and the present. I neither reproach 
you nor hate you, my friend! Oh no, Edmond; it is 
myself that I blame—myself that I hate! Oh, miserable 
creature that Iam!”’ cried she, clasping her hands, and 
raising her eyes to heaven. ‘I once possessed piety, 
innocence, and love—the three ingredients of the happi- 
ness of angels—and now what am I ?”’ 

ss ieaaes approached her, and silently took her 
hand. 

“No,” said she, withdrawing it gently, “ no, my friend, 
touch me not. You have spared me, yet of all those 
who have fallen under your vengeance I was the most 
guilty. They were influenced by hatred, by avarice, 
and by self-love; but I was base, and, for want of cour- 
age, acted against my judgment. Nay, do not press my 
hand, Edmond! You are thinking of some kind expres- 
sion, J am sure, to console me, but do not bestow.it on 
me, for I am no longer worthy of kindness. See” (and 
she exposed her face completely to view)—‘see, misfor- 
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tune has silvered my hair; my eyes have shed so many 
tears that they are encircled by a rim of purple; and 
my brow is wrinkled. | You, Edmond, on the contrary— 
you are still young, handsome, dignified ;' it ‘is because 
you have never doubted the mercy of God, and He has 
supported and strengthened you in all your trials.” 

As Mercédés spoke, the tears chased each other down 
her wan cheeks ; the unhappy woman’s heart was break- 
ing, as memory recalled the changeful events of her life. 
Monte-Cristo, however, took her hand, and imprinted a 
kiss on it, but she herself felt that it was with no greater 
warmth than he would have respectfully bestowed one 
on the hand of some marble statue of a saint. 

“It. often happens,” continued she, “that a first 
fault destroys the prospects of a whole life. I believed 
you dead; why did I survive you? What good has it 
done me to mourn for you eternally in the secret recesses 
of my heart ? Only to make a woman of nine-and-thirty 
look like one of fifty years of age. Why, having recog- 
nized you, and I the only one to do so, why was lable 
to save my son alone ? Ought I not also to have rescued 
the man that I had accepted fora husband, guilty though 
he were ? Yet I let him die. What) do I say ?, Oh, 
merciful heavens, was I not accessary to his death by 
my supine insensibility, by my contempt for him, not 
remembering, or not willing to remember, that it was 
for my sake he had become a traitor and a perjurer ? 
In what am I benefited by accompanying my son so 
far, since I now abandon him, and allow him to depart 
alone to the baneful climate of Africa? Oh, I have 
been base, cowardly, I tell you; I have abjured my 
affections, and, like all renegades, I am of evil omen 
to those who surround me !”’ 

‘No, Mercédés,’’ said Monte-Cristo—“ no ; you judge 
yourself with too much severity. You are a noble- 
minded woman, and it was your grief that disarmed 
me. Still I was but an agent, led on by an invisible 
and offended Deity, who chose not to withhold the fatal 
blow that I was destined to hurl. I take that God to 
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witness; at whose feet) I have prostrated myself daily 
for the ast ten years, that I »would have sacrificed my 
life to’ you, and, with my life, the projects that were 
indissolubly linked with it.:: But,:and Isay it with some 
pride, Mercédés, God required sme, and 1 dived. Ex- 
amine the! past and ithe present, and endeavour to dive 
into futurity, and then say whether T.am mot ia Divine 
instrument.) The ‘most dreadful misfortanes, the most 
frightful sufferings, the abandonment of all those: who 
loved me, the persecution of those who’ did not know 
me, formed ‘the trials ofimy youth; «when suddenly, 
from captivity, solitude, misery, I was restored to hight 
and liberty, and became ‘the possessor of a dortune ‘so 
brilliant, so unbounded, so tmheard: of; that i must have 
been blind not toobe: conscious«that God had endowed 
me with dt to work*out’ Hisiown great designs. From 
that time 1 viewed this:fortune ,as confided to me for 
a particular purpose. Not a thought was given to a life 
which yyou sonce, ‘Mercédés, had the power to. render 
blissful; not one hour of peaceful calm was mine, but 
I felt myself drivensonw hike an exterminating angel. Like 
those adventurous captains about to embark on ‘some 
enterprise full of danger, I daidanmy provisions, I loaded 
my arms, Iicollected every means of attack and defence ; 
Imured my body tothe most violent exercises, my soul 
tothe bitterest trials; I taught my arm ‘to slay, my 
eyes ‘to behold sexcruciating ‘sufferings, and) my mouth 
to smile at the most horrid spectacles. From ‘good- 
natured, confidmg, and forgiving, 1 became revengeful, 
cunning,.and wicked, or ratheraimmovable asfate) Then 
{ launchedsout imto theopath ‘that was opened sto me ; 
l overcame every obstacle and reached the goal. But 
woe to those who met me in my icareer,”’ chy 

Enough,” vsaid Mercédés, “‘ enough; Edmond! . Be- 
lieve:me that she who!ialone recognized you has. been 
the only oneito comprehend you.) ‘And had she ordssed 
your path,;and youvhad crushed her like a. frail glass, 
still, Edmond, stilloshe must ‘have admired you! « Like 
the gulf':between me.land the>past, there is an’ abyss 
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between you, Edmond; and the rest of mankind; ‘and 
I 'téll you freely “that ‘the ‘comparison I draw ‘between 
you and other men ‘will ever be sone iof my ‘greatest 
tortures.” No, there is nothing in the world to resemble 
youin worth and goodness ! ! Butowe' must Be ewe 
Edmond ; and let us part.” 

“ Before J leave: you, Mercédés, have you no request 
to make P?? said thescount.. 

““] desire ‘but one thing: in: this world, ‘Edhnionid ithe 
happiness of my‘son:” | 

‘Pray to the Almighty tor ispare /his' life, and TI will 
take upon myself ‘to promote ‘his happiness.” 

“ Thanks, thanks, Edmond ! ”: 

“Bat have you no Jere to: make for yourself 
Mercédés ?™ 

“ For myself I want nothing. q Hvedds it “were, be- 
tween two graves. The one that of Edmond Dantes, 
lost to me long, long since. He had my love! ‘That 
word iliobecomes my faded lip now, but ‘it is a memory 
dear to my heart,;:and one that’ I would not lose for ail 
that ‘the world contains, “The other grave is that of /the 
man who met his death from the hand of Edmond Dantés; 
I approve of the deed, but I must ‘pray for the dead.” 

‘Yes, your son shall be SMR i: iegee at 
the countuce! 

“Then I'shall enjoy as much ‘happiness as! ohis era 
can possibly confer.” 

“But what are your intentions ? 

“To say that YT shall live here, like the Mercédés of 
other ‘times, gaining my bread by labour, would not be 
true, nor would. you -belieweme, / 01) have’ no longer ‘the 
strength to doi anything: bat'to'spend my days in prayer. 
However, I shall have no occasion to work, for the little 
sum of money buried by syou;\ and which I found in the 
place you mentioned, will ‘be sufficient to maintain me. 
Rumour will probably be busy respecting me, my occu- 
pations, my manner of living—that will signify little 1° 
““Mercédés,” said the count; ‘I do not say it to 
blame you, but you made an unnecessary sacrifice’ in 
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relinquishing the whole of the fortune amassed by M. 
de .Morcerf; half of it at least by right belonged to 
you, in virtue of your vigilance and economy.” 

‘““T perceive what you are intending to propose to 
me; but I cannot accept it, Edmond—my son would 
not permit it.” 

‘“‘ Nothing shall be done without the full approbation 
of Albert de Morcerf. I will make myself acquainted 
with his intentions, and will submit to them. But if he 
be willing to accept my offers, will you oppose them ?”’ 

“You well know, Edmond, that I am no longer a 
reasoning creature. J have no will, unless it be the will 
never to decide. I have been so overwhelmed by the 
many storms that have broken over my head, that I 
am become passive in the hands of the Almighty, like 
a sparrow in the talons of an eagle. I live, because it 

_is not ordained for me to die. If succour be sent to me 
I will accept it.”’ 

“Ah, madame,” said Monte-Cristo, “‘ you should not 
talk thus! It is not so we should evince our resignation 
to the will of Heaven; on the contrary, we are all free 
agents.” 

‘Alas!’ exclaimed Mercédés, “if it were so, if I 
possessed free will, but without the power to render 
that will efficacious, it would drive me to despair.”’ 

Monte-Cristo dropped his head and shrank from the 
vehemence of her grief. 

“Will you not even say you will see me again ?”’ he 
asked. 

“On the contrary, we shall meet again,’ said Mer- 
cédés, pointing to heaven with solemnity. ‘‘I tell you 
so to prove to you that I still hope.’’ And after press- 
ing’ her own trembling hand upon that of the count, 
Mercédés rushed up the stairs and disappeared. 

Monte-Cristo slowly left the house and turned towards 
the quay. But Mercédés saw not his departure, though 
she was seated at the little window of the room which 
had been occupied by old Dantés. Her eyes were strain- 
ing to see the ship which was carrying her son over the 
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vast sea. But still her voice involuntarily murmured 
softly ,— 
“ Edmond! Edmond! Edmond!” 


CHAPTER CXIV: 
THE PAST. 


THE count departed with a sad heart from the house in 
which he had left Mercédés, probably never to behold 
her again, 

Since the death of little Edward a great change had 
taken place in Monte-Cristo. Having reached the sum- 
mit of his vengeance by a long and tortuous path, he 
saw an abyss of doubt on the other side of the mountain. 
More than this; the conversation which had just taken | 
place between Mercédés and himself had awakened so 
many recollections in his heart that he felt it necessary 
to combat with them. 

A man of the count’s temperament could not long 
indulge in that melancholy which can exist in common 
minds, but which destroys superior ones. He thought 
that he must have made an error in his calculations if 
he now found cause to blame himself. 

“T cannot have deceived myself,’ he said; ‘‘ I must 
look upon the past in a false light. What!” he con- 
tinued, “can I have been tracing a false path ?—can 
the end which ! proposed be a mistaken end ?—can one 
hour have sufficed to prove to an architect that the 
work upon which he founded all his hopes was an im- 
possible, if not a sacrilegious undertaking ? I cannot 
reconcile myself to this idea; it would madden me! 
The reason why I am now dissatisfied is, that I have 
not a clear appreciation of the past. The past, like the 
country through which we walk, becomes indistinct as 
we advance, My position is like that of a man wounded 
in a dream; he feels the wound, though he cannot 
recollect when he received it. Come, then, thou re- 
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generate man, thou extravagant prodigal, thou awakened 
sleeper, thou all-powerful visionary, thou invincible mil- 
lionaire; once again: reyiew thy past, life of starvation 
and wretchedness, revisit the scenes where fate and mis- 
fortune conducted, and where despair received thee ; 
too many diamonds, too much gold and splendour are 
now reflected by the mirror in which Monte-Cristo seeks 
to behold Dantés. Hide thy diamonds, bury thy gold, 
shroud thy splendour, exchange riches for poverty, 
liberty, for, a: prison, a living body, for'a, corpse !,’”, 

As. he. thus, reasoned,,,Monte-Cristo walked down the 
Rue de la Caisserie. It was the same through which, 
twenty-four years ago, he had been ‘conducted, by a 
silent and nocturnal guard ; the houses, to-day so smiling 
and animated, were on.that night dark, mute, and closed. 

“And yet they) were, the same;’”,,murmured, Monte- 
Cristo, “only. now, it, is, broad daylight instead, of night; 
It isthe sun which. brightens. the, place, and makes. it 
appear so cheerful.” br 4 cf 

He proceeded towards the quay,,by the, Rue) Saint- 
Laurent, and. advanced, to..the Consigne:; it .was the 
point where he, had, embarked, A. pleasure-boat. was 
passing, with its striped, awning... Monte-Cristo called 
the owner, who. immediately, rowed up. to; him, with the 
eagerness of a boatman hoping for a good fare. 

The weather was magnificent, and..the excursion’ a 
treat... The sun,;red; and flaming, was, sinking, into the 
water, which. enbraced; it, as,,it approached... The.sea; 
smooth. as: crystal, was now.,and, then disturbed ‘by, the 
leaping of jfish, which, pursued, by, some unseen enemy, 
sought. for, safety im another, element; while,,on the 
extreme jverge of the horizon; might. be seen the. fisher- 
men’s boats white and gracefuljas the \sea-gull,) or, the 
merchant vessels bound. for Corsica, or Spain. 1, oct] 

But notwithstanding. that serene sky, those graceful 
beats, and the, golden light in which the whole scene 
was, bathed, the Count of Monte;Cristo, wrapped in, his 
cloak, could think only, of his terrible, yoyage, the .de- 
tails of which were, one by one, recalled to his memory. 
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The solitary light burning at the. Catalans, that first 
sight of the Chateau d@’If which told him whither they 
were leading him, the struggle with the gendarmes when 
he wished to throw himself overboard, his despair when 
he found himself vanquished, and the cold sénsation of 
the end ‘of the carbine touching ‘his forehead—all these 
were brought before him in vivid and frightful reality. 
Like those streams which the heat of -the summer has 
dried up, and which, after the auturnnal storms, gradu- 
ally begin oozing drop’ by drop, so did the count feel 
his heart gradually fill with ‘the gall which formerly 
nearly overwhelmed that of Edmond Dantés. Hence- 
forth he no longer beheld the clear sky, the graceful 
barques, the ardent light; the sky appeared hung in 
black, and the gigantic structure’ of ‘the Chateau d'if 
seemed like the phantom df a ‘mortal enemy. As they 
reached the shore, the count instinctively shrank to the 
extreme end of the boat, and the owner was obliged to 
call out in his sweetest tone of voice,— 

—““Sir, we have réached the shore.” | 

Monte-Cristo remembered that on that very spot, on 
the same rock, he had been violently dragged by the 
guards, who forced him to ascend the slope at'the points 
of their bayonets. The journey had seemed very Jong 
to Dantés, but Monte-Cristo found it equally short. 
Each stroke of the oar seemed to reawaken a new crowd 
of ideas, which sprang up with the froth of the sea. 

‘There had’ been no prisoners confined in the’ Chateau 
d’If since the revolution of July ;. it was only inhabited 
by a guard placed for the prevention of smuggling. A 
concierge waited at the door to exhibit this monument 
of curiosity to visitors, once a scene of terror.” a 

The count inquired whether any of the ancient jailers 
were still there, but they had all been pensioned, or had 
passed on to some other employment. The concierge 
who conducted him had only been there since 1830. 

He visited his own dungeon. He again beheld the 
dull light vainly endeavouring to penetrate the narrow 
opening. His eyes rested upon the spot where his bed, 


734 THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRIS1LO. 


since then removed, had stood, and, behind the bed, 
the new stones indicated where the breach made by the. 
Abbé Faria had been. 

Monte-Cristo felt his limbs tremble ; he seated himself 
upon a log of wood. 

‘“Are there any stories connected with this prison 
besides the one relating to the poisoning of Mirabeau ?.”’ 
asked the count. “‘ Are there any traditions respecting 
these dismal abodes, in which it is difficult to believe 
men can ever have imprisoned their fellow-creatures ?”’ 

“Yes, sir; indeed the jailer Antoine told me one 
connected with this very dungeon.”’ 

Monte-Cristo shuddered. Antoine had been his jailer. 
He had almost forgotten his name and face, but on 
hearing the former pronounced, memory recalled his 
person as he used to see it, his face encircled by a beard, 
wearing a brown jacket, with the bunch of keys, the 
jingling of which he still seemed to hear. The count 
turned round, and fancied he saw him in the corridor, 
rendered still darker by the torch carried by the concierge. 

“Would you like to hear the story, sir ?.”’ 

‘Yes, relate it,’ said Monte-Cristo, pressing his hand 
to his heart to still its violent beatings. He felt afraid 
of hearing his own history. 

‘This dungeon,” said the concierge, ‘‘ was, it appears, 
some time ago occupied by. a very dangerous prisoner, 
the more so since he was full of industry.. Another 
person was confined in the chateau at the same time, 
but he was not wicked, he was only a poor mad priest.” 

“ Ah, indeed—mad !,” repeated Monte-Cristo ; ‘‘ and 
what was his mania ?”’ 

“ He offered millions to any one who would set him at 
liberty.”’ 

Monte-Cristo raised his eyes, but he could not see the 
heavens; there was a stone veil between him and the 
firmament. He thought that there had been no less 
thick,a veil before the eyes of those to whom Faria 
offered the treasures. 

‘“ Could the prisoners see each other ?” he asked. 
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“Oh no, ‘sir, it was expressly forbidden; but they 
deluded the vigilance of the guards, and made a passage 
from one dungeon to the other.” ) 

“And which of them made this passage ?”’ 

“Oh, it must have been the young man certainly, for 
he was strong and industrious, while the abbé was aged 
and weak; besides, his mind was too vacillating to 
allow him to carry out an idea.” 

‘Blind fools !’’? murmured the count. 

“ However, be that as it may, the young man made 
a passage, how, or by what means, no one knows; but 
he ‘made it, and there is the trace yet remaining of the 
proof. Do you see it ?’’ and the man held the torch to 
the wall. 

““Ah, yes, truly,” said the count, in a voice hoarse 
from emotion. 

“ The result was the two men communicated together ; 
how long they did so nobody knows. One day the old 
man fell ill and died. Now guess what the young one 
did?” 

Tell me!” 

“ He carried off'the corpse, which he placed in his own 
bed with its face to the wall; then he entered the empty 
dungeon, closed the entrance, and slid himself into the 
sack which had contained the dead body. Did you ever 
hear of such an idea ?” 

Monte-Cristo closed his eyes, and seemed again to 
experience all the sensations he had felt when the coarse 
canvas, yet moist with the cold dews of death, had 
touched ‘his face. ‘The jailer continued :— 

““Now this was his project. He fancied they buried 
the dead at the Chateau d’If, and imagining: they would 
not expend much labour on the grave of a prisoner, he 
calculated upon raising the earth with his shoulders ; 
but, unfortunately, their arrangements at the chateau 
frustrated his projects: 'They never buried their dead ; 
they merely attached a heavy'cannon-ball to the feet, 
and then threw-them into the sea. This is what was 
done. The young man was thrown from the top of the 
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rock. |The corpse was found, on the bed next, day, and 
the whole truth was guessed, for the men who, performed 
the office then mentioned; what they had not dared. to 
speak of before-—namely, that at the moment the, corpse 
was. thrown into the deep, they heard a shriek, which 
was, almost immediately stifled by the water im which it 
disappeared.” . 

The count breathed with difficulty; the, cold, drops 
ran down his forehead, and his heart was full, of anguish. 

“No,” he muttered, “the: doubt LI felt was. but the 
commencement; of, forgetfulness; but, here the. wound 
reopens, anc the heart again thirsts for vengeance... And 
the prisoner,” he continued, aloud, ‘‘ was he ever heard 
of a fratratels ie 

‘“Oh no, of course not. You. can, understand that 
one of two things must have happened. He must either 
have fallen flat, in which case the blow, froma, height 
of ninety feet, must haye, killed him, instantly, or he 
must have fallen. upright, and then the weight would 
have dragged him to the bottom, where he remained, 
poor fellow !” 

‘Then you pity him!” said the count, 

“Ma for! yes; though he was.in his own element.’ 

“ Whatido you mean ?-” 

“A report ran that he had been, a; naval) officer who 
had been confined for plotting with the Bonapartists.”’ 

“ Truth 5” muttered the count, “thou art made to 
rise above the waves and flames! Thus; the poer sailor 
lives in the recollection of, those who narrate his history. 
His terrible story is, recited in; the chimney-corner, and 
a shudder is felt at, the description of his transit. through 
the air to be swallowed’ by. the deep,’’ 

Then the count, added aleud,,‘‘ Was his name ever 
known ?)”’ 

“Oh yes; but only as, No; 34.” 

' Oh, Villefort, Villefort |’ murmured the count, ‘‘ this 
scene must often have haunted|thy sleepless hours! ” 

‘Do. you wish. to see anything more, sir?) said the 
concierge. ; 
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“Yes; especially if you will show me the poor abbé’s 


ee Ah, ‘No: BY. >»? 2 f r, ) 

: Yes, No. 27,” repeated the count, who seemed to 
hear the! voice of the abbé answering him in those very 
words through the wall when-asked his name. 

“ Come, sir. 

Wait; » said Monte- Cristo, t I wish 40: take one final 
glance around ‘this room.’ 

' “This is. fortunate,” said. the eunde, bs I have for: 
gotten the other key.” 

““Go-and feteh it"). 7 

“ Twill leave you the torchy'sir.” 

“No, take it away ;) I can see in the dark.’ 

“Why, you are like No. 34.) They ‘said he was’ so 
accustomed to darkness that he could see a pin in the 
darkest corner of his.dungeon.” 

He spent fourteen peer to arrive at that,’ muttered 
the count. 

The ewlide carried Saway thie torch: The count! had 
spoken correctly:' Scareely had a few*seconds elapsed; 
ere he saw everything as distinctly as by daylight. | Then 
he looked around | him, eae really ee his dane 

eon. 
: n Yes, a he nia ie there! isthe stone upon which I used 
to sit; there*is the impression made by my shoulders 
on’ the wall; there is ‘the mark of my! blood made when 
I, one day, dashed my head against the wall: Oh, those 
figures, how well. I remember them !“Iemade them one 
day to calculate the age of my father, that I might know 
whether (I should ‘find him still living, and that of-Mer- 
cédés, to know if I should find her still free.» After! fimish- 
ing that calculation, I had a minute’s hope.’ ‘I'did not 
reckon upon ‘hunger’ and infidelity!” and a bitter laugh’ 
escaped from the count. » He saw in fancy the burial of 
his father and’ the ‘matriage of Mercédés,) ‘On-the other 
side of the dungeon ‘he’ perceived’ an inscription, the 
white letters of which were still visible on’ the green wall. 
‘O God,’ he read, ‘preserve my memory.’ ‘“ Oh7yes,” 
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he’ cried, ‘‘ that was my only prayer at last; 1 no longer 
begged for liberty but memory; I dreaded to become 
mad and forgetful. O God, Thou hast preserved my 
memory ; I thank Thee, I, thank Thee!” 

At this moment the light of! the. torch was. reflected 
on the wall; the guide was advancing; Monte-Cristo 
went to meet him. 

‘“ Follow me, sir,’ and without ascending the stairs, 
the guide conducted him by a subterraneous passage to 
another entrance. There again Monte-Cristo was assailed 
by a crowd of thoughts. The first thing that met his 
eye was the meridian, drawn by the abbé on, the wall, 
by which he calculated the time; then he saw the re- 
mains of the bed on which the poor prisoner had died. 
The sight' of this, instead of exciting, the anguish ex- 
perienced by the count in the dungeon, filled his heart 
with a soft and grateful sentiment, and tears fell from 
his eyes. 

“This is where the mad abbé was kept, sir, and that 
is where the young man entered,’ and the guide pointed 
to the opening which, had remained unclosed. ‘‘ From 
the appearance of the stone,’”’ he continued, ‘‘a learned 
gentleman discovered that the prisoners might have com- 
municated together for ten years. Poor things, they 
must have been ten weary years.” 

Dantés took some louis from his pocket, and gave 
them to the man who, had twice unconsciously pitied 
him. The guide took them, thinking them merely a few 
pieces of little value ; but the light of the torch revealed 
their true worth. 

“Sir,” he said, “ you have made.a mistake ; you have 
given me gold.” 

“ I know it.” 

The concierge looked upon the count with surprise. 

“Sir,” he cried, scarcely able to believe his good for- 
tune—“ sir, I cannot understand your generosity !” 

‘Oh, it is very simple, my good fellow; I have been 


a sailor, and your story touched me more than it would 
others,” 
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“ Then, sir, since you are so liberal, I ought to offer 
you something.” 

“What have you to offer to me, my friend 2? Shells ? 
Straw-work ?) Thank you!” 

“No, sir, neither of these. Something connected with 
this story.” 

Really 1) Whatsit?’ 

“Listen!” said the guide. ‘I said'to myself, ‘Some- 
thing is always left in a cell inhabited by one prisoner 
for fifteen years,’ so I began to sound the wall.” 

“Ah!” cried Monte-Cristo, remembering’ the two 
hiding-places of the abbé. 

“ After some search I discovered a hollow sound against 
the head of the bed and under the hearth.” 

“ Yes,” said the count—“ yes.” 

“T raised the stones, and found——” 

‘A rope ladder and some tools ?”’ 

“How do you know that?” asked the guide, in 
astonishment. 

“T do not know, I only guess it, because these sort 
of things are generally found in prisoners’ cells.” 

“Yes, sir, a rope-ladder and tools.” 

‘““And have you them yet ?”’ 

“No, sir; I sold them to visitors, who considered 
them great curiosities ; but I have still something left.” 

“What is it 2” asked the count impatiently. 

‘“A sort of book, written upon strips of cloth.” 

“Go and fetch it, my good fellow; and if it be what 
I hope, rest satisfied.” 

‘‘ J will run for it, sir,” and the guide went out. 

Then the count knelt down by the side of the bed, 
which death had converted into an altar. ‘Oh, second 
father!” he exclaimed, “ thou who hast given me liberty, 
knowledge, riches; thou who, like beings of a superior 
order to ourselves, couldst understand the’ science of 
good and evil; if in the depths of the tomb there still 
remain something within us which can respond to the 
voice of those who are left on earth; if after death the 
soul ever revisit'the places where we have lived and 
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suffered, then, noble (heart, sublime soul |!) then, 1’ con- 
jure thee, by ‘the paternal love thou didst.bearme, by 
thé. filial: obedience: I» wowed, ‘to thee, grant me some 
sign, some revelation! Remove from | me the remains 
of: a doubt, which,/if it,change not to conviction, must 
become remorse!” The count bowed his head, and 
clasped his hands together. 

‘Here, -sir,’) said a-voice behind him, 

Monte-Cristo shuddered and rose. » The concierge: held 
out the strips offcloth upon: which the Abbé Faria had 
spread the stores of his mind... The’ manuscript was the 
great work by the Abbé Faria. upon! the kingdoms) of 
italy. The count, seized it hastily, and bis eyes imme- 
diately fell upon the epigraphj,and. he ‘read,, ““ Thou 
shalt tear out the dragons’, teeth, and shalt trample the 
lions under foot, saith the Lord.” 

“Ah!” he exclaimed “here is my answer, Thanks, 
father, thanks!’ And: feeling in: his; pocket, -he took 
thence a small pocket-book, which contained, ten bank- 
notes, each of 1,000 francs. 

t Here, i) he said, ‘take this Baer -book.” 

‘Do you give it'tejme ?? 

“Yes; but only on condition that you will not open 
it till 1 am gone,”) and placing the ‘treasure he had just 
found, which was more valuable to. him than the richest 
jewel, in his breast, he rushed: out of the; passage; and 
reaching his boat,.ctied,“; Lo Marseilles !,”’ \Then, ‘as he 
departed; he fixed his eyes upon the gloomy prison, 

“Woe,” he cried, “‘ to those who confined ime in, that 
wretched prison ; and woe, to those wlae forgot, that I 
was there’!,”’ 

As he ‘repassed }the Badalaric ips count turned round, 
and.burying his head in his cloak; murmured the name 
of a, woman, 

The victory was complete ; twice i had overcome his 
doubts.,': The name: he, pronounced, ina voice of tender- 
ness, amounting almost’ to, love, was that ‘of Haydée, 

On landing, the count turned towards the: cemetery, 
where he felt sure of finding Morrel,.|;He,\too, ten years 
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ago, had piously soughtiout a tomb,:and sought it vainly. 
He, who returned to France with:millions, had been ‘un- 
able to find, the grave of his father,;:who had perished 
from hunger, Morrel, hadi indeed, ‘placed a crossover 
the spot, but it hadofallen down, and the) gravedigger 
had-burnt it, as he did all the old wood inthe churchyard, 

Theworthy merchant had beén more fortunate. | Dying 
in the arms of his children) he had been by them laid by 
the side of his wife, who had preceded him in eternity by 
two years. » Two large 'slabs.of marble, on which were in- 
sertbed their names, were placed oneither side of a little 
enclosure, tailed. in, dnd shaded by four cypress trees. 

Morrel was leaning against one of these, mechanically 
fixing his eyes on the graves.» His grief was so profound, 
he was nearly unconscious. 

‘“ Maximilian,” said the count, ‘you should not look 
on the graves, but there,” and he pointed upwards. 

“The dead are everywhere,” said) Morrel;. ‘did you 
not yourself tell me so asi we left Paris?” Olt 

‘““Maximilian,’’ said the count,‘ you asked me’during 
the journey to allow you to remain some ‘days at Mar- 
seilles. . Do you still wish to do so'?.”’ 

“T have no wishes, count; onlyl fancy I could pass 
the time less painfully here than anywhere else.”’ 

‘“So much the better, for:I must leave you; but 'I 
eatry your word|with me, do I noti’? | 

‘“ Ah; count, I shall fonget it.” 

‘No, ‘you will not forget it; because you are aman 
of honour, Morrel, because’ you have sworn, and are 
about to do so again.” bseb 2 .« He 

‘(QO count, have pity upon me! iJ am so unhappy.” 

‘“T have known a man much more unfortunate than 
you, Morrel.’’ lo 

‘““ Impossible !” 

“Alas!” said Monte-Cristo, ‘it is the infirmity of our 
nature always to believe ourselves much more unhappy 
than those who groan by our sides! ” 

‘‘ What cam be: more wretched than’ the man who: has 
lost all he loved and desired in the world ?”’ 
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‘‘ Listen, Morrel, and pay attention to what I] am 
about to tell you. I knew a man who, like you, had fixed 
all his hopes of happiness upon a:woman. He was young, 
he had an old father whom he loved, a betrothed bride 
whom he adored. He was about to marry her when one 
of those caprices of fate—which would almost make us 
doubt the goodness of Providence, if that Providence 
did not afterwards reveal itself by proving that all is 
but a means of conducting to an end—one of those 
caprices deprived him of his mistress, of the future of 
which he had dreamed (for in his blindness he forgot 
he could only read the present), and plunged him into a 
dungeon.” 

‘Ah!’ said Morrel, ‘‘ one quits a dungeon in a week, 
a month, or a year.”’ 

‘““He remained there fourteen years, Morrel,’”’ said the 
count, placing his hand on the young man’s shoulder. 

Maximilian shuddered. 

‘Fourteen years!’ he muttered. 

“Fourteen years!’’ repeated the count. ‘‘ During that 
time he had many moments of despair. He also, Morrel, 
like you, considered himself the unhappiest of men.”’ 

“ Well 2?” asked Morrel. 

“Well, at the height of his despair, God assisted him 
through human means; at first, perhaps, he did not 
recognize the infinite mercy of the Lord, but at last he 
took patience and waited. One day he miraculously 
left the prison, transformed, rich, powerful. His first 
cry was for his father; but that father was dead!” 

“My father, too, is dead,” said Morrel. 

“Yes; but your father died in your arms, happy, 
respected, rich, and full of years; his father died poor, 
despairing, almost doubtful of Providence ; and when 
his son sought his grave ten years afterwards his tomb 
had disappeared, and no one could say, ‘There sleeps 
the father you so well loved.’ ” 

“Oh!” exclaimed Morrel. 

‘“ He was, then, a:more unhappy son than you, Morrel, 
for he could not even find his father’s grave!” 
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_ “ But, then, he had the woman he loved still remain- 

ing 2?” 

“You are deceived, Morrel; that woman ” 

“‘ She was dead ?” 

“Worse than that; she was faithless, and had: married 
one of the persecutors) of her betrothed... You see, then, 
Morrel, that he was a more unhappy lover'than you.” 

“And has he found consolation ?”’ 

‘He has found calmness, at least.” 

‘““ And does he ever expect to be happy ?” 

“He hopes so, Maximilian.” 

The young man’s head fell on his breast, 

“You have my promise,” he»said, after a minute’s 
pause, extending his hand to’ Monte-Cristo.‘‘ Only re- 
member——”’ 

“On the fifth of October, Morrel, I shall expect you 
at the island of Monte-Cristo. On the fourth a yacht will 
wait for you in the port of Bastiay it will be called the 

—-Eurus: “You will deliver your name to the captain, who 
will bring you to me. It 1s understood, is it not ?” 

‘But, count, do you remember that the’ fifth of Oc- 
tober ” i 

“ Child'!’ replied the count, “not to know the value 
of ‘a man’s word! I have told you twenty times that 
if you wish to die on that day I will assist you. Morrel, 
farewell ! 

“Do you leave me?” 

‘Ves: ] have business in Italy. I leave you alone 
with your misfortunes and with hope, Maximilian.” 

“When do you leave ?.”’ a 0 

“Immediately. The! steamer waits, and in an hour | 
shall be'fat from you. | Will»you accompany me to the 
harbour, Maximilian ?” ( ! 

‘JT am entirely yours, count.” 

Morrel accompanied the count to the: harbour ;) the 
white steam was ascending like a plume of ‘feathers from 
the black chimney.’ The steamet soon disappeared, and 
in an hour'afterwards} as the count had said, was scarcely 
distinguishable in the horizon amidst the fogs of the night. 


i 


7 4A THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO. 


CHAPTER CXYV. 
PEPPINO. — 


At the same time that the steamer disappeared behind 
Cape Morgiou, a. man, travelling post on the road from 
Florence to Rome, had: just passed the little town of 
Aquapendente. He was travelling fast enough to make 
a great deal of ground ‘without ‘becoming. altogether 
suspicious. 

This man, dressed in a great-coat, or rather a'surtout, 
a little the worse for the journey, but which exhibited 
the ribbon of the Legion d’Honneur still fresh and bril- 
liant, a decoration which also ornamented the under coat, 
might be recognized, not only by these signs, but,,also 
from the accent with which he spoke to the postilion, 
to’be a Frenchman. ‘Another proof that he was a native 
of the universal country: was apparent in the fact of his 
knowing no other Italian words than the terms used in- 
music. 

* Allegro !°’ he called out: to the postilions at every 
ascent. ‘‘ Moderato /”’ he cried as they descended. And 
any one who has ever travelled that road knows there 
are hills enough between Rome and Florence by the way 
of Aquapendente. 

These two words greatly amused the men to whom 
they were addressed. On reachingLa Storta, the point 
from whence Rome is first visible, the traveller evinced 
none of the enthusiastic curiosity which usually leads 
strangers to stand up and endeavour to, catch sight of 
the dome of St. Peter’s, which may be seen long before 
any other object'is distinguishable. No, he merely drew 
a pocket-book from his pocket, and took, from’ it a paper 
folded in four, and, after having examined it in. a manner 
almost reverential, he saidj— 

“ Good, I have it still.’ 

The carriage entered by the Porte del Popolo, turned 
to the left, and stopped at the: Hotel d’Espagne., Maitre 
Pastrini, our old acquaintance, received the traveller at 
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the door hat in hand. The traveller alighted, ordered a 
good dinner, and inquired the address of the house of 
Thomson and French, which was immediately given to 
him, as it was one of the most celebrated in Rome. It 
was situated in the Via dei Banchi, near St. Peter’s. 

In Rome, as everywhere else, the arrival: of a post- 
chaise is an event. Ten young descendants of Marius 
and the Gracchi, barefooted and out at elbows, with 
one hand resting on the hip, and the other arm grace- 
fully curved above the head, stared at the traveller, 
the post-chaise, and the horses; to these were added 
about fifty little vagabonds from the states of his holi- 
ness, who made a collection for plunging into the Tiber 
at high water from the bridge of St. Angelo. 

Now, as these gamins of Rome, more fortunate than 
those of Paris, understand every language, more espe- 
cially the French, they heard the traveller order an 
apartment, a dinner, and finally inquire the way to the 

«house of Thomson and French. The result was, that 
when the newcomer left the hotel with the cicerone, a 
man detached himself from the rest of the idlers, and, 
without having been seen by the traveller, and appear- 
ing to excite no attention from the guide, followed the 
stranger with as much skill as a Parisian agent of police 
would have used. 

The Frenchman had been so impatient to reach the 
house of Thomson and French that he would not wait 
for the horses to be harnessed, but left word for the 
catriage to overtake him on the road, or to wait for 
him at the banker’s door. He reached it before the car- 
riage arrived. 

The Frenchman entered, leaving his guide in the ante- 
room, who immediately entered into conversation with 
two or three of those industrious idlers who are always 
to be found in Rome at the doors of banking-houses, 
churches, museums, or theatres. With the Frenchman 
the man who had followed him entered too ; the French- 
man knocked at the inner door, and entered the first 
room ; his shadow did the same. 

Il. 17 
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‘“Messrs. Thomson and French ?”’ inquired the stranger. 

A kind of footman rose at a sign from a confidential 
clerk belonging to the first desk. 

‘“ Whom shall | announce ?”’ said the footman. 

‘The Baron Danglars.”’ 

‘‘ Follow me!” said the man. A door opened, through 
which the footman and the baron disappeared. 

The man who had followed Danglars sat down on a 
bench. The clerk continued to write for the next five 
minutes; the man also preserved profound silence, and 
remained perfectly motionless. Then the pen of the 
clerk ceased to move over the paper; he raised his 
head, and appearing to be perfectly sure of a ¢ée-a-téle,— 

‘Ah, ha!” he said, “‘ here you are, Peppino !”’ 

“ Yes,’”’ was the laconic reply. 

“You have found out that there is something worth 
having about this large gentleman ? ” 

“There is no great merit due to me, for we were-in- 
formed of it.” wie 

““ You know his business here, then ?”’ 

“ Pardieu! he has come to draw, but I don’t know 
how much !” 

“You will know presently, my friend.” 

“Very well, only do not give me false information, 
as you did the other day.” 

‘What do you mean ? of whom do you speak ? Was 
it the Englishman who carried off 3,000 crowns from 
here the other day ?”’ 

“No; he really had 3,000 crowns, and we found 
them. I mean the Russian prince, who you said had 
30,000 livres, and we only found 22,000.” 

‘You must have searched badly.” 

“Luigi Vampa himself searched.” 

“Indeed! But you must let me make my observa- 
tions, or the Frenchman will transact his business with- 
out my knowing the sum.” 

Peppino nodded, and, taking a rosary from his pocket, 
began to mutter a few prayers, while the clerk dis- 
appeared through the same door by which Danglars anc 
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the footman had gone out. At the expiration: of ten 
minutes the clerk returned, with a bright countenance. 

“ Well 2?” asked Peppino of his friend. 

“ Joy, joy ; the sum is large.” 

“ Five or six millions, is it not 2?” 

‘Yes, you know the amount.” 

“On the receipt of the Count of Monte-Cristo 2.” 

“Why, how came you to be so well acquainted with 
all this ?”’ 

‘“T told you we were informed beforehand.” 

“Then why do you apply to me ?.” 

“That I may be sure I have the right man.” 

“Yes, it is indeed he! Five millions—a pretty sum, 
eh, Peppino ?”’ 

“Hush! Here is our man!” 

The clerk seized his pen, and Peppino his beads ; one 
was writing and the other praying when the door opened. 

Danglars looked radiant with joy ; the banker accom- 
-panied him to the door. 

Peppino followed Danglars. 

According to the arrangements the carriage was wait- 
ing at the door: The guide held the door open. Guides 

are useful people, who will turn their hands to any- 

| thing. Danglars leaped into the carriage like a young 
man of twenty. The cicerone reclosed the door, and 
sprang up by the coachman’s side. Peppino mounted 
the seat behind. 

‘Will your excellency visit St. Peter's ?”’ asked the 
cicerone. 

“T did not come to Rome to see,” said Danglars 
aloud; then he added softly, with an avaricious smile, 
“TI came to touch!” and he tapped his pocket-book, 
in which he had just placed a letter. 

“Then your excellency is going——”’ 

“To the hotel.” 

“Casa Pastrini!’’ said the cicerone to the coachman, 
and the carriage drove rapidly on. 

Ten minutes afterwards the baron entered his apart- 
ment, and Peppino stationed himself on the bench out- 


748 THE COUNT OF MONTE-CRISTO. 


side the door of the hotel, after having whispered some- 
thing in the ear of one of the descendants of Marius and 
the Gracchi whom we noticed at the beginning of the 
chapter, who immediately ran down the road leading to 
the Capitol at his fullest speed. 

Danglars was tired and sleepy; he therefore went to 
bed, placing his pocket-book under his pillow. 

Peppino had a little spare time, so he had a game of 
mora with the facchina, lost three crowns, and then to 
console himself, drank a bottle of vin d’Orvieto. 

The next morning Danglars awoke late, though he 
went to bed so early; he had not slept well for five or 
six nights, even if he had slept at all. He breakfasted 
heartily ; and caring little, as he said, for the beauties 
of the Eternal City, ordered post-horses at noon. But 
Danglars had not reckoned upon the formalities of the 
police and the idleness of the posting-master. The horses 
only arrived at two o'clock, and the cicerone did not 
bring the passport till three. All these preparations had 
collected a number of idlers round the door of Maitre 
Pastrini’s ; the descendants of Marius and the Gracchi 
were also not wanting. The baron walked triumphantly 
through the crowd, who, for the sake of gain, styled him 
“your excellency.”’ As Danglars had hitherto contented 
himself with being called a baron, he felt rather flattered 
at the title of excellency, and distributed a dozen pauls 
amongst the canazlle, who were ready for twelve more 
to call him “ your highness.” 

“Which road ?”’ asked the postilion in Italian. 

““The Ancona road,” replied the baron. 

Maitre Pastrini interpreted the question and answer, 
and the horses galloped off. 

Danglars intended travelling to Venice, where he would 
receive one part of his fortune, and then proceeding to 
Vienna, where he would find the rest, he meant to take 
up his residence in the latter town, which he had been 
told was a city of pleasure. 

He had scarcely advanced three leagues out of Rome 
when daylight began to disappear. Danglars had not 
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intended starting so late, or he would have remained; 
he put his head out and asked. the postilion how long it 
would be before they reached. the next town. 

‘‘ Nom capisco,” was the reply. 

Danglars bent his head, which he meant to imply, 
“ Very well.” 

The carriage again moved on. 

‘“T will stop at the first posting-house,” said Danglars 
to himself. 

He stil felt the same! self-satisfaction which he had 
experienced the previous: evening, and which had pro- 
cured him so good a night’s rest... He was luxuriously 
stretched in a good English caléche, with double springs ; 
he was drawn by four good herses, at full gallop; he 
knew the relay to be ata distance of seven leagues. 
What subject of meditation could present itself to. the 
banker so fortunately become bankrupt ? 

Danglars thought for ten minutes upon his wife in 
Paris ; another ten minutes upon his daughter travelling 
about with Madenioiselle d’Armilly; the same period 
was given to his creditors, and, the manner in which he 
intended spending their money; and then, haying no 
subject left for contemplation, he shut his eyes and fell 
asleep. 

Now and them a jolt more violent than the. rest 
caused him to opem his eyes; then he: felt that he was 
still carried with vast rapidity over the same country, 
so thickly strewn with broken, aqueducts, which look 
like granite giants petrified in the midst of their course. 
But the night was cold, dull, and rainy; and it was 
much more pleasant: for a traveller to remain in, the 
warm carriage than to put his head out of the window 
to make inquiries) of a postilion whose only answer was 
‘! Now capisco.”’ ) ; 

Danglars therefore continued to sleep, saying to him- 
self that he would be sure to awake at the posting-house. 

The carriage stopped. Danglars fancied they had 
reached the long-desired point; he opened his eyes, 
looked through the window, expecting to find himself 
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in the midst’ of some town, or at least village, but 
he saw nothing but a kind of ruin, whence three or 
four men went'and came like shadows. | Danglars waited 
for a moment, expecting’.the postilion to come. and 
demand payment, having’ finished his stage. He in- 
tended taking advantage of the opportunity to make 
fresh inquiries of the new conductor; but the horses 
were unharnessed,; and others put in their places; with- 
out any one claiming money from the traveller. Dan- 
glars, astonished, opened the door; but a strong hand 
pushed him back, ‘and the carriage rolled on. 

The baron was completely roused. 

‘Eh!’ he said to the postilion—“ eh, mzo caro?” 

This was another little piece of Italian the baron had 
learnt from hearing his daughter sing Italian duets with 
Cavalcanti. ' 

But mio caro replied not. Danglars then opened the 
window. 

“Come, my friend,” he said, thrusting his hand through 
the opening, ““ whete are we going ?”’ 

“ Dentro la testa!” answered a solemn and imperious 
voice, accompanied by a menacing gesture. | 

Danglars thought dentro la testa meant ‘“‘ Put in your 
head!” He was making rapid progress in Italian. 

He obeyed, not without some uneasiness, which, mo- 
mentarily increasing, caused his mind, instead of being 
as unoccupied as it was when he began his journey, to 
fill with ideas which were very likely to keep a traveller 
awake, more especially one in such a situation as Dan- 
glars. His eyes acquired that quality which in the first 
moment of strong emotion enables them to see distinctly, 
and which afterwards fails from being too much taxed. 
Before we are alarmed, we see correctly ; when we are 
alarmed, we see double ; and when we have béen alarmed, 
we see nothing but trouble. 

_Danglars observed a man in a cloak galloping at the 
right hand of the carriage. 

“Some gendarme!’ he exclaimed, °‘‘ Can I have 
been signalled by the French’ telegraphs to the pontifical 
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authorities ?” He resolved to end his anxiety. ‘‘ Where 
are you leading me ?”’ he asked. 

Dentro la testa,” replied the same voice, with the same 
menacing accent. 

Danglars turned to the left; another man on horse- 
back was galloping on that side. 

“ Decidedly !’’ said Danglars, with the perspiration 
on his forehead, ‘‘I must be taken. And he threw him- 
self back in the caléche, not this time to sleep, but to 
think. Directly afterwards the moon rose. He then 
saw the great aqueducts, those stone phantoms which 
he had before remarked ; only then they were on the 
right hand, now they were on the left. He understood 
that they had described a circle, and were bringing him 
back to Rome. 

“ Oh, unfortunate,” he cried, ‘‘ they must have obtained 
my arrest,” 

The carriage continued to roll on with frightful speed. 
A terrible hour elapsed, for every spot they passed indi- 
cated they were returning on the road. At length, he 
saw a dark mass against which it seemed the carriage 
must dash; but it turned round, leaving behind it the 
mass, which was no other than one of the ramparts 
encircling Rome. 

‘Oh, oh!” cried Danglars, “we are not returning to 
Rome; then it is not justice which is pursuing me! 
Gracious heavens, another idea presents itself; what if 
they should be——’”’ 

His hair stood on end... He remembered those interest- 
ing stories so little believed in Paris respecting Roman 
bandits ; he remembered the adventures that Albert de 
Morcerf had related when it was intended he should 
marry Mademoiselle Eugénie. 

‘‘ They are robbers, perhaps !’’ he muttered. 

Just then the carriage rolled on something harder 
than the gravelled road. Danglars hazarded a look on 
both sides of the road, and perceived monuments of a 
singular form; and his mind now recalled all the details 
Morcerf had related, and comparing them with his own 
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situation, he felt sure he must be on the Appian Way. 
On the left, in a sort of valley, he perceived a circular 
excavation. “It was Caracalla’s circle. On'a word from 
the man who rode at the side of the carriage; it stopped. 
At the same time the'door was opened. 

“ Scendi !’’ exclaimed a commanding voice. 

Danglars instantly descended’; though he did not yet 
speak Italian, lhe understood it very well. More dead 
than alive, he looked around him.’ ‘Four men surrounded 
him, besides the postilion. i 

“Di qua,’ said one of the men, descending a little 
path leading out of'the Appian Way. Danglars followed 
his guide without opposition, and had no occasion to 
turn round to'see whether the three others were follow- 
ing him. Still it appeared as though they stopped at 
equal distances from one another like sentinels. After 
walking for about ten minutes, during which Danglars 
did not exchange a/single word with his guide, he found 
himself between a hillock and a clump of high weeds. 
Three men, standing silent, formed a ‘triangle, of which 
he was the centre. He wished to: speak, but his tongue 
refused to move: 

‘“ Avanti!” said the same sharp and imperative voice. 

This time Danglars had double reason to understand, 
for if the word and gesture had not.explained the speaker’s 
meaning, it was clearly expressed by the man walking 
behind him, who pushed him so’ rudely that he struck 
against the guide. This guide was our friend Peppino, 
who dashed into the thicket’ of high weeds, through a 
path which none but lizards or polecats could have 
imagined to be an open road. Peppino stopped: before 
a pit overhang by thick hedges. The pit, half open, 
afforded a passage to the young:man, who: disappeared 
like the evil spirits in the fairy tales. The voice and 
gesture of the man who followed Danglars ordered him 
to do the same. There was no longer any doubt; the 
bankrupt was in the hands of Roman banditti: Dan- 
glars acquitted himself like aman placed ‘between two 
dangerous positions, and who is rendered brave by fear. 
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Notwithstanding bis) large stomach, certainly not) in- 
tended to penetrate the fissures of an. Italian road, he 
slid down like, Peppino, and closing his eyes, fell: wpon 
his feet. As he touched the ground he opened his eyes. 
The path was wide, but dark, Peppino, who cared little 
for being recognized now he was im his own. territories) - 
struck a light and lit a torch., Two other men descended’ 
after Danglars, forming | the rearguard; and pushing 
Danglars whenever he happened to stop, they arrived by 
a gentle declivity at the centre of a cross-road of sinister 
appearance. Indeed, the walls hollowed’ out in sepul- 
chres, placed, one: above the other, seemed, in contrast 
with the’ white’ stones; to open their large dark eyes 
like those which’ we see oni the. faces) of the dead. A 
sentinel struck his carbine against his left hand. 

“ Who goesithére ?,’’ he cried. Fe 

“ Friends, friends:!”’ said Peppino; ‘ but where is the 
captain ?)”’ 

‘There !’ said the sentinel, pointing ever his shoulder 
to a sort of large hall, hollowed out of the rock, the lights 
from which shone into the passage’ through. the large 
arched openings,’ : 

.“ Fine spoil; captain —fine ‘spoil! ’? said. Peppino in 
Italian, and taking; Danglars by the collar of his coat, 
he dragged him to an,opening resembling a door, through 
which they entered the hall, of which the captain’ ap- 
peared:to have made his dwelling-place. 

‘“‘ Is this the man ?’”’ asked the captain, who was atten- 
tively reading Plutarch’s,“‘ Life of! Alexander.” 

‘“ Himself, captain+-himself.’’ 

‘“Very well, show him to,me.’’ 

At this rather impertinent order, Peppino raised, his 
torch to Danglars’s: face; who hastily withdrew, that he 
might, not have his eyelashes burnt. His agitated fea- 
tures presented the appearance of pale and hideous terror. 

‘The man is tired,’ said the captain; “ conduct him 
to his bed,”’ In 

‘(Oh }?, murmured, Danglars, |“ that bed: is probably 
one of the coffins hollowed in the wall, and the sleep I 
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shall enjoy will be death from one of the poniards I see 
glistening in the shade.” 

From the depths of the hall were now seen to rise 
from their beds of dried leaves or calfskin the com- 
panions of the man who had been found by Albert de 
Morcerf reading ‘‘ Cesar’s Commentaries,” and by Dan- 
glars studying the “Life of Alexander.” The banker 
uttered a groan, and followed his guide; he neither 
supplicated nor exclaimed. He no longer possessed 
strength, will, power, or feeling ; he followed where they 
led him. At length he found himself at the foot of a 
staircase, and he mechanically lifted his foot five or six 
times. Then a low door was opened before him, and 
bending his head to avoid striking his forehead, he 
entered a small room cut out of the rock. The cell was 
clean, though naked; and dry, though situated at an 
immeasurable distance under the earth. Danglars, on 
beholding it, brightened, fancying it a type of safety. 

“Oh, God be praised !”’ he said, “it is a real bed!” 

“Ecco!” said the guide, and pushing Danglars into 
the cell, he closed the door upon him, 

A bolt grated; Danglars was a prisoner. Besides, 
had there been no bolt, it would have been impossible 
for him to pass through the midst of the garrison who 
held the catacombs of St. Sebastian, encamped round a 
master whom our readers must have recognized as the 
famous Luigi Vampa. Danglars, too, had recognized the 
bandit, whose existence he would not believe when Albert 
de Morcerf mentioned him in Paris; and not only did he 
recognize him, but also the cell in which Albert had been 
confined, and which was probably kept for the accommo- 
dation of strangers. These recollections were dwelt upon 
with some pleasure by Danglars, and restored him to 
some degree of tranquillity. Since the bandits had not 
dispatched him at once, he felt that they would not 
kill him at all. They had arrested him for the purpose 
of robbery, and as he had only a few louis about him, 
he doubted not he would be ransomed. He remembered 
that Morcerf had been taxed at 4,000 crowns; and as 
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he considered himself of much greater importance than 
Morcerf, he fixed his own price at 8,000 crowns—8,000 
crowns amounted to 48,000 livres—he would then have 
about 5,050,000 francs. With this sum he could manage 
to keep out of difficulties. 

Therefore, tolerably secure in being able to extricate 
himself from his position, provided he were not rated 
at the unreasonable sum of 5,050,000 francs, he stretched 
himself on his bed, and, after turning round two or three 
times, fell asleep with the tranquillity of the hero whose 
life Luigi Vampa was studying. 


CHAPTER, CXVI. 
LUIGI VAMPA’S BILL OF FARE. 


WE awake from every sleep except the one dreaded by 
Danglars. He awoke. To a Parisian accustomed to 
silken curtains, walls hung with velvet drapery, and the 
soft perfume of burning wood, the white smoke of which 
diffuses itself in graceful curves around the room, the 
appearance of the whitewashed cell greeting his eyes on 
awaking seemed like the continuation of some disagree- 
able dream. But in such a situation a single moment 
suffices to change the strongest doubt into certainty. 

“Yes, yes,’ he murmured, ‘“‘ Iam in the hands of the 
brigands of whom Albert de Morcerf spoke.” 

His first idea was to breathe, that he might know 
whether he was wounded. He borrowed this from ‘ Don 
Quixote,” the only book he had ever read, but which 
he still slightly remembered. 

“No,” he cried, “ they have not wounded, but perhaps 
they have robbed me!” and he thrust his hands into 
his pockets. They were untouched; the hundred louis 
he had reserved for his journey from Rome to Venice 
were in his trousers pocket, and in that of his greatcoat 
he found the little note-case containing his letter of 
credit for 5,050,000 francs. 
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‘Singular bandits!” he exclammed; “‘ they have left 
me my purse and pocket-book. As I was saying last 
night, they intend me to be ransomed. Hallo, here is 
my watch! Let me-see what time it is.” 

Danglars’s watch, one of Breguet’s  chefs-d’ceuvre, 
~which he had carefully wound up on the previous night, 
_ struck half-past five.» Without this Danglars would have 
been’ quite ignorant of the time, for daylight did not 
reach his cell; Should he demand an explanation from 
the bandits, or should he wait patiently for them to 
propose it? The last alternative:seemed the most. pru- 
dent, so he waited until twelve o’clock. During all this 
time a sentinel, who had been relieved at eight o’clock, 
had been watching his door. 

Danglars suddenly felt a strong inclination to see the 
person who kept watch over him. He had remarked 
that a few rays, not of daylight but from a lamp, pene- 
trated through the ill-joined planks of the door; ‘he 
approached it*just as the brigand was refreshing himself 
with a mouthful of brandy, which, owing to the leather 
bottle containing it, sent forth an odour which was ex- 
tremely unpleasant te Danglars. 

““Faugh |’? he exclaimed, retreating to the extreme 
corner ‘of his cell. } 

At twelve this man was replaced ‘by another function- 
ary, and Danglars, wishing to catch sight of his new 
guardian, approached'the door:again. He was an ath- 
letic, gigantic bandit, with large eyes, thick lips, and. aflat 
nose; his red hair fell in dishevelled masses like snakes 
around his shoulders::'. 

“Ahj'ah!” cried Danglars, “this fellow is more hke 
an ogre than anything else ; however, I am rather too 
old and tough to'be very good eating’! ” ar) 

We see that Danglars was quite collected enough to 
jest; at the same time; as though to disprove the ogreish 
propensities, the man took'some black» bread, chéese. 
and onions’ from his wallet, which he began devouring 
voraciously, 

“May I be hanged,” said Danglars, glancing’ at the 
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bandit’s dinner through the crevices of the door—‘‘ may 
I be hanged if I can understand how people can eat 
such filth!” and he withdrew to seat himself upon his 
goatskin, which recalled to him the smell of the brandy. 

But the secrets of nature ate incomprehensible, and 
there are certain invitations contained in even the coarsest 
food which appeal very irresistibly to a fasting stomach. 
Danglars felt his ewn not to be very well supplied just 
then ;: and gradually the man appeared less ugly, the 
bread less black, and the cheese more fresh, while those 
dreadful vulgar onions recalled to his mind. certain 
sauces and side-dishes, which his cook prepared in a very 
superior manner whenever he said, ‘M. Deniseau, let 
me have a nice little fricassee to-day.” He rose and 
knocked at the door; the bandit raised his head, Dan- 
glars knew that he was heard, so he redoubled his blows. 

“ Che cosa?” asked the bandit. 

“Come, come,” said Danglars, tapping his fingers 
against the door, ‘‘I think it is quite time to think of 
giving me something to eat!” 

But whether he did not understand him, or whether 
he had received no orders respecting the nourishment 
of Danglars, the giant, without answering, recommenced 
his dinner. 

Danglars felt his pride hurt, and not wishing to commit 
himself with the brute, threw himself down again, on his 
goatskin, and did not breathe another word. 

Four hours passed by; the giant was replaced by 
another bandit.  Danglars, who really began to experi- 
ence sundry gnawings at the stomach, rose softly, and 
again applied his eye to the crack of the door, and re- 
cognized the intelhgent countenance of his guide. It 
was indeed Peppino, who was preparing to mount guard 
as comfortably as possible by seating himself opposite 
to the door, and placing between his legs an earthen 
pan, containing chick-peas stewed with bacon. Near 
the pan he also placed a pretty little basket of grapes 
and a bottle of Vin d’Orvieto, Peppino was decidedly 
an epicure. 

11. 175 
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While witnessing these preparations Danglars’s mouth 
watered. ‘‘Come,” he said to himself, ‘‘ let me try if 
he will be more tractable than the other,’’? and he 
tapped gently at the door. 

‘“Coming’!”” exclaimed Peppino, who, from frequent- 
ing the house of Maitre Pastrini, understood French per- 
fectly. 

manslats immediately recognized him as the man who 
had called out in such a furious manner, “* Put in your 
head!” But this was not the time for recrimination, 
so he assumed his most agreeable manner, and said with 
a gracious smile,— 

‘Excuse me, sir, but are they not going to give me 
any dinner ?”’ 

‘Does your excellency happen to be hungry ?”’ 

“Happen to be hungry ; that’s excellent, when I have 
not eaten for twenty-four hours!” muttered Danglars. 
Then he added aloud, “‘ Yes, sir, I am hungry—very 
hungry !” 

“What would your excellency like ?”” and Peppino 
placed his pan on the ground so that the steam rose | 
directly under the nostrils of Danglars. “ Give your 
orders !” 

“Have you kitchens here ? ” 

“ Kitchens, of course—complete ones.” 

‘tAnd cooks?” 

» Excellenpe 

“Well, a fowl, fish, game—it signifies little so that leat.” 

“As your excellency pleases! You mentioned a fowl, 
T think ?” 

“Yes, a fowl.” 

Peppino, turning round, shouted, ‘‘ A fowl for his ex- 
cellency !” 

His voice yet echoed in the archway when a young 
man, handsome, graceful, and half naked, appeared, 
bearing a fowl in a silver dish on his head, without 
the assistance of his hands. 

“IT could almost believe myself at the Café de Paris !”’ 
murmured Danglars, 
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“ Here, your excellency!” said Peppino, taking the 
fowl from the young bandit and placing it on the worm- 
eaten table, which, with a stool and the goatskin bed, 
formed the entire furniture of the cell. 

Danglars asked for a knife and fork. 

‘Here, excellency,” said Peppino, offering him a little 
blunt knife and a boxwood fork. 

Danglars took the knife in one hand and the fork in 
the other, and was about to cut up the fowl. 

“Pardon me, excellency,” said Peppino, placing his 
hand on the banker’s shoulder, ‘ people pay here before 
they eat. They might not be satisfied, and r 

“Ah, ah!” thought Danglars, “this is no longer like 
Paris, without reckoning that I shall probably be fleeced ! 
Never mind, I will carry it off well! I have always 
heard how cheap poultry is in Italy. I should think a 
fowl is worth about twelve sous at Rome.” 

“ There,” he said, throwing a louis down. 

Peppino picked up the louis, and Danglars again pre- 
pared to carve the fowl. 

“Stay a moment, your excellency,” said Peppino, 
rising ; “‘ you still owe me something.” 

“T said they would fleece me,’”’ thought Danglars ; 
but resolving to resist the extortion, he said, “‘ Come, 
how much do I owe you for this fowl ?”’ 

“ Your excellency has given me a louis on account.” 

“A louis on account for a fowl ?”’ 

“Certainly ; and your excellency now owes me 4,999 
louis !”’ 

Danglars opened his enormous eyes on hearing this 
gigantic joke. 

‘““Come, come, this is very droll, very amusing, I allow; 
but, as I am very hungry, pray allow me to eat. Stay, 
here is another louis for you.” 

“Then, that will make only 4,998 louis,” said Peppino, 
with the same indifference. ‘I shall get them all in 
time.”’ 

“Oh, as for that,’ said Danglars, angry in his per- 
severance in the jest—‘‘as for that, you will never suc- 
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ceed, Go to the devil! You do not know with whom 
you have to deal!” 

Peppino made a sign, and the youth hastily removed 
the fowl. Danglars threw himself upon his goatskin, 
and Peppino, reclosing the door, again began eating his 
peas and bacon. Though Danglars ‘could not see Pep- 
pino, the noise of his teeth allowed no doubt as to his 
occupation. He was certainly eating, and noisily too, 
like an ill-bred man. 

‘“‘ Brute!” said Danglars. 

Peppino pretended not to hear him, and, without even 
turning his head; continued to eat slowly. 

Danglars’s stomach felt so empty, it seemed as though 
it would be impossible ever to fill it again ; still he had 
patience for another half-hour, which appeared to him 
like a century. He again rose and went to the door. 

“Come, sir, do not keep me starving here any longer, 
but tell me what they want.” ie 

““ Nay, your excellency, it is you should tell us what 
you want. Give your orders, and we will execute them.” 

““Then open the door directly.” 

Peppino obeyed. 

“Pardieu {1 want.something to’ eat! To eat! Do 
you hear 2?” 

“ Are you hungry ?”” 

“Come, you understand me.” 

“What would your excellency like to eat ?” 

“A piece of dry bread, since the fowls are beyond all 
price in this accursed place.” 

“ Bread! Very well. Hallo, there! Some bread!” 
he exclaimed. 

The youth brought a small loaf. 

“ How much ?” asked Danglars. 

“ Four thousand nine hundred and ninety-eight louis,” 
said Peppino. “ You have paid two louis in advance.” 

“What, 100,000 francs for a loaf?” 

‘One hundred thousand francs !’’ repeated Peppino. 

‘“ But you asked only 100,000 francs for a fowl !”® 

“We have fixed a price for all our provisions. It 
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signifies nothing whether you eat much or little, whether 
you have ten dishes or one, it is always the same price.” 

‘“ What, still keeping up this silly jest? My dear 
fellow, it is perfectly ridiculous—stupid ! You had better 
tell me at once that you intend starving me to death.” 

“Oh dear no, your excellency, unless you intend. to 
commit suicide. Pay and eat.” 

“ And what am I to payswith, brute?” said Dan- 
glars, enraged. ‘“‘ Do you suppose I carry 100,000 francs 
in my pocket 2” ; 

“Your excellency has 5,050,000. francs in your pocket ; 
that will be fifty fowls at 100,000 francs apiece, and 
half a fowl! for the 50,000,” 

Danglars shuddered. The bandage fell from his'eyes, 
and he. wnderstood the joke, which he did not think 
quite so stupid as he had done just before. 

“Come,” he said, “if I pay you:the 100,000: francs, 
will you be satisfied, and allow me to eat at my- ease 2” 

“ Certainly,” said Peppino. 

“ But how can I pay them ?”’. 

“Oh, nothing: easier ; you have am account: opened 
with Messrs. Thomson and French, Via dei: Banchi, 
Rome, Give me a bill for 4,998 louis on these gentle- 
men, and our banker shall take it.” 

Danglars thought it:as: well to: comply with a good 
grace; so he took the pen, ink, and: paper Peppino 
offered him, wrote the, bill, and signed it: 

‘Here,’ he said,‘ here:is:a: bill at sight.”’ 

“And here is your fowl.” 

Danglars sighed while he carved the fowl ; it appeared 
very thin for the. price it' had cost.» As! for: Peppino, he 
read: the paper: attentively, put) it in: his: pocket, and 
continued eating his peas. 7 
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GHAPTER ,<CXVIE- 
THE PARDON. 


THE next day Danglars was again hungry. Certainly 
the air of that dungeon was very appetizing. The 
prisoner expected that he would be at no expense that 
day, for, like an economical man, he had concealed halt 
of his fowl and a piece of the bread in the corner of his 
cell. But he had no sooner eaten than he felt thirsty ; 
he had forgotten that. He struggled against his thirst 
till his tongue clave to the roof of his mouth; then no 
longer able to resist, he called out. The sentinel opened 
the door; it was a new face. He thought it would be 
better to transact business with his old acquaintance, 
so he sent for Peppino. 

‘Here I am, your excellency,” said Peppino, with an 
eagerness which Danglars thought favourable to him. 
“What do you want ?” 

“Something to drink.” 

“Your excellency knows that wine is beyond all price 
near Rome.” 

“Then give me water,” cried Danglars, endeavouring 
to parry the blow. 

‘Oh, water is even more scarce than wine, your ex- 
cellency, there has been such a drought!” 

“Come,” thought Danglars, “ we are going to repeat 
the old story.” And, while he smiled as he attempted 
to regard the affair as a joke, he felt his temples moist 
with perspiration. 

‘Come, my friend!” said Danglars, seeing he made 
no impression on Peppino, ‘‘ you will not refuse me a 
glass of wine ?” 

“TI have already told you that we do not sell retail.” 

‘Well, then, let me have a bottle of the least ex- 
pensive.” 

‘“ They are all the same price.” 

“ And what is that ? ” 

‘Twenty-five thousand francs per bottle.” 
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“Tell me,” cried Danglars, in a voice of extreme 
bitterness—“‘ tell me that you wish to despoil me of 
all ; it will be sooner over than devouring me piecemeal.” 

““ Tt is possible such may be the master’s intention.” 

‘““The master! Who is he ?”’ 

““ The person to whom you were conducted yesterday.”’ 

f-Where isthe?” 

> Heted 

“Let me see him!tt 

“Certainly.” And the next moment Luigi Vampa 
appeared before Danglars. 

“You sent for me,’’ he said to the prisoner. 

“Are you, sir, the chief of the people who brought me 
here ?” 

“Yes, your excellency. What then?” 

‘“ How much de you require for my ransom ?”’ 

“Merely the 5,000,000 you have about you.” 

Danglars felt a dreadful spasm dart through his heart. 

‘But this is all I have left in the world,” he said, 
“out of an immense fortune. If you deprive me of 
that, take away my life also.” 

“We are forbidden to shed your blood.” 

“And by whom are you forbidden ? ” 

“ By him we obey.”’ 

“You do, then, obey some one ?”’ 

“Yes; a chief.”’ 

“T thought you said you were the chief ?” 

“So Iam of these men; but there is another over me.” 

‘And did your superior tell you to treat me thus ?”’ 

‘oY est?’ 

“ But my purse will be exhausted.” 

“* Probably.” 

“Come,” said Danglars, ‘“ will you take a nillion ?” 

“ce No.” 

‘“Two millions ? Three? Four? Come—four? I 
will give them to you on condition that you let me go.” 

‘““Why do you offer me 4,000,000 for what is worth 
5,000,000 ? That is a kind of usury, banker, I do not 
understand.” 
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‘Take all, then! Takevall, I tell you, and kill me!” 

“Come, come, calm yourself. You will excite your 
blood; and that would produce an appetite 1 would 
require a million a day to satisfy. Be more economical ! ”’ 

“ But when I have no more money left to pay you ?” 
asked the infuriated Danglars. 

“Then you must suffer hunger.” 

“ Suffer hunger ?”’ said Danglars, becoming pale. 

“Most likely,” replied Vampa coolly. 

“ But you say you do not wish to kill me ?” 

ae INo #2 

“ And yet you will let me perish with hunger ?)”’ 

“Ah, thatis a different thing !”’ 

“Well, then, wretches !”’ cried Danglars, ‘“‘ I will defy 
your infamous calculations ; I would rather die at once. 
You may: torture, torment, kil:me, but you: shall not 
have my signature,again.”’ 

‘As your excellency pleases,’ 
the cell. 

Danglars, raving, threw himself on the goatskin: 

Who could these men be? Who was the invisible 
chief ? What could be his projects towards him ? And 
why, when every one else was allowed to be ransomed, 
might he not also be? Oh yes, certainly a speedy, 
sudden death would be a fine means of deceiving these 
remorseless enemies, who appeared to pursue him with 
such incomprehensible vengeance. But to die! For the 
first time in his: life, Danglars contemplated death with 
a mixture of dread and desire ;. the time had ‘come 
when the implacable spectre, which exists in the mind 
of every human creature, arrested his sight, and called 
out with every pulsation of his heart, “ Thou'shalt die!” 

Danglars: resembled; a timidtanimal excited in the 
chase ; first it flies, then despairs, and, at last; by the 
very force of desperation, suecédds in escaping.» Dan- 
glars meditated an escape, But the walls were solid 
rock; a man was sitting reading at the only outlet to 
the cell; and behind that man figures armed with guns 
continually passed. 


y 


said Vampa, as he left 
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His resolution not to sign lasted two days, after which 
he offered a million for some food. 

They sent him a magnificent supper, and took his 
million. 

From this time the prisoner resolved to suffer no 
longer, but to yield to all his’ exigencies. At the end 
of twelve days, after having madeva, splendid dinner, 
he reckoned his accounts, and found he had only 50,000 
francs left. Then a strange reaction took place. He 
who had just abandoned 5,000,000 endeavoured to save 
the 50,000 francs he had left; and, sooner than give 
them up, he resolved to enter again upon his life of 
privation; he yielded to rays of hope, resembling mad- 
ness. He, who for so long a time had forgotten God, 
began to think that miracles were possible ; that the 
accursed cave might be discovered by the officers of the 
Papal States, who would release ‘him; that then he 
would have 50,000 francs remaining, which would. be 
sufficient to save him from starvation; ‘and, finally, he 
prayed that this sum might be preserved to him, ‘and, 
as he prayed, he wept. ~ 

Three days passed’ thus, during which his prayers were 
frequent, if not heartfelt: Sometimes he was delirious; 
and fancied he saw an old man stretched on, a_ pallet. 
He, also, was dying of hunger. 

On the fourth, he was no longer aman, but a living 
corpse. He had picked up every crumb that had been 
left from his former meals, and was beginning to eat 
the matting which covered the floor of his cell. Then 
he entreated Peppino, as he would a guardian angel, to 
give him food; he offered him 1,000: francs for )a mouth- 
ful of bread. 

But Peppino did not answer. 

On the fifth day he dragged himself to the door of the 
cell. 
“Are you not a Christian?” he»said, falling on ‘his 
knees. Do you wish to assassinate a man who, in the 
eyes of Heaven, is a brother ?. Oh, my former friends— 
my former friends!’ he murmured, and fell with his 
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face to the ground. Then rising with a species of despair, 
he exclaimed, ‘‘ The chief, the chief!’ 

“Here I am!” said Vampa, instantly appearing. 
‘“ What do you want ?” 

‘Take my last gold,’’ muttered Danglars, holding out 
his pocket-book, “and let me live here. 1 ask no more 
for liberty; I only ask to live.” 

“Then you suffer a great deal ?”’ 

‘Oh, yes, yes, cruelly.” 

“Still there have been men who suffered more than 
you.” 

“ T do not think so.” 

“Yes; those who have died of hunger.” 

Danglars thought of the old man whom in his hours 
of delirium he had seen groaning on his bed. He struck 
his forehead on the ground and groaned. 

“Yes,” he said, ‘“ there have been some who have 
suffered more than I have; but then they must have 
been martyrs, at least.” 

“Do you repent ?”’ asked a deep, solemn voice, which 
caused Danglars’s hair to stand on end. His feeble eyes 
endeavoured to distinguish objects, and behind the 
bandit he saw a man enveloped in a cloak, half lost 
in the shadow of a stone column. 

“Of what must I repent ?”’ stammered Danglars. 

“ Of the evil you have done,” said the voice. 

‘““Oh yes, oh yes, I do indeed repent.” And he struck 
his breast with his emaciated fist. 

“Then I forgive you,’ said the man, dropping his 
cloak, and advancing to the light. 

“The Count of Monte-Cristo!”’ said Danglars, more 
pale from terror than he had been just before from 
hunger and misery. 

“You are mistaken—I am not the Count of Monte- 
Cristo!” 

“ Then who are you ?”’ 

“Tam he whom you sold and dishonoured—I am he 
whose betrothed you prostituted—I am he upon whom 
you trampled that you might raise yourself to fortune 
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—I am he whose father you condemned to die of hunger 
—I am he whom you also condemned to starvation, 
and who yet forgives you, because he hopes to be for- 
given—I am Edmond Dantés !”’ 

Danglars uttered a cry and fell prostrate. 

‘ Rise,” said the count, ‘‘ your life is safe. The same 
good fortune has not happened to your accomplices— 
one is mad, the other dead. Keep the 50,000 francs 
you have left; I give them to you. The 5,000,000 you 
robbed from the hospitals has been restored to them 
by an unknown hand. And now eat and drink; I will 
entertain you to-night.—Vampa, when this man is satis- 
fied, let him be free.”’ 

Danglars remained prostrate while the count with- 
drew; when he raised his head he saw nothing more 
than a kind of shadow disappearing in the passage, 
before which the bandits bowed. 

According to the count’s directions, Danglars was 
waited on by Vampa, who brought him the best wine 
and fruits of Italy, then, having conducted him to the 
road, and pointed to his post-chaise, he left him leaning 
against a tree. He remained there all night, not knowing 
where he was. When daylight dawned, he saw that he 
was near a stream; he was thirsty, and dragged himself 
towards it. As he stooped down to drink, he perceived 
that his hair had become quite white. 


CHAPTER CXVIII. 
THE. FIEFTH,)OF OGTOBER: 


Ir was about six o’clock in the evening ; an opal-coloured 
light, through which an autumnal sun shed its golden 
rays, descended on the blue sea. The heat of the day 
had gradually decreased, and a light breeze arose, seem- 
ing like the respiration of nature on awaking from the 
burning siesta of the south; a delicious zephyr played 
along the coasts of the Mediterranean, and wafted from 
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shore to shore the sweet perfume of! plants, mingled wit! 
the fresh smell of the sea. only, 

A light yacht, chaste and elegant in its form, w 
gliding amidst the first dews of night over the immen 
lake, extending from Gibraltar to the Dardanelles, an 
from Tunis. to Venice. The motion resembled that c 
a swan with its wings opened towards the wind, glidin 
om the water. It advanced, at the same time, swiftl] 
and gracefully, leaving» behind ita glittering track. . Bs 
degrees the sun disappeared behind the western horizon, 
but, as thoug® to prove the truth of the fanciful idea 
in heathen mythology, its imdiscreet rays: reappeared on 
the summit of each wave, seeming to reveal that ‘the 
god of fire had just enfolded, himself in the bosom o: 
Amphitrite, who in vain endeavoured, to! hide her love* 
beneath her azure; mantle. The yacht moved rapidly 
on, though there did not appear to be. sufficient wind 
to ruffle the curls on the head of a young girl. Standing 
on the prow was a tall man, of a dark complexion, whe 
saw. with ‘dilating eyes that they were approaching 
dark mass'of land in the shape of a cone, rising from! 
the midst of the waves like the hat of a Catalan. 

“Is that-Monte-Cristo ?” asked the traveller, to whose 
orders the yacht was for the time submitted, in a melan- 
choly, voice. ’ 

“ Yes, your excellency,”, said. the captain, 
reached it.” 

“We have reached it!’ repeated the traveller, in an 
accent of indescribable sadness. Then he added, in a 
low tone, “ Yes, that is‘the haven.’ And then he again 
plunged into a train of thought, the character of which 
was better revealed by a sad smile than it would have 
been, by tears. A. few minutes afterwards, a flash of 
light, which was extinguished instantly, was seen on the 
land, and the sound of firearms reached the yacht. 

“Your excellency,”. said) the captain, ‘‘ that was the 
land signal; will you answer it yourself?” 

“ What signal, 2,” 

The captain: pointed. towards the island, up.the side 
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of which ascended a volume of smoke, increasing as it 
rose. 

“Ah, yes,” he said;\.as\ if) awaking from @ dream. 
“Give it to me,” 

The captain gave him a loaded carbine; the traveller 
slowly raised it, and fired in the air. Ten minutes after- 
wards the sails were brailed, and they cast anchor about 
one hundred paces from the little harbour. The cance 
was already in the sea, loaded with four-rowers and the 
pilot. The traveller descended, and instead of sitting 
down at the stern ef the boat, which had been decorated 
with a blue carpet for his accommodation, stood up 
with his arms crossed. The rowers waited, their oars 
half lifted out of the water, like birds drying their wings. 

“ Proceed!” said the travellers ‘The eight oars. fell 
into the sea simultaneously without splashing a drop 
of water, and the boat, yielding to the impulsion, glided: 
forward. In an instant they fownd themselves in a little 
harbour, formed in a natural creek ; the boat touched 
the fine sand. 

“Will your excellency be so good as to mount the 
shoulders of two of ourmen? They will carry you askore.” 

The young man answered this invitation with a gesture 
of indifference, and stepping out of the boat, the sea 
immediately rose to his waist. 

“Ah, your excellency,’’ murmured the pilot, “ you 
should not have done so’; our master will scold us for it.” 

The young man continued to advance, following the 
sailors, who chose a firm footing. After about thirty 
paces they landed; the young man stamped on the 
ground to shake off the wet, and looked round for some 
one to show him his road, for it was quite dark. Just 
as he turned, a hand rested on his shoulder, and a voice 
which made him shudder exclaimed,— 

‘Good evening, Maximilian; you are punctual, thank 
you |” 

“Ah, is it you, count ?”’ said the young man, in an 
almost joyful accent, pressing Monte-Cristo’s hand with 
both his own. 
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“Yes; you see I am as exact as you are. But yo 
are dripping, my dear fellow; you must change you 
clothes, as Calypso said to Telemachus. Come, I hay 
a habitation prepared for you, in which you will soo) 
forget fatigue and cold.” 

Monte-Cristo perceived that the young man had turnee 
round; indeed Morrel saw with surprise that the me? 
who had brought him had left without being paid o 
uttering a word. Already the sound of their oars migh 
be heard as they returned to the yacht. 

‘“Oh yes,” said the count, “ you are looking for the 
sailors.” 

‘Yes; I paid them nothing, and yet they are gone.” 

“Never mind that, Maximilian,” said Monte-Cristo 
smiling. “I have made an agreement with the navy 
that the access to my island shall be free of all charge: 
] have made a bargain.” 

Morrel looked at the count with surprise. 

“Count,” he said, “you are not the same here as im 
Pane 

“ How so ?” 

“ Here you laugh,” 

The count’s brow became clouded. 

“You are right to recall me to myself, Maximilian,” 
he said. “I was delighted to see you again, and forgot 
for the moment that.all happiness 1s fleeting.” 

“Oh, no, no, count,’’ cried Maximilian, seizing the 
count’s hands; “ pray laugh, be happy, and prove to 
me, by your indifference, that life is endurable to sufferers. 
Oh, how charitable, kind, and good you are; you affect 
this gaiety to inspire me with courage.” 

“ You are wrong, Morrel; I was really happy.” 

“Then you forget me; so much the better.” 

““ How so ?” 

“Yes; for as the gladiator said to the emperor wher 
he entered the arena, ‘He who is going to die salutes 
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“Oh,” exclaimed Morrel, with a glance full of bitter 
reproach, “do you think it possible I could be 2” 

Listen,” said the count. ‘‘ Do you understand the 
meaning of my words? You cannot take me for a 
commonplace man, a mere rattle emitting a vague and 
senseless noise. When I ask you if you are consoled, 
I speak to you as a man for whom the human heart has 
no secrets. Well, Morrel, let us both examine the depths 
of your heart. Do you still feel the same feverish im- 
patience of grief which made you start like a wounded 
hon? Have you still that devouring thirst, which can 
only be appeased in the grave ? Are you still actuated 
by the regret which drags the living to the pursuit of 
death, or are you only suffering from the prostration of 
fatigue and the weariness cf ‘ hope deferred’ >? Has the 
loss of memory rendered it impossible for you to weep ? 
Oh, my dear friend, if this be’ the case, if you can no 
longer weep, 1f your frozen heart be dead, if you put all 
your trust in God, then, Maximilian, you are consoled 
—do not complain.” 

“Count,” said Morrel, in a firm and at the same time 
soft voice, “listen to me, as to a man whose thoughts 
are raised to heaven though he remains on earth. I 
come to die in the arms of a friend. Certainly there are 
people whom I love. I love my sister Julie—I love her 
husband Emmanuel. But I require’a strong mind to 
smile on my last moments. My sister would be bathed 
in tears and fainting ; I could not bear to see her suffer ; 
Emmanuel would tear the weapon from my hand, and 
alarm the house with his cries. You, count, who are 
more than mortal, will, I am sure, lead me to ceath by 
a pleasant path, will you not ?” 

“My friend,” said the count, “I have still one doubt 
tare you weak enough to pride yourself upon your 
sufferings ?”’ ‘0 

‘No, indeed; I am calm,’ said Morrel, giving his 
hand to the count ; “my pulse does not beat slower or 
faster than usual. No; I feel I have reached the goal, 
and I will go no farther!’ You told me to wait and hope ; 
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do you, know what you did, unfortunate adviser? I 
waited a month, or rather I suffered for a month! I 
did hope (man is a poor wretched creature)—I did hope. 
What, I cannot tell~something wonderful, an absurdity, 
a miracle—of what nature He alone can tell who has 
mingled with our reason that folly we call hope. Yes; 
I did wait—yes. I did hope, count, and during this 
quarter of an hour we have been talking together, you 
have unconsciously wounded, tortured my heart, for 
every word you ‘have uttered proved that there was no 
hope for me. O count, I shall sleep calmly, deliciously 
in the arms of death!”’ Morrel pronounced these words 
with an energy which made the count shudder. “ My 
friend,’ continued Morrel, “you named the fifth of 
October as the term of the delay you asked—to-day is 
the fifth of October.’”’ He took out his watch. ‘“‘It is 
now nine o’clock; I have yet three hours to live.” 

‘“ Be it so!” said the count. “ Come.” 

Morrel mechanically followed the count, and they 
had entered the grotto before he perceived it. He felt 
a carpet under his feet, a door opened, perfumes sur- 
rounded him, and a brilliant hght dazzled his eyes, 
Morrel hesitated to advance, he dreaded the enervating 
effect of all that he saw. Monte-Cristo drew him in 
gently. 

‘“Why should we not spend the last three hours re- 
maining to us of life, like those ancient Romans, who 
when condemned by Nero, their emperor and heir, sat 
down at a table covered with flowers, and gently glided 
into death, through the perfume of heliotropes and 
roses 2” 

Morrel smiled. ‘“ As you please,” he said, “‘ death is 
always death—that is, forgetfulness, repose, exclusion 
from life, and therefore from grief.” He sat down, and 
Monte-Cristo placed himself opposite to him. They were 
in the marvellous dining-room before described, where 
the statues had baskets on their heads always filled with 
fruits and flowers. Morrel had looked carelessly around, 
and, had probably noticed nothing. 
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“ Let us talk hke men,” he said, looking at the count. 

ft Proceed ! qr? 

“Count,” said Morrel, “you are’ the epitome of all 
human knowledge: and ‘you seem a being descended from 
a wiser and’ more advanced world than ours.’ 

“There is something true in what you say,” said the 
count, with that smile which made him’ so handsome, 
“T have descended from a planet’ called grief.” 

“TI believe all you tell-me without questioning its 
sense. In proof, you'told me to'live, and I did live ; 
you told me to hope, and I almost did so. »Tvam almost 
inclined to ask you, as ‘though you had experienced 
death, ‘Is it painful to die ?’” . 

Monte-Cristo looked upon Morrel with indescrrbable 
tenderness.’ ““ Yes; he said; “ yes, doubtless, it is pain- 
ful, if -you violently break the outer covering which 
obstinately begs for life. If you plunge a dagger into 
your flesh, if you instnuate a bullet into your brain, 
which the least shock disorders ;) certainly, then; ‘you 
will suffer pain, and you will repent quitting a. life for 
a repose-you have bought at so dear a price.” 

“Yes; I understand there is a secret of luxury and 
pain in death as well as in life; the only thing ‘is to 
understand it.’ 

“You have spoken truly, Maximilian ; according to 
the care we bestow upon it, death is either ‘a friend who 
rocks'us gently as a nurse, or an enemy who violently 
drags the soul from the body. Some day, when the 
world is much older; and when mankind will be masters 
of all the destructive. powers in nature, to serve for the 
general good of humanity ; when mankind, as you were 
just saying; have disedvered the! secrets) of death, then 
that death will become as sweet and voluptuous as a 
slumber in the arms of your beloved.” 

“And if you wished ‘to die, you evould choose . this 
death, count ?”’ 

rag Ys’ ” 

‘Morrel aictewddtt his ‘hand: “Now! Icunderstand,” ‘he 
said, “why you had me brought here to this desolate 
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spot, in the midst of the ocean, to this subterranea. 
palace. It was because you loved me, was it not, count: 
It was because you loved me well enough to give mr 
one of those sweet means of death of which we we 
speaking, a death without agony, a death which allow 
me to fade away while pronouncing Valentine’s na 
and pressing your hand.” | 

‘Yes; you have guessed rightly, Morrel,’’ said the 
count, ‘‘ that is what I intended.” 

“Thanks ; the idea, that to-morrow I shall no longes 
suffer, is sweet to my heart.” 

‘Do you, then, regret nothing ?”’ 

‘No,’ replied Morrel. 

‘“ Not even me ?”’ asked the count, with deep emotior 

Morrel’s clear eye was for the moment clouded, thei 
it shone with unusual lustre, and a large tear rolled dow: 
his cheek. 

‘“What!”’ said the count, “do you still regret any 
thing in the world, and yet die ?”’ 

“Oh, I entreat you,” exclaimed Morrel, in a low voice 
‘do not speak another word, count, do not prolong m: 
punishment.” 

The count fancied he was yielding, and this belie 
revived the horrible doubt that had overwhelmed hin 
at the Chateau d’If. “ I am endeavouring,” he thought 
“to make this man happy. I look upon this restitutio: 
as a weight thrown into the scale to balance the evi 
I have wrought. Now, supposing I am deceived, if thi 
man has not been unhappy enough to merit happines: 
Alas! what would become of me, who can only aton 
for evil by doing good ?”” Then he said aloud, “ Lister 
Morrel, I see your grief is great, but still you do not lik 
to risk your soul.” 

Morrel smiled sadly. ‘‘ Count,” he said, ‘‘ I swear t 
you, my soul is no longer my own.” 

“Maximilian, you know I have no relation in tk 
world. I have accustomed myself to regard you as m 
son. Well, then, to save my son, I will sacrifice my li 
—nay, even my fortune.” 
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“What do you mean ?”’ 

“I mean, that you wish to quit life because you do 
not understand all the enjoyments which are the fruits 
of a large fortune. Morrel, I possess nearly a hundred 
millions ; I give them to you. With such a fortune you 
can attain every wish. Are you ambitious—every career 
is open to you. Overturn the world, change its char- 
acter, yield to mad ideas, be even criminal—but live.’’ 

“Count, I have your word,” said Morrel coldly; then 
taking out his watch, he added, “‘it is half-past eleven.’ 

‘“ Morrel, can you intend it, in my house, beneath my 
eyes |?” 

“Then let me go,” said Maximilian, “‘ or I shall think 
you did not love me for my own sake, but for yours; ” 
and he rose. 

“It is well,” said Monte-Cristo, whose countenance 
brightened at these words. “ You wish it; you are 

inflexible. Yes, as you said, you are indeed wretched, 
and a miracle alone can cure you. Sit down, Morrel, 
-and wait.” 

_ Morrel obeyed. The count rose, and unlocking a closet 
| with a key suspended from his gold chain, took from 
it a little silver casket, beautifully carved and chased, 
the corners of which represented four bending figures, 
similar to the Caryatides, the forms of women, symbols 
of the angels aspiring to heaven. He placed the casket 
on the table; then opening it, took out a little golden 
box, the top of which flew open when touched by a secret 
spring. This box contained an unctuous substance, partly 
solid, of which it was impossible to discover the colour, 
owing to the reflection of the polished gold, sapphires, 
rubies and emeralds which ornamented the box. It was 
a mixed mass of blue, red, and gold. The count took 
out a small quantity of this with a gilt spoon, and offered 
}it to Morrel, fixing a long steadfast glance upon him. 
It was then observable that the substance was greenish. 

‘“This is what you asked for,” he said, ‘“‘ and what I 
promised to give you.” 

“T thank you from the depths of my heart,” said the 
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young man, taking the Span from the hands of Mont 
Cristo. 

The count: took areata sche and again dipped 
into the goldem box. 

‘What are you going to do, my facil >?” vaske 
Morrel, arresting his hand. 

“Ma fot!  Morrel, I was thinking that .I too am wea 
of life, and since an opportunity presents itself 
“ Stay,” said the young man,‘ you,.who love a 
ate beloved ; you, who have faith and hope, oh, do ne 
follow my éxample ; in. your case it would be a crim 
Adieu, my noble and generous friend, adieu. I will g 

and tell Valentine what: you have done for me.” 

And slowly; though without any hesitation, only wait 
ing to press the count’s hand, fervently he swallowe: 
the mysterious substance offered by Monte-Cristo. The: 
they were both silent.. Ali, mute and attentive, brougl: 
the pipes and coffee, and disappeared. By degrees thi 
lamps gradually faded.in the hands of the marble statue 
which held them, and the perfumes appeared less power 
ful to. Morrel: Seated opposite to him, Monte-Crist 
watched him: in the shadow, and Mosrel saw nothin 
but the bright eyes of the count. An overpowering sad 
ness took possession of the young man; his hands te 
laxed their hold; the: objects in the room gradually los 
their form and colour; and his disturbed vision seeme 
to perceive doors and curtains open in the wall. 

“ Friend,’’she cried, “I feel that I am dying; thanks! 
He; made a last effort to extend his hand, but it fe 
powerless beside him. Then it- appeared to him tha 
Monte-Cristo. smiled, not with that strange and: fearft 
expression which had sometimes’ revealed:to’ him th 
secrets of his heart, but with. the benevolent. kindness'c 
a father for am infant. At the same time the! count af 
peared: to increase in stature;: his form, nearby doubl 
its usual height, stood out imi relief against the re 
tapestry, his black hair was thrown back, cand he stoo 
in the attitude of a menacing angel. 

Morrel, overpowered, turned round in the armchair 
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a delicious torpor was insinuated into every vein; a 
change of ideas presented themselves to his brain, like 
a new design on the kaleidoscope; enervated, prostrate, 
and breathless, he became unconscious of outward ob- 
jects, he seemed to be entering that vague delirium pre- 
ceding death. He wished once again to press the count’s 
hand; but his own’ was unmovable. He wished to 
articulate a last farewell, but his tongue lay motionless 
and heavy in his throat, like a stone at the mouth of a 
sepulchre, Involuntarily his languid eyes closed; and 
still ‘through his eyelashes a well-known form seemed to 
move amid the obscurity with which he thought himself 
enveloped. 

The count had gust opened a door. Immediately a 
brilliant light from the next room, or rather from the 
palace adjoining, shone upon the room in which he was 
gently gliding into his last sleep: Then he saw-a woman 
of marvellous beauty appear on the threshold of the 
door separating the two rooms. «Pale, and sweetly 
smiling, she looked like an angel of mercy conjuring the 
angel of vengeance. 

“Ts it heaven that ‘opens before me ?”’ thought the 
dying man. ‘“ That angel resembles the one I have lost.” 

Monte-Cristo pointed Morrel to the young woman, who 
advanced towards him with clasped hands and a smile 
upon her lips. 

“Valentine, Valentine!’ he mentally ejaculated, but 
his lips uttered no sound ; and as though all:his strengtn 
were centred in that internal emotion, he sighed and 
closed his eyes. 

Valentine rushed towards him ; his lips again moved. 

‘He is calling you,” said the count, “he to whom 
you have confided your destiny, he from whom death 
would have separated you, calls you to him. Happily 
I vanquished death. Henceforth, Valentine, you will 
neyer again be separated on earth; since he has rushed 
into death to find you. Without me you would both 
have died. May God accept my atonement of these two 
existences |.” 
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Valentine seized the count’s hands, and in her irre- 
sistible impulse of joy carried it to her lips. 

‘““Oh, thank me again!” said the count, “ tell me till 
you are weary that I have restored you to happiness ; 
you do not know how much I require this assur- 
ance.” 

““Oh yes, yes, I thank you with all my heart,” said 
Valentine; ‘‘and if you doubt the sincerity of my grati- 
tude, oh, then, ask Haydée, ask my beloved sister Haydée, 
who, ever since our departure from France, has caused 
me to wait patiently for this happy day, while talking 
to me of you.” 

“ You, then, love Haydée ?””’ asked Monte-Cristo, with 
an emotion he in vain endeavoured to dissimulate. 

“Oh yes, with all my soul.” 

“Well, then, listen, Valentine,’ said the count, “I 
have a favour to ask of you.” 

“Of me! Oh, am I happy enough for that ?”’ 

“Yes; you have called Haydée your sister; let her 
become so indeed, Valentine ; render to her all the grati- 
tude you fancy you owe me; protect her, for (the count’s 
voice was thick with emotion) henceforth she will be 
alone in the world.” 

“Alone in the world!” repeated a voice behind the 
count, ‘and why ?” 

Monte-Cristo turned round. Haydée was standing 
pale, motionless, looking at the count with an expression 
of fearful amazement. 

‘“ Because to-morrow, Haydée, you will be free; you 
will then assume your proper position in society, for I will 
not allow my destiny to overshadow yours. Daughter 
of a prince, I restore to you the riches and name of your 
father.”’ 

Haydée became pale, and lifting her transparent hands 
to heaven, exclaimed in a voice hoarse with tears,— 

‘“Then you leave me, my lord ?”’ 

“ Haydée, Haydée, you are young and beautiful ; 
forget even my name, and be happy!” 

“It is well,” said Haydée, “ your order shall be exe- 
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cuted, my lord; I will forget even your name, and be 
happy.” And she stepped back to retire, 

“Oh, heavens!’’ exclaimed Valentine, who was sup- 
porting the head of Morrel on her shoulder, ‘‘ do you not 
see how pale she is ? Do you not see how she suffers ? ” 

Haydée answered with a heartrending expression. 

“Why should he understand this, my sister? He is 
my master, and I am his slave; he has the right to 
notice nothing.”’ 

The count shuddered at the tones of a voice which 
penetrated the inmost recesses of his heart; his eyes 
met those of the young girl, and he could not bear their 
brilhancy. 

“Oh, heavens !”’ exclaimed: Monte-Cristo, “can my 
suspicions be correct ? Haydée, would it please you 
not to leave me ?”’ 

“Tam young,” gently replied Haydée. “I love the 
life you have made so sweet to me, and should regret 
to die.” 

““You mean, then, that if 1 leave you, Haydée——’ 

“T should die; yes, my lord.” 

“Do you, then, love me ?”’ 

“Oh, ‘Valentine, he asks if I love him. Valentine, 
tell him if you love Maximilian.” 

The count felt his beart dilate and throb ; he opened 
his arms, and Haydée, uttering a cry, sprang into them. 

““Oh. yes!” she cried, ““I»do love you! I love you 
as one loves. a father, brother, husband! I love you 
as my life, for you are the best, the noblest of created 
beings !” 

“Tet it be, then, as you wish, sweet angel. God has 
sustained mein my struggle with my enemies, and has 
given me this victory ; He will not let me end my triumph 
with this penance; I wished to punish myself, but He 
has pardoned me! Love me, then, Haydée! Who 
knows, perhaps your love will make me forget all I wish 
not to remember.” 

“What do you mean, my lord ?”’ | 
“J mean that one word from: you has enlightened 


? 
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me more than twenty years. ofslow experience. I hay, 
but you in the world, Haydée; through you I aga: 
connect myself with life, through you I shall suff 
through you rejoice.” 

“Do you hear him, Walentine ?”’ exclaimed Haydée 
“he says that through me he will suffer—through mi 
who would yield my life for his.” 

The count withdrew for a moment. 

“Have I discovered the truth?” he said; “bu 
whether it be for recompense or punishment, I accer 
my fate. Come, Haydée, come!” and throwing. ha 
arm round the young girl’s waist, he pressed the hana 
of Valentine and disappeared. 

An hour had nearly passed, during which Valentine 
breathless and motionless, watched steadfastly ove 
Morrel. At length she felt his heart beat, a faint breatl 
played upon his lips, a slight shudder, announcing th: 
return of life, passed through the young man’s frame. A 
length his eyes opened, but they were at first fixed ane 
expressionless ; then sight returned, and with it feelin; 
and grief. 

“Oh!” he cried, in an accent of despair, “ the coun 
has deceived me; I am yet living,” and extending hi 
hand towards the table, he seized a knife. 

“Dearest !’’ exclaimed Valentine, with her adorabl 
smile, “ awake, and look on my side.” 

Morrel uttered a loud exclamation, and frantic, doubt 
ful, dazzled as though by a celestial vision, he fell upei 
his. knees. 


The next morning, at daybreak, Valentine and. Morre 
were walking arm-in-arm on the seashore, Valentin 
relating how Monte-Cristo had appeared in her room 
how he had unveiled everything; how he had revealec 
the crime; and, finally, how he had saved her life b: 
allowing her to seem dead. They had found the doo 
of the grotto open, and went forth, the few remainin 
stars yet pressing through the morning light. Morr 
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soon perceived a man standing amidst the group. of 
rocks, who was awaiting a sign from them to advance ; 
he pointed him out to Valentine. 

“Ah, it is Jacopo,” she said, “the captain of the 
yacht,” and she beckoned him towards them. 

“Do you wish to speak to us ?.”” asked Morrel. 

“T have a letter to give you from the count.” 

“From the count!’ murmured the two young people. 

fi Yeskoareadiat!”’ 

Morrel opened the letter, and read :— 


‘My DEAR MAXIMILIAN,—There is a felucca for you 
at anchor. Jacopo will conduct you to Leghorn, where 
M. Noirtier waits his grand-daughter, whom he wishes 
to bless before you lead her to the altar. All that is in 
this grotto, my friend, my house in the Champs-Elysées, 
and my chateau at Tréport, are the marriage gifts be- 
stowed by Edmond Dantés upon the son of his old 
master, Morrel. Mademoiselle de Villefort will share 
them with you; for I entreat her to give to the poor 
the immense fortune reverting to her from her. father, 
now a madman, and her brother, who died last September 
with his mother. Tell the angel who will watch over 
your future destiny, Morrel, to pray sometimes for a man, 
who, like Satan, thought himself, for an instant, equal 
to God; but who now acknowledges, with Christian 
humility, that God alone possesses supreme power and 
infinite wisdom. Perhaps those prayers may soften the 
remorse he feels in his heart. As for you, Morrel, this is 
the secret of my conduct towards you. There is neither 
happiness nor misery in the world; there is only the 
comparison of one state with another, nothing more. 
He who has felt the deepest grief is best able to experi- 
ence supreme happiness. We must have felt what it 
is to die, Morrel, that we may appreciate the enjoyments 
of life. 

“Tive, then, and be happy, beloved children of my 
heart; and never forget, that until the day when God 
will deign to reveal the future to man, all human wisdom 
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is contained in these two words—' Wait and hope.— 
Your friend, EpmMonpD DAnrTEs, 
“Count of Monte-Cristo.”’ 


During the perusal of this letter, which informed Valen- 
tine, for the first time, of the madness of her father and 
the death of her brother, she became pale, a heavy sigh 
escaped from her bosom, and ‘tears, not the less painful 
because they were silent, ran down her cheeks; her 
happiness cost her very dear. Morrel looked round un- 
easily. 

“ But,” he said, “the count’s generosity is too over- 
whelming ; Valentine will be satisfied with my humble 
fortune.’ Where is the count, friend ? Lead me to-him,” 

Jacopo pointed towards the horizon. 

“What do you mean?” asked Valentine. “ Where 
is the count ? Where is Haydée ?” 

“ Look!” said Jacopo. 

The eyes of both were fixed upon the spot indicated 
by the sailor, and on the blue line separating the sky 
from the Mediterranean Sea they perceived a large white 
sail. 


“Gone!” said Morrel.. “Gone! Adieu, my friend— 
adieu, my father!” 
spGone tl murmured ee, “ Adieu, my friend— 


adieu, my sister !’ 

“Who can say whether we shall ever see them again ?”’ 
said Morrel, with tearful eyes. 

“My friend,” rephed Valentine, ‘“‘ has not the count 
just told us that all human wisdom was contained in 
these two words—‘ Wait and hope’ ?”’ 


THE END. 
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